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TO BIOHASD BENTLET, ESQ. 



liT DKAB Sis, 

Ton viah me to oolleot into a sixxgle Tolnme oertaiu 
raxnblixig extncts from our fiemiily memoianda, many of 
wihidi hssve already appeared in the pages of yonr Mis- 
cellany. At the Bame time yon tell me that doubts are 
entertained in certain qnarters as to the authenticity of 
their details. 

Now with respect to their genuineness, the old oak 
chest, in which the originals are deposited, is not more 
fiimiliaT to my eyes than it is to yonr own; and if its 
contents have any value at all, it consists in the strict 
Teracity of the fects they record. 

To convince the most incredulous, I can only add, that 
should business — ^pleasure is out of the question — ever 
call them into the neighbourhood of Folkestone, let them 
take the high road from Canterbury to Dover till they 
leaoh the eastern extremity of Barham Downs. Here a 
beantifhl green lane diverging abruptly to the right, will 
cany them through the Oxenden plantations and the un- 
pretending village of Denton, to the foot of a veiy re- 
spectable hill, — as hills go in this part of Europe. On 
reaching its summit let them look straight before them. 
— and ii^ among the hanging woods which crown the 
opposite side of the valley, they cannot distinguish an 
antiquated Manor-house of Elizabethan architecturei with 
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its gaUe ends, stone stanchions, and tortuons chinmeys 
rising aboTe the sniroTinding trees, why — ^tbe sooner 
they procure a pair of Dollond's patent spectacles the 
better. 

If^ on the contrary, they can manage to descry it, and, 
proceeding some five or six furlongs through the avenue, 
will ring at the Lodge-gate, — ^they cannot mistake the 
stone lion with the Ingoldsby escutcheon (Ermine, a 
saltire engrailed Oules,) in his paws, — ^they will be re- 
ceived with a hearty old English welcome. 

The papeiB in question having been written by difiEerent 
parties, and at various periods, I have thought it advisable 
to reduce the more ancient of them into a comparatively 
modem phraseology, and to make my collateral ancestor. 
Father John, especially, * deliver himself like a man of 
this world ;' Mr. Maguire, indeed, is the only Gentleman 
who, in his account of the late (Toronation, retains his 
own rich vernacular. 

Aa to arrangement, I shalL adopt the sentiment ex- 
pressed by the Constable of Bourbon four centuries ago, 
teste Shakspeare, one which seems to become more &shion- 
able every day, 

• The Deyfl take aU <nder 1 1— r U to the thzong r 

BeUeve me to be. 

My dear Sir, 
Tours, most indubitably and immeasurably^ 

THOMAS INGOLDSBY. 

TiumHOiON Etsbabd^ 
Jan. 20eA, 1840. 
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TO BIGHABD fiENTLET, ESQ. 

Mtsgak Sdi, 

I SHOULD have replied sooner to yoor letter, bat thst 
the last three days in January are, as you are aware, 
always dedicated, at the Hall, to an especial hattue, 
and the old house is full of shooting-jackets, shot- 
belts, and 'double Joes.* Even the women wear per- 
cussion caps, and your fitvourite (?) Bover, who^ you may 
remember, examined the calves of your legs with such 
sospicious curiosity at Christmas, Is as pheasant-mad as 
if he were a biped, instead of being a genuine four-legged 
sdon of the Blenheim breed. I have managed, however, 
to avail myself of i lucid interval in the general halluci- 
nation, (how the rain did come down on Monday 1} and 
as you tell me the excellent friend whom you are in 
the habit of styling ' a Generous and Enlightened FubUc 
has emptied your shelves of the first edition, and ' asks 
for more,' why, I agree with you, it toauld be a want of 
respect to that very regpectable personification, when 
furnishing I'l'm with a further supply, not to endeavour, 
at least, to amend my ilBiults, which are few, and your 
own, which are more nimierous. I have, therefore, gone 
to work con aimore, supplying occasionally on my own 
part a deficient note, or elucidatory stanza, and on yours 
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baockmg ont, without remorse, your superfluous Ts, and 
now and then eyisoerating your cdon. 

My duty to your illustrious friend thus performed, I 
have a crow to pluck with him. — Why will he persist — 
as you tell me he does persist — in calling me by all sorts 
of names but those to which I am entitled by birth and 
baptism — ^my *■ Sponsorial and Fatronymio appellatLona,' 
as Dr. Pangloss has it ? — ^Mrs. Malaprop complains, and 
with justice, of an ' assault upon her parts of speech,' but 
to attack one's very existence — to deny that one is a 
person in erne, and scarcely to admit that one may he a 
person in jpoMe, is tenfold cruelty ; — ^ it is pressing to 
death, whipping, and hanging 1' — ^let me entreat all such 
likewise to remember, that as Shakspeare beautifully 
expresses himself elsewhere — I give his words as quoted 
by a Tory worthy Baronet in a neighbouring county, 
when protesting against a de&matory placard at a 
general election— < 

* Who steals my pone steals stuff 1 — 
Twas mine— 'tisn't hi»~-nor nobody else's 1 
Bat he who rans away with my Good Nasik, 
Bobs me of what does not do him any good. 
And makes me deuced poor I V* 

In order utterly to squabash and demolish every gain- 
sayer I had thought, at one time, of asking my old and 
esteemed friend, Richard Lane, to crush them at once with 
his magic pencil, and to transmit my features to posterity, 
where all his works are sure to be 'delivered according 
to the direction ;' but somehow the noble-looking profiles 
which he has recently executed of the Kemble family 

* A reading which seems most unaccountably to haye eao^;>ed the 
reeearohes of all modern Shakspearians, including the rival editors 
of the new and illastmted Tersiona. 
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pat me a little out of conceit of my own, while tbe 
nndii^^niaed amnaement which my * HephistopheleB Eye- • 
brow,' u he tenued it, afforded him, in the ' foil &oe,' 
indncod me to lay aside the design. Beeides, my dcAr 
Sir, since, m haa well been observed, ' there never wu a 
married man yet who had not somebody remnrkably like 
him walking abont town,' it is a thonnand to one but my 
lineaments might, after all, ont of sheer pervertenesB, be 
ascribed to any body rather than to the real owner. I 
ha-ve therefore sent you, instead thereof a &ir sketch of 
Tappington, taken from the Folkesttaie road (I tore it 



last night ont of Jalia Simpkinson's aJbum) ; get Gilks to 
make a woodcnt of it And now, if any miscreant (1 
nse the word only in its primaiy and ' Fickwicldan ' 
sense of ' ITnbelieTer,') veatures to throw any farther 
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donbt upon the matter, why, as Jack Cade*B friend says 
^ in the play, ' There are the chimneys in my feither^s 
house, and the bricks are aliye at this day to testify it I' 
• Why Tery well then — ^we hope here bo truths !' 
Heayen bo with yon, my dear Sir I — ^I was getting a 
little excited ; but you, who are mild as the milk that 
dews the soft whisker of the new-weaned kitten will 
forgive me when, wiping away the nascent moisture 
from my brow, I ' pull in,' and subscribe myself^ 

Yours quite as much as his own, 

THOUAS ING0LD6BY. 

TATmraroN EmABD, 

Feb. 2nd, 1848. 
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THE SPECTRE OF TAPPINGTON. 

^ TT is Tery odd, though ; what can have heoome of thorn V nakS 
1. Charles 8eaforth, as he peeped under the Talanoe oF an old* 
feahiooed bedstead, in an old-fiishioned apartment of a still more 
old-&duoned manor-house; "tis oonfonndediyodd, and I can't make 
it oat at all. Why, Bamcy, where are they ?— and where the d — ^l 
are yon? 

Ko answer was retained to this appeal ; and the lieutenant, who 
^na, in the main, a reasonable person — at least as reasonable a per* 
ecu as any young gentleman of twenty-two in ' the service ' can 
Mrly be expected to be— cooled when he reflected that his servant 
oooLd scarcely reply extempore to a summons which it was impos- 
nble he should hear. 

An application to the bell was the considerate result ; and the 
^otsteps of as tight a lad as ever put pipe-clay to belt sounded along 
thegaUeiy. 

'Gone inl' said his master. • An ineffectual attempt upon the 
door leminded Mr. Seaforth that he had locked himself in. ' By 
Heaven I this is the oddest thing of all,' said he, as he turned tho 
key and admitted Mr. Maguire into his dormitory. 

'Barney, where are my pantaloons?' 

'Is it the breeches?' a^ed the valet, casting an inquiring eye 
loond the apartment ; — * is it the breeches, sir ?' 

'Yes ; what have you done with them ?' 

*&uie then your honour had them on when you went to bed, and 
it's hereabout they'll be, Fll be bail ;' and Barney lifted a fashion- 
able tonic from a cane-backed arm-chair, proceeding in his examin- 
stion. But the search was vain : there was the tonic afoi'esaid \ 

B 
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2 THE SPECTRE OF TAPPINGTON. 

ttiere wn» a smart-looking kerseymere waistcoat ; but the most Im 
portant article of all in a gentleman's wardrobe was still wanting. 

' Where can they be ?' asked the master, with a strong accent oq 
the auxiliary verb, 

* Sorrow a know I knows/ said the man. 

'It must have been the devil, then, after all, who has been herq 
and carried them offT cried Scaforth, staring fall into Bamey'at 
face. 

Mr. Df agaire was not devoid of the saperstition of his country- 1 
men, still he looked as if ho did not quite subscribe to the se^ittir. 

His master read incredulity in his countenance. ' Why, I tell 
you, Barney, 1 put them there, on that arm-chair, when I got into 
bed ; and, by Heaven ! 1 distinctly saw the ghost of the old fellow 
they told me of, oomo in at midnight, put on my pantaloons, and 
walk away with them. 

' May be so,' was the cautiouB reply. 

I thought, of course it was a dieam ; but then — ^whore the d — 
are the breeches ?* 

The question was more easily asked than answered. Bomey 
renewed his search, while the lieutenant folded his arms, and, lean- 
ing against the toilet, sunk into a reverie. 

' Afttt all, it must be some tridc of my laughter-loving cousinB,' 
said Seaforth. 

<Ahl then, the ladies!' chimed in Mr. Maguire, thou^ the 
observation was not addressed to him ; * and will it be Miss Caroline 
or Miss Fimny, that's stole your honour's things T 

*1 hardly know what to think of it,' pursued the bereaved lieu- 
tenant, still speaking in soliloquy, with his eye resting dubiously on 
the chambeiMloor. 'I locked myself in, that's certain; and — ^but 
there must be some other entrance to the room — pooh 1 I remember 
— ^the private staircase ; how could I be such a fool ?' and he crossed 
the chamber to where a low oaken doorcase was dimly visible in a 
distant comer. He paused before it Nothing now interfered to 
screen it from observation ; but it bore tokens of having been at 
some earlier ])eriod concealed by tapestry, remains of which yet 
clothed the walls on either side the portal. 

' This way they must have come,' said Seaforth ; ' I wish with aU 
my heart 1 had caught them 1' 

' Ooh I the kittens !' sighed Mr. Barney Maguire. 

But the mystery was yet as far from being solved as before. Tru^ 
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there woB the * other door;* bat then that, too, on examination, wa« 
eren more finnly secured than the one which opened on the gallery, 
— two heavy bolts on the inside effectoally prevented any eoup de 
giom on the lientenant's Jnwmae from that quarter. He was more 
puaded than crer ; nor did the minutest inspection of the walls and 
floor throw any light upon the subject: one thing only was clear,^- 
the braeches were gone 1 ' It is very siagular/ nid the lieutenant. 



TappingtOQ (geneially called Tapton) Eyeiard is an antiquated 
hut oommodious manor-house in the eastern division <tf the county 
of Kent A former proprietor had been high-sheriff in the days of 
Elizabeth, and many a dark and dismal tradition was yet extant of 
the licentiousness of his life, and the enormity of his offences. The 
Glen, which the keeper's daughter was seen to enter, but never 
known to quit, still frowns darkly as of yore ; while an ineradicable 
bloodstain on the oaken stair yet bids defiance to the united energies 
of soap and sand. But it is with one particular apartment that a 
deed d more especial atrocity is said to be connected. A strenger 
guest — 80 runs the legend — arrived unexpectedly at the mansion of 
the ' Bad Sir Giles.' They met in apparent friendship ; but the ill- 
concealed scowl on their master's brow told the dcHnestics that the 
visit was not a welcome one ; the banquet, however, was not spared; 
tibe wine-cup ciroulated freely, — too freely, perhaps, — ^for sounds of 
diKoid at length reached the ears of even the excluded serving-men, 
as they were doing their best to imitate their betters in the lower 
hall. Alarmed, some oi them ventured to approach the parlour; 
one, an old and favoured retainer of the house, went so &r as to 
break in upon his master's privacy. Sir Qiles^ already high in oath, 
fiercely enjoined his absence, and he retired ; not, however, before he 
bad distinctly heard from the s' tanger's lips a menace that ' there 
was that within his pocket which could disprove the knight's right 
to issue that or any other command within the walls of Tapton.* 

The intrusion, though momentary, seemed to have produced a 
beneficial effect ; the voices of the disputants fell, and the conversa- 
tion was carried on thenceforth in a more subdued tone, till, as even- 
ing closed in, the domestics, when summoned to attend with lights, 
found not only cordiality rentored, but that a still deeper carouse 
was meditaUsd. Fresh stoups, and from the choicest bins, were pro* 
dnced; nor was it till at a late, or rather early hour, that the 
revellers sought their chambeis. 
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The one allotted to the stranger occupied the first floor cf the 
eastern angle of the building, and had once been the favourite apart- 
ment of Sir Giles himself. Scandal ascribed this preference to the 
laciiitj which a private staircase, communicating with the grounds, 
had afforded him, in the old knight*s time, of following his wicked 
courses unchecked by parental observation; a consideration which 
ceased to be of weight when the death of his father left him uncon* 
trolled master of his estate and actions. From that period Sir Giles 
had established himself in what were called the ' state apartments,* 
and the ' oaken chamber ' was rarely tenanted, save on occasions of 
extraordinary festivity, or when the yule 1(^ drew an unusually 
large accession of guests around the Christmas hearth. 

On this eventful night it was prepared for the unknown visitor, 
who sought his couch heated and inflamed from his midnight orgies, 
and in the morning was found in his bed a swollen and blackened 
corpse. No marks of violence appeared upon the body; but the 
livid hue of the lips, and certain dark-coloured spots visible on the 
skin, aroused suspicions which those who entertained them were too 
timid to express. Apoplexy, induced by the excesses of the pre- 
ceding night) Sir Giles's confidential leech pronounced to be the 
cause of his sudden dissolution. The body was buried in peace ; and 
though some shook their heads as they witnessed the haste with 
which the funeral rites were hurried on, none ventured to murmur. 
Other events arose to distract the attention of the retainers ; men^s 
minds became occupied by the stirring politics of the day ; while 
the near approach of that formidable armada, so vainly arrogating to 
itself a title which the very elements joined with human valour to 
disprove, soon interfered to weaken, if not obliterate, all remem« 
brance of the nameless stranger who had died within the walls of 
Tapton Everard. 

Years rolled on : the * Bad Sir Giles ' had himself long since gone 
to his account, the last, as it was believed, of his immediate line ; 
though a few of the older tenants were sometimes heard to speak of 
an elder brother, who had disappeared in early life, and never in- 
herited the estate. Rumours, too, of his having left a son in foreigL 
lands, were at one time rife ; but they died away, nothing occurring 
to support them : the property passed unchallenged to a collateral 
branch of the fiunily, and the secret^ if secret there were, was buried 
in Denton churchyard, in the lonely grave of the mysterious 
stranger. One circumstance alone cscurred, after a long-intervening 
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period, to TeviTe the memory of these tnuiBactLons. Some workmen 
oaployed in grubbing au old plantation, for the purpose of raising 
OQ its site a modern shrubbery, dug up, in the execution of their 
talk, the mildewed remnants of what seemed to haTe been once a 
piiment. On more minute inspection, enough remained of silken 
Slashes and a coarse embroidery, to identify the relics as having once 
lurmed part of a pair of 'trunk hose; while a few papers which fell 
ton ihem» altogether illegible from damp and age, were by the un- 
learned rostica, oouTeyed to the then owner of the estate. 

Whether the squire was more successful in deciphering them was 
nerer known; he certainly never alluded to their contents; and 
little would have been thought of the matter but for the inoon- 
▼enient memory of <»ie old woman, who declared she heard her 
grandfikther say, that when the 'stranger guest' was poisoned, 
though all the rest of his clothes were there, his breeches, the su}>- 
pQsed repository of the supposed documents, could never be found. 
The master of Tapton Everard smiled when he heard Dame Joneses 
hint of deeds which might impeach the validity of his own title in 
favour of some unknown descendant of some unknown heir ; and the 
stoiy was rarely alluded to, save by one or two miracle-mongers, 
who had heard that others had seen the ghost of old Sir Giles, in his 
nightrcap^ issue from the postern, enter the adjoining copse, and 
wring his shadowy hands in agony, as he seemed to search vainly 
ibr something hidden among the evergreens. The stranger's death- 
room had, of course, been occasionally haunted 'from the time of his 
decease ; but the periods of visitation had latterly become very rare 
—even Mrs. Botherby, the housekeeper, being forced to admit that, 
during her long sojourn at the manor, she had never 'met with any- 
thing worse than herself;' though, as the old lady afterwards added 
upm more mature reflection, ' I must say I think I saw the devil 
once.' 

Such was the legend attached to Tapton Everard, and such the 
story which the lively Caroline Ingoldsby detailed to her equally 
mercurial cousin, Charles Seoforth, lieutenant in the Hon. East India 
Company's second regiment of Bombay Fencibles, as arm-in-arm 
they promenaded a gallery decked with some dozen grim-looking 
ancestral portraits, and, among others, with that of the redoubted 
Sir GKles himself. The gallant commander had that very morning 
paid his first visit to the house of his maternal uncle, after an 
absence of several years passed with his regiment on the ariil plains 
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of Hindostan, whence he was now retumod on a three yean* fur* 
loogh. He had gone out a boy — ^he returned a man ; but the iin- 
presBlon made upon his yonthM £uicy by his faTouiite cousin 
remained unimpaired, and to Tapton he directed his steps, even 
before he sought the home of his widowed mother, — comforting 
himself in this breach of filial decorum by the reflection that, as the 
manor was so little out of his way, it would be unkind to pass, as 
it were^ the door of his xolatives, without just looking in for a few 
hours. 

But he found his uncle as hospitable, and his cousin more diann- 
ing than ever ; and the looks of one, and the requests of the other, 
soon precluded the possibility of refusing to lengthen the 'few 
hours' into a few days, though the house was at the moment full of 
visitors. 

The Peterses were there from Bomsgate ; and Mr^ Mrs^ and the 
two Miss Simpkinsons, froai Bath, had come to pass a month with 
the fomily; and Tom Ingoldsby had brought down his college 
friend the Honourable Augustus Sucklethumbkin, with his groom 
and pointers, to take a fortnight's shooting. And then there was 
Mrs. Ogleton, the rich yoimg widow, with her large black eyes, 
who^ people did say, was setting her cap at the young squire, though 
Mts. Botherby did not believe it; and, above all, there was Made- 
moiselle Pauline, her/emme de chambre, who ' mon-Dieu'd ' every- 
thing and everybody, and cried ' Qud harreurV at Mrs. Botherby's 
Cf^. In shorty to use the lastrnamed and much-respected lady's 
own expression, the house was ' choko-fuU ' to the very attict^ — all 
save the 'oaken chamber,' which, as the lieutenant expressed a most 
magnanimous disregard of ghosts, was forthwith appropriated to his 
particular accommodation. Mr. Mi^uire meanwhile was foin to 
share the apartment of Oliver Dobbs, the squire's own man: a 
jocular proposal of joint occupancy having been first indignantly 
rejected by ' Mademoiselle^' though preferred with the ' laste taste in 
life ' of Mi. Barney's most insinuating brogue. 



'Come, Charles, the nm is absolutely getting cold ; your brrakiast 
will be quite spoiled : what can have made youso idle ?* Such was 
the morning salutation of Miss Ingoldsby to the mHUaire as he 
entered the breakfast-room half-an-hour after the laitest of the 
l»rty. 

'A pretty gentleman, truly, to make an appointment with.' 
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chimod in MIbb Fiadocs. ' What is become of oar nunble to the 
locks before breekfaatiT 

*OhI the yoang men never think of keeping a promise now^ 
■ud Mn. Peter^ a little fenot-(aocd woman with underdone eyes. 

'When I wBf a young man,' aaid Mr. PeteiSi 'I remember ^ 
alwayB made a point ctf ' 

* Pmy how long ago wae that ?* asked Mr. Simpkinson from Batli 
'Why, siif when I married Mrs. Petecsi I was — let me s oo — '- 

* Do pny hoki your temgae, P., and eat your breakfast 1* interruptoa 
hii better haU^ who had a mortal horror of chronological refcrenocs ; 
*it*s very mde to teaae people with your iamily afiairs.* 

Hie Uentenant had ly this time token his seat in silence — a good- 
humoored nod, and a glance, half-smiling, half-inquisitive, being the 
extent of his aalntation. Smitten as he was, and in the immediate 
presence of her who had made so large a hole in his heart, hie 
manner was evidently distrait, which the iair Caroline in her secret 
soul attributed to his being solely occupied by her agremena: how 
would she have bridled had she known that they only shared his 
meditataons with a pair of breeches ! 

dearies drank his coffee and spiked some half-dozen egga^ darting 
oocaaiunally a penetrating glance at the ladies, in hope of detecting 
the snppoeed waggery by the evidence of some furtive smile or oon- 
sdouB look. But in vain ; not a dimple moved indicative of roguery, 
nor did the slightest elevation of eyebrow rise confirmative of his soa- 
pidcua. Hints and insinuations paasad unheeded — ^more particular 
faiquirieB were out of the questifm : — ^the subject was unapproachable. 

In the mean time, ' patent corda ' were Just the thing for a morn- 
ing's ride ; and, break£ELBt ended, away cantered the party over the 
downs, till, every £iculty absorbed by the beauties, animate and 
inanimate, which surrounded him. Lieutenant Seafbrth of the Bom- 
bi^ Fendbles bestowed no more thought upon his breeches than if 
he had been bom on the top of Ben Lomond. 



Another ni^t had passed away ; the sun rose brilliantly, forming 
with his level beams a splendid rainbow in the far-off west, whither 
the heavy cloud, which for the last two hours had been pouring its 
waters on the earth, was now flying b^re him. 

' Ah 1 then, and it's little good it'll be the claning of ye,' apostrrw 
fihised Mr. Barney ^laguirc, as he deposited, in front of his master s 
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toilet, a pair of * bran new ' jockey boots, one of Hoby's primest fit% 
vhich the lieutenant bad purchased in his way through town. On 
that very morning had they oome for the first time under the valet*fi 
depurating hand, so little soiled, indeed, from the turfy ride of the 
preceding day, that a less scrupulous domestic might, perhaps, haTO 
considered the application of ' Warren's Katchless,' or oxalic acid, 
altogether superfluous. Not so Barney : with the nicest care had ho 
removed the slightest impurity from each polished sur£sM^ and there 
they stood, rejoicing in their sable radiance. Ko wonder a pang 
shot across Mr. Maguire's breast, as he thought on the work now cut 
out for them, so different from the light labours of the day before ; 
no wonder he murmured with a sigh, as the scarce dried window- 
panes disclosed a road now inch deep in mud. * Ah 1 then, it's little 
$;ood the claning of ye 1* — for well had he learned in the hall below 
that eight miles of a stiff Hay soil lay between the manor and 
JBolsover Abbey, whose picturesque ruins, 

* Like ancient Borne, majestic in decay/ 

the party had determined to explore. The master had already com- 
menced dressing, and the man was fitting straps upon a light pair 
Qf ciane-necked spurs, when his hand was arrested by the old 
question — ^'Barney, where are the breeches?* 
They were nowhere to be found ! 

Mr. Seaforth descended that morning, whip in hand, and equipped 
in a handsome green riding-frock, but no 'breeches and boots to 
match ' were there : loose jean trousers, surmounting a pair of diminu- 
tive Wellingtons, embraced, somewhat incongruously, his nether 
man, vice the ' patent cords,' returned, like yesterday's pantaloons^ 
absent without leave. The ' top-boots ' had a holiday. 

^ A fine morning after the rain,' said Mr. Simpkinson from Bath. 

* Just the thing for the 'ops,' said Mr. Peters. * I remember when 
I was a boy * * 

' Do hold your tongue, P.,' said Mrs. Peters — advice which that 
exemplary matron was in the constant habit of administering to 'her 
P.' as she called him, whenever he prepared to vent his reminis- 
cences. Her precise reason for this it would be difficult to deter- 
mine, unless, indeed, the story be true which a little bird had 
whispered into Mrs. Botherby's ear — Mr. Peters, though new a wealthy 
man, had received a liberal education at a charity school, and was 
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Apl to lecar to the days of his muffin-cap and leathcra. As nsoal, he 
took his wife's hint in gpod part» and 'paused in his reply.' 

*A glorioos day for the ruins 1* said young Ingoldsby. 'But 
Charles^ what the deuce are you ahout? you don*t mean to ride 
ihroogh our lanes in such toggery as that T 

' Lassy me !' uaid Miss Julia Simpkinson, * won't you be Yezy wet ?* 

'You had better take Tom's cab,' quoth the squire. 

But this proposition was at once overruled; Mrs. Ogleton had 
already naUed the cab, a vehicle of all others the best adapted for a 
snug flirtation. 

' Or drive Miss Julia in the phaeton ?* No ; that was the post of 
Mr. Petei% who^ indiiSerent as an equestrian, had acquired some fame 
as a whip while travelling through the midland counties for the firm 
of Bagshaw, Snivelby, and Ghrimes. 

*Thank you, I shsdl ride with my cousins,' said Charles, with as 
much rumehalance as he could assume — and he did so ; Mr. Ingoldsby, 
Mrs. Peters, Mr. Simpkinson from Bath, and his eldest daughter with 
her album, following in the fieimily coach. The gentleman-commoner 
* voted the affiiir d — d slow,' and declined the party altogether in 
favour of the gamekeeper and a cigar. 'There was "no fan" in 
loddng at old houses 1' Mrs. SimpkiaBon preferred a short a^ottr in 
the still-room with Mrs. Botherby, who had promised to initiate her 
in that grand arcanum^ the transmutation of gooseberry jam into 
Guava Jelly. «__^ 

' Did you ever see an old abbey before, Mr. Peters ?* 

'Yes^ misSy a French one; we have got one at Bamsgate; he 
teaches the Miss Joneses to parley-voo, and is turned of sixty.' 

Miss Simpkinson closed her album with an air of inef&ible disdain. 

Mr. Simpkinson from Bath was a professed antiquary, and one of 
the fiist water; he was master of Gwillim's Heraldry, and Mills's 
History of the Crusades ; knew every plate in the Monasticon ; had 
written an essay on the origin and dignity of the office of overseer, 
and settled the date of a Queen Anne's farthing. An influential 
member of the Antiquarian Society, to whose ' Beauties of Bagnigge 
Wells ' he had been a liberal subscriber, procured him a seat at the 
board of that learned body, since which happy epoch Sylvanus Urban 
had not a more indefieitigable correspondent. His inaugural essay on 
the President's cocked hat wss considered a miracle of erudition ; and 
bis account of the earliest application of gilding to gingerbread, a 
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maateipieoe of antiquarian research. His eldest daughter was of 
kindred spirit : if her Other's mantle had not £BLllen upon her, it 
only because he had not thrown it off himself; she had caught b.old 
of its tail, however, while it yet hung upon his honoured shouldeis. 
To souls so congenial, what a sight was the magnificent ruin of 
BoLaarerl its broken arches, its mouldering pinnacles, and the aiiy 
tracery of its half-demolished windows. The party were in raptures ; 
Mr. Simpkinson began to meditate an essay, and his daughter an 
ode : even Seaforth, as he gassed on these lonely relics of the olden 
time, was betrayed into a momentary forgetfulness of his love and 
losses : the widow's eye-glass turned from her cicitheo'a whiskers to 
the mantling ivy ; Mis. Peters wiped her spectacles ; and ' her P.* 
supposed the central tower 'had once been the county jaiL' Tbe 
squire was a philosopher, and .had been there often before, so he 
ordered out the cold tongue and chickens. 

'Bolsover Priory,' said Hr. Simpkinson, with the air of a con- 
noisseur, — * Bolsover Priory was founded in the reign of Henry the 
Sixth, about the beginning of tho eleventh oentuxy. Hugh de 
Bolsover had accompanied that monarch to the Holy Land, in the 
expedition undertaken by way of penance for the murder of his 
youi^ nephews in the Tower. Upon the dissolution of the monas- 
teries, the veteran was enfeoffed in the lands and manor, to which 
he gave his own name of Bowlaover,or Bee-owls-over, (by corruption 
Bolsover,) — a Bee in chief^ over three Owls, all proper, being the 
armorial ensigns borne by this distinguished crusader at tho aiege 
of Acre.' 

'Ahl that was Sir Sidney Smith,' said Mr. Petci-s; Tve heard 
tell of him, and all about His. Partington, and ' 

'P. be qifiet, and don't expose yourself!' sharply interrupted his 
lady. P. was silenced, and betook himself to the bottled stout. 

'These lands,' continued the antiquary, 'were held in grand 
seijeantiy by the presentation of three white owls and a pot of 
honey * 

* I^uBsy me I how nice 1' said Miss Julia. Mr. Peters licked his lips. 

' Pray give me leave, my dear— owls and honey, whenever the 
king should come a rat-catching into this part of the country .' 

^ Bat-catching 1' ejaculated the squire, pausing abruptly in the 
mastication of a drumstick. 

' To be sure, my dear sir : don't you remember the rats once came 
under the forest laws — a minor spe&M of reniaou? ''Rats and 
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rnkx, and each Bmull deer," eh ?— Shakspeare, you know. Our 
anoeBton ale lats; ("The nasty fellows!" shaddered Miis Jolia, Id 
;) and owls, yon know, are capital mooflen* 



•fre seen a howl,' said Mr. Peters; 'there's one in the Soholo- 
gical Gaideos, — a little hoc^-nosed chap in a wig,— only its feathen 



Poor P. was destined neyer to finish a spoeeh. 
*Ih\3e quiet 1' cried the anthoritative Toioe; snd the would«*he 
Batozalist shiank into his shell, like a snail in the *Sohological 



*Yaa ahoald read Bkmnt's "Jocular Tenures" Mr. Ingoldsby,' 
pmaaed Simpkinson. *A learned man was Bkmntl Why, sir, 
His Boyal Highness the Bake of York onoe paid a silver horse-shoe 
to IiQid Ferrers——' 

'Pre heard of him,' broke in the inoorrigihle Peters; 'he was 
haaged at the Old Bailey in a silk rope for riiooting Dr. Johnson.' 

TiM antiquary Toachsafed no notice of the interruption; but, 
tddfig a pinch of snul^ continued his harangue. 

'A nlver horse-ehoe, sir, which is due from eveiy scion of royalty 
who rides across one of his nuuxois; and if you lo^ into the penny 
otmnty histories, now publishing by an eminent friend of mine, you 
will find that Tanghale in Go. Norf. was held by one Baldwin per 
waiium, Muffiabum^ €i petknn ; that is^ he was to come every Christ- 
mas into Westminster HaU, there to take a leap^ cry hem I 
and ' 

'Mr. Simpkinson, a glass of sherry?* cried Tom Ingoldsby, 
hastily. 

* Not any, thank you, sir. This Baldwin, sumamcd Le * 

*Mrs. (^leton challenges you, sir; she insists upon it,' said Tom 
still more rapidly, at the same time filling a glass, and forcing it 
CQ the 8ftnant^ who, thus arrested in the very crisis of his narmtiye, 
reooived and swallowed the potation as if it had been physic 

'What on earth has Miss Simpkinson discovered there?* con* 
tinned Tom ; ' something of interest. See how fast she is writing.* 

The diversion was effectual; every one looked towards Miss 
Simpkinson, who, &r too ethereal for ' creature comforts,' was seated 
apart on the dilapidated remains of an altar-tomb, committing 
eagerly to paper something that had strongly impressed her; the 
air — the eye in a ' fine frenzy rolling,' — all betokened that the divine 
afflcUtm was oome. Her father rose, and stole silently towards her. 
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' What an old boar I' muttered young Ingoldaby ; alluding pcr- 
napsy to a slioe of brawn which he had just begun to operate upon, 
but which, from the celerity with which it disappeued, did not 
»eem so very difficult of mastication. 

But what had become of Seaforth and hia fair Caroline all this 
while ? Why, it so happened that they had been simultaneously 
stricken with the picturesque appearance of one of those high and 
pointed arches, which that eminent antiquary, Mr. Horseley Ourties, 
has described in his 'Ancient Records,' as 'a Gothic window of the 
Saxon order ;' and then the iyy clustered so thickly and so beauti- 
fully on the other side, that they went round to look at that; and 
then their pr(»dmity deprived it of half its effect^ and so they walked 
across to a little knoll, a hundred yards ofif, and in crossing a small 
ravine, they came to what in Ireland they call 'a bad step^' and 
Charles had to carry his cousin over it ; and then when they had to 
come back, she would not give him the trouble again for the world* 
so they followed a better but more circuitous route, and there were 
hedges and ditches in the way, and stiles to get over and gates to 
get through, so that an hour or more had elapsed before they were 
able to rejoin the party. 

'Lassy me I' said Miss Julia Simpkinson, 'how long you havo 
been gone V 

And so they had. ^e remark was a very just as well as a very 
natural one. They were gone a long while, and a nice cosy chat 
they had ; and what do you think it was all about, my dear miss? 

' 0, hussy me I love, no doubt> and the moon, and eyes, and night- 
ingales, and ^ 

Stay, stay, my sweet young lady ; do not let the fervour of your 
feelings run away with you ! I do not pretend to say, indeed, that 
one or more of these pretty subjects might not have been introduced ; 
but the most important and leading topic of the conference was — 
Lieutenant Seaforth*s breeches. 

' Caroline,' said Charles, ' I have had some very odd dreams aince 
I have been at Tappington.' 

' Dreams, have you ?' smiled the young lady, arching her taper 
neck like a swan in pluming. ' Dreams, have you ?' 

' Ay, dreams, — or dream, perhaps, I should say ; for, though re 
peated, it was still the same. And what do you imagine was its 
subject ?* 

' It is impossible for me to divine,* said the tongue ; — ' I havo not 
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the least difficulty in gnessing,' said the eye, as plainly as ever eye 
spoke. 

* I dienmt—of yonr great-grandfather I' 

There was a change in the glance— * My great-grandfather?' 

'Tea, the old Sir Giles, or Sir John, you told me ahout the other 
day; he walked into my hedioom in his short cloak of murrey- 
cokroied velvety his long rapier, and his Raleigh-looking hat and 
feather, jost as the picture represents him ; but with one exception.' 

'And what was that?* 

'Why, his lower extremities, which were visible, were those of 
a skeleton.' 

'WeU?* 

'Well, after taking a tarn or two about the room, and looking 
Toond him with a wistful air, he came to the bed's foot> stared at me 
in a manner impossible to describe, — and then he — ^he bid hold of 
my pantaloons ; whipped his long bony legs into them in a twink- 
ling; and stratting up to the glass, seemed to view himself in it 
with great complacency. I tried to speak, but in vain. The effort, 
however, seem.ed to excite his attention ; for, wheeling about, he 
showed me the grimmest-looking death's head you can well imagine^ 
and with an Indescribable grin strutted out of the room.' 

' Absurd I Charles. How can you talk such nonsense T 

'But, Oaioline, — the breeches are really gone.' 



On the following morning, contrary to his usual custom, Seaforth 
was the first person in the breakfast-parlour. As no one else was 
present^ he did precisely what nine young men out of ten so situ- 
ated would have done; he walked up to the mantel-piece, esta- 
blished himself upon the rug, and subducting his coat-tails one 
^der each arm, turned towards the fire that portion of the human 
^rame which it is considered equally indecorous to present to a 
friend or an enemy. A serious, not to say anxious, expression was 
^ble upon his good-humoured countenance, and his mouth was 
^t buttoning itself up for an incipient whistle, when little Flo, 
a tiny spaniel of the Blenheim breed, — the pet object of Miss Julia 
Simpkinson's affections, — bounced out from beneath a sofa, and 
)>6gan to bark at — his pantaloons. 

They were cleverly * built,' of a lightrgrey mixture, a broad stripe 
Oa \he most vivid scarlet traversing each seam in a perpendicular 
direction from hip to ankle — in short, the regimental costimie of the 
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Royal Bombay Fencibles. The animal, educated in the oonntry, 
had never seen such a pair of breeches in her life — Omne ignatum 
pro magnifico 1 The scarlet streak, inflamed as it was by the reflec- 
tion of the fire, seemed to act on Flora's nerves as the same colour 
does on those of bulls and turkeys; she advanced at the pas da 
iharffdf and her vociferation, like her amazement, was unbounded. 
A sound kick from the disgusted officer changed its character, and 
induced a retreat at the very moment when the mistress of the 
pugnacious quadruped entered to the rescue. 

'Lassy me I Flo, what is the matter?* cried the sympatliising 
lady, with a scrutinising glance levelled at the gentleman. 

It might as well have lighted on a feather bed. His air of im* 
pertnrbable unconsciousness defied examination ; and as he would 
not, and Flora could not, expound, that injured individual was com- 
pelled to pocket up her wrongs. Others of the household soon 
dropped in, and clustered round the board dedicated to the most 
sociable of meals ; the urn was paraded ' hissing hot,' and the cups 
which 'cheer, but not inebriate,' steamed redolent of hyson and 
pekoe; muffins and marmalade, newspapers and Finnon baddies, 
left little room for observation on the character of Charles's warlike 
'tum-out' At length a look from Caroline, followed by a smile 
that nearly ripened to a titter, caused him to turn abruptly and 
address his neighbour. Jt was Miss Simpkinson, who, deeply en- 
gaged in sipping her tea and turning over her album, seemed, like a 
female Chrononotonthologos, * immersed in cogibundity of cogitation.' 
An interrogatory on the subject of her studies drew from her the 
confession that she was at that moment employed in putting the 
finishing touches to a poem inspired by the romantic shades of 
Bolsover. The entreaties of the company were of course urgent. 
Mr. Peters, 'who liked verses,' was especially persevering, and 
Sappho at length compliant After a preparatory hem I and a 
glance at the mirror to ascertain that her look was sufficiently sen- 
timental, the poetess began : — 

* There is a calm, a holy feeling. 

Vulgar minds can never know. 
O'er tlie bosom softly stealing, — 

Chastcn'd grief, delicious woe 1 
Oh I how sweet at eve regaining 

Yon lone tower's sequester'd shade- 
Sadly mute and uncomplaining ' 
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— Yow! — jeouf^l — jeoagh! — ^yowl — yow! yelled a hapleeB nif- 
kns from 1)eneath tho table. It was an imlucky hour for qtuid* 
ropeds; and if 'every dog will li&ve his day,' he could not have 
selected a more nnpiopitioas one than this. Mrs. Ogleton^ too, had 
a pet,— a fiivoorite png, — ^whose squab fignre, black mnzsle, and 
tortiuxB^ of tail, that curled like a head of celery in a salad-bowl, 
bespoke his Dntch extraction. Tow I yow ! yow I continued the 
bnUe,— a chorus in which Flo instantly joined. Sooth to iay, pug 
liad more reason to express his dissatisfiKticn than was given him 
V ^ muse of Simpkinson ; the other only barked for company. 
Scarcely had the poetess got through her first stanza, when Tom 
h^ldsby, in the enthusiasm oi the moment, became so lost in the 
Otttenal worid, that, in his abstraction, he unwarily laid lus hand 
on the cock of the um. Quivering with emotion, he gave it such 
aa luducky twist, that the full stream of its scalding contents 
dflBoended on tho gingerbread hide of the unlucky Cupid. The con* 
^ttion was complete ; the whole economy of the table disarranged — 
the oompany broke up in most admhred disorder — end * vulgar 
BUDds will never know ' anything more of Miss Simpkinson's ode 
till they peruse it in some forthcoming Annual. 

Seaforth profited by the confusion to take the delinquent who had 
cmaed this * stramash ' by the arm, and to lead him to the lawi:, 
vhere he had a word or two for his private ear. The conference 
between the yoong gentlemen was neither brief in its duration nor 
imimportant in ite result. Tbe subject was what the lawyers caL 
tripartite, embracing the information that Charles Sesforth was over 
^^ and ears in love with Tom Ingoldsby's sister ; secondly, that 
the lady had referred him to 'papa' for his sanction; thirdly and 
^7i his nightly visitations, and consequent bereavement At the 
two fint items Tom smiled auspidoualy — at the last he burst out 
into an absolute * guffaw.' 

* Steal your breeches! Miss Bailey over again, by Jove,' shouted 
Ingoldfiby. < But a gentleman, you say, — and Sir Giles too. I am 
net aore, Charles, whether I ou^t not to call you out iior aspersing 
the honoar of the family.' 

'Laugh as you will, Tom,.— be as incrednkms as you please. One 
^ is incontestable — the breeches are gone 1 Look here — ^I am 
ndnced to my regimentals; and if these go, to-morrow I must 
^^^'wm of yoa V 

I^hefoucault says, there is something in the misfortunes of out 
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veiy best friends that does not displease us ; assuredly we can, most 
of us, laugh at their petty inconvenienoes, till called upon to supply 
them. Tom composed his features on the instant, and replied with 
more gravity, as well as with an expletive, which, if my Lord Mayor 
had been within hearing, might have cost him five shillings. 

** There is something very queer in this, after all. The clothes, 
you say, have positively disappeared. Somebody is playing you a 
trick ; and, ten to one, your servant has a hand in it. By the way, 
I heard something yesterday of his kicking up a bobbery in the 
kitchen, and seeing a gho6t> or something of that kind, himael£ 
Depend upon it> Barney is in the plot' 

It now struck the lieutenant at once, tiiat the usually buoyant 
spirits of his attendant had of late been materially sobered down, his 
loquacity obviously curcumacribed, and that he, the said lieutenant, 
had actually rung his bell three several times that very morning be- 
fore he could procure his attendance. Mr. Maguire was forthwith 
smnmoned, and underwent a close examination. The * bobbery ' was 
easily explained. Mr. Oliver Dobbs had hinted lus disapprobation 
of a flirtation carrying on between the gentleman from Munster and 
the lady from the Rue St. Honortf. Mademoiselle had boxed Mr. 
Maguire's ears, and Mr. Maguire had pulled Mademoiselle upon his 
knee, and the lady had net cried Man Dieu ! And Mr. Oliver Dobbs 
said it was very wrong; and Mrs. Botherby said it was ' scandalous,' 
and what ou^t not to be done in any moral kitchen; and Mr. 
Maguire had got hold of the Honourable Augustus Sucklethumb- 
kin's powder-flask, and had put large pinches of the best Double 
Dartford into Mr. Dobbs's tobacco-box ; and Mr. Dobbs's pipe had 
exploded, and set fire to Mrs. Botherby's Sunday cap; and Mr. 
Maguire had put it out with the slop-basin, ' barring the wig ;* and 
then they were all so ' cantankerous,' that Barney had gone to take 
a walk in the garden; and then — ^then Mr. Barney had seen a 
ghost. 

* A what ? you blockhead !' asked Tom Ingoldsby. 

' Sure then, and it's meself will tell your honour the rights of it»' 
said the ghostnseer. ' Meself and Miss Pauline, sir,— or Miss Pauline 
and meself for the ladies comes first anyhow, — ^we got tired of the 
hobstroppylous scrimmaging among the ould servants, that didn't 
know a joke when they seen one : and we went out to look at the 
comet, — ^that's the lorybory-alehouse, they calls him in this country, 
— ^nd wc walked upon the lawn, — ^and divil of nny alehouse there 
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ms thsn at all ; and Miss Paoline said it vns bekaso of tlie shrub- 
bery maybe, azul why wouldn't we see it better beyonst the trees ? 
snd 80 we went to the trees, but sorrow a comet did meself see there^ 
bairing a \Ag ghost instead of it' 

' A ghost ? And what sort of a ghost, Barney ?* 

<Och, then, diyil a lie 111 tell your honour. A tall ould gentle* 
man he waa, all in white, with a e^ovel on the shoulder of him, and 
a big torch in bis fist| — though what he wanted with that it's meself 
eao't tell, for his eyes were like gig-lamps, let alone the moon and 
the oomet, which wasn't there at all : — and ** Barney," says he to me, 
—'cause why he knew me, — "Barney," says he, "what is it you're 
doing with the eoUeen there, Barney?" — ^Divil a word did I say. 
llisB Pauline screeched, and cried murther in French, and ran off 
with herself; and of course meself was in a mighty hurry after the 
lady, and had no time to stop palavering with him any way ; so I 
dispersed at once, and the ghost vanished in a flame of fire I' 

Mr. Maguire's account was received with avowed incredulity by 
hoth gentlemen; but Barney stuck to his text with unflinching 
pertinacity. A reference to Mademoiselle was suggested, but aban- 
doned, as neither party had a taste for delicate investigations. 

Til tell you what, Seaforth,' said Ingoldsby, after Barney had 
received his dismissal, ' that there is a trick here, is evident ; and Bar- 
ney's vision may possibly be a part of it. Whether he is most knave 
or fool, you best know. At all events, I will sit up with you to-night, 
and see if I can convert my ancestor into a visiting acquaintance. 
Meanwhile your finger on your lip I' 



**rwas now the very witching time of night, 
When churchyards yawn, and graves give up their dead.' 

Gladly would I grace my tale with decent horror, and therefore I 
do beseech the 'gentle reader' to believe, that if all the auccedanea 
to this mysterious narrative are not in strict keeping, he will ascribe 
it only to the disgraceful innovations of modem degeneracy upon the 
sober and dignified habits of our ancestors. I can introduce him, it 
is true, into an old and high-roofed chamber, its walls covered on 
\hree sides with black oak wainscoting, adorned with carvings of 
(roit and flowers long anterior to those of Grinling Gibbons ; the 
foorth side is clothed with a curious remnant of dingy tapestry, once 
elTicidatory of some Scriptural history, but of which not even Mra 

c 
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Bodierbj could determine. Mr. Simpkinson, who had examiuoa if) 
•carefully, inclined to believe the principal figure to be either Bath- 
flheba, or Daniel in the lions* den ; while Tom Ingoldsby decided in 
favour of the king of Bashau. All, however, was conjecture, tiaditicn 
being silent on the subject. A lofty arched portal led into^ and a 
little arched portal led out of, this apartment ; they were opposite 
eatdi other, and each posseased the security of massy bolts on ita 
interior. The bedstead, too^ was not one of yesterday, but manifistly 
coeval with days ere Seddons was, and when a good four-post ' article * 
was deemed worthy of being a loyal bequest The bed itself with 
all the appurtenances of palliasse, mattresses, Ac, was of fiur later 
•date, and looked most inoongruously eomfortable ; the casements, too, 
with tiieir little diamond-shaped panes and iron binding, had given 
way to the modem heterodoxy of the sash-window. Nor was this 
all that conspired to ruin the costume^ and render the room a meet 
haunt for such * mixed spirits ' only as could condescend to don at 
Uie same time an Elizabethan doublet and Bond-street inexpressibles. 

With their green morocco slippers on a modem fender, in front of 
ft disgracefully modem grate, sat two young gentlemen, clad in 
< shawl-pattern ' dressing-gowns and black silk stocks, much at vari- 
ance with the high cane-backed chairs which supported them. A 
bunch of abomination, called a cigar, reeked in the left-hand comer 
of the mouth of one, and in the right-hand comer of the mouth of tho 
other — an arrangement happily adapted for the escape of the noxious 
fumes up the chimney, without that unmerciful ' funking ' each other, 
which a less scientific disposition of the weed would have induced. A 
small Pembroke table filled up the intervening space between them, 
sustaining, at each extremity, an elbow and a glass of toddy — thus in 
' lonely pensive contemplation * were the two worthies occupied, when 
the ' iron tongue of midnight had tolled twelve.' 

' Ghost^time 's come 1' said Ingoldsby, taking from his waistooat 
pocket a watch like a gold half-crown, and consulting it as though 
he snspected the turrelrclock over the stables of mendacity. 

< Hush r said Charles ; ' did I not hear a footstep ?' 

There was a pause :^there was a footstep — ^it sounded distixictly 
— ^it reached the door — it hesitated, stopped, and — passed on. 

Tom darted across the room, threw open the door, and became 
aware of Mrs. Botherby toddling to her chamber, at the other end 
of the gallery, after dosing one of the housemaids with an approved 
julep from the Countess of Kent*s * Choice Manual. 
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* Good-nighty sir!' said Mn. Botherby. 

*Qo to the d — I r said the disappointed ghost-hunter. 

An hoar — ^two— rolled on, and still no spectral visitation ; ftordid 
Baght intervene to make night hidoons ; and when the turret^ioek 
toooded at length the hoar of three, Ingoldsby, whose patienct and 
grog were alike ezhaosted, sprang from his chair, saying^- 

'lliiris all inliBmai nonsense, my good fellow. Deneo of aay gheai 
AaH we see toHQight; it's long paet the canonical hoar. Vm off to 
bed; and as to year breeches, 111 insoiv them fat the next twenty 
facff hoars at least, at the pike of the backram.' 

'Gertainly. — Oh I thank'ee — ^to be sare!* staamered Cfaarlcsi 
toesnighimaelf fiom arsverie, whidi had degenerated intoaa absohtte 



*6ood-ni^t, my boy! Bolt the door behind me; and defy the 
Pope, the Bevil, and the Pretender 1* 

Seaforth followed his friend's advice, and the next morning camo 
^own to breakfast dressed in the habiliments of the preceding day. 
The charm was broken, the demon defeated ; the light greys with 
the red strix>e down the seams were yet in rerum naimi^ and 
adorned the person of their lawful proprietor. 

Tom felicitated himself and his partner of the watdi on the tesalt 
^ their vigilance ; but there is a rustic adage, which warns us against 
s^-gmtulatioa before we are quite ' out of the wood.* — Seaforth was 
yet within its 'verge. 

A lap at Tom Ingoldsby's door the following moniing startled him 
IS ho was shaving^'he cut his chin. 

'Come in, and be d— d to you!' said the martyr, pressing his 
liumb on the scarified epidermis. The door opened, and exhibited 
ml. Barney Maguire. 

'Well, Barney, what is it?* quoth the sufferer, adopting the vcr* 
Bacalar of his visitant. 

*The master, sir * 

•Well, what does he want ? 

*The loanst of a breeches, plase your honour.* 

* Why you don't mean to teU me By Heaven, this is too good T 

stoiited Tom, bursting into a fit of uncontrollable laughter. WhVf 
^^ey* you don't meau to say the ghost has got them again T 

Mr. Maguire did not respond to the youug squire's risibility the 
cast of his countenance was decidedly serious. 
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* Faith, then, it's gone they are, sare enoo^ I Hasn't meself bee£ 
looking oyer the bed, and under the bed, and in the bed, for the 
matter of that, and divil a hayorth of breeches is there to the fore 
at all : — Fm bothered entirely? 

'Hark*eel Mr. Barney,' said Tom, incautiously removing hia 
thumb, and letting a crimson stream* incarnadine the multitudinous* 
lather that plastered his throat — 'this may be all very well with 
your master, but you don't humbug me, sir: — tell me instantly 
what have you done with the clothes ?' 

This abrupt transition from 'lively to severe' certainly took 
Maguire by surprise, and he seemed for an instant as much discon- 
certed as it is possible to disconcert an Irish gentleman's gentleman 

' Me ? is it meself then, that 's the ghost to your honour's think- 
ing ?* said he after a moment's pause, and with a slight shade of 
indignation in his tones : ' is it I would stale the master's things — and 
what would I do with them V 

* That you best know : — what your purpose is I can't guess, for I 
don't think you mean to ''stale " them, as you call it; but that yoa 
ure concerned in their disappearance, I am satisfied. Confound this 
blood I— give me a towel, Barney.' 

Maguire acquitted himself of the conmiission. 'As I've a sowl, 
your honour,' said he, solenmly, ' little it is meself knows of the 
matter: and after what I seen * 

* What you've seen I Why, what have yoa seen ? — ^Bamcy, I 
don't want to inquire into your fdrtations ; bat don't suppose yon 
can palm off your saucer eyes and gig-lamps upon me I' 

' Then, as sure as your honour's standing there, I saw him : and 
why wouldn't I, when Miss Fatdine was to the fore as well as meself 
and ' 

' Qet along with your nonsense — ^leave the room, sir I' 

'But the master?' said Barney, imploringly; 'and withoat a 
breeches ? — sure he'll be catching cowld ! ' 

' Take that, rascal I' replied Ingoldsby, throwing a pair of panta- 
loons at, rather than to, him : ' but don't suppose, sir, you shall carry 
on your tricks here witii impunity ; recollect there is such a thing 
as a treadmill, and that my father is a county magistrate.' 

Barney's eye flashed fire— he stood erect, and was about to speak; 
but^ mastering himself^ not without an effort, he took up the gar- 
ment> and left the room as perpendicular as a Quaker. 
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'Ii^oldsby/ said Charles Seaforth, after breakfast, Hhis is now 
pest a joke ; to-day is the last of my stay ; for, notwithstanding thf 
ties which detain me, common decency obliges me to visit home 
after so long an absence. I shall come to an immediate explanation 
with yoor &iher on the subject nearest my heart, and depart 
while I have a change of dress lefL On his answer will my retam 
depend I In the mean time tell me candidly, — I ask it in all seri- 
OQineGB, and as a friend,— 4m I not a dupe to your well-known 
propensity to hoaxing ? have you not a hand in— ~-' 

'No^ by heaven, Seaforth ; I see what you mean ; on my honour, 
I am as much mystified as yourself; and if your servant * 

'Not he : — ^if there be a trick, he at least is not privy to it.' 

*If there he a trick ? why, Charles, do you think ^ 

*I know not what to think, Tom. As surely as you are a living 
man, so surely did that spectral anatomy visit my rcwm again last 
night) grin in my face, and walk away with my trousers ; nor wss 
I able to spring from my bed, or break the chain which seemed to 
bind me to my pillow.' 

' Seaforth r said Ingoldsby, after a short pause, 'I will But 

hush! here are the girls and my father. — I will carry off the 
females, and leave you a clear field with the governor : carry your 
point with him, and we will talk about your breeches afterwards.' 

Tom*s diversion was successful ; he carried off the ladies en masse 
to look at a remarkable specimen of the class Dodecandria Mono- 
gyniOy — ^which they could not find ; — ^while Seaforth marched boldly 
up to the encounter, and carried * the govemorV outworks by a coup 
de main, I shall not stop to describe the progress of the attack ; 
suffice it that it was as successful as could have been wished, and 
tiiat Seaforth was referred back again to the lady. The happy 
lover was off at a tangent ; the botanical party was soon overtaken ; 
and the arm of Caroline, whom a vain endeavour to spell out the 
Linnaaan name of a daffy-down-dilly had detained a little in the rear 
of the others, was soon firmly locked in his own. 

* What was the world to them. 
Its noise, its nonsense, and its " breeches'* all ?' 

Seaforth was in the seventh heaven ; he retired to his room that 
night 88 happy as if no such thing as a goblin had ever been heard 
o( and personal chattels were as well fenced in by law as real pro- 
perty. Kot so Tom Ingoldsby : the mystery, — for mystery there 
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uvideutly was, — had not only piqued his cariosity, bat raffled his 
temper. Tho vnMi of the prcyioos night had been nngaocessfhl, 
piobably becaaae it was nndisguiaed. To-night he would * enaccmea 
himael^' — ^not indeed 'behind ike arras,' — ^for the little that le* 
mained waa, aa we have seen, nailed to the wall, — ^bat in a small 
closet which opened from one comer of the room, and by l/aaring 
the door ajar, would give to its occupant % Tiew of all that mi^t 
paaB in the apartment. Here did the young ghoet-hunter take vp a 
position, with a good stomt sapling under his arm, a full half-hour 
before Seaforth retired for the night. Not even his friend did ha 
let into his confidence, ftOly determined that if his plan did not 8iio-> 
ceod, the failure should be attributed to himself alone. 

At the usual hour of separation for the nighty Tom saw, from bia 
coQoealment^ the lieutenant enter his room, and after taking a few 
turns in it, with an ezpreadon so joyous as to betoken that his 
thoughts were mainly ooeupied by his approaching happiness, pro* 
ceod slowly to disrobe himself The coat, ihe waistcoat, tlie 
black silk stock, were gradually discarded; the green nwroooo 
alippers were kicked off, and then — ay, and then— -his oountenanoe 
grew grave ; it seemed to occur to him all at once thai this was hia 
last stake, — ^nay, that the very breeches he had on were not bia 
own, — that to-moiTow morning was his last, and tiiat if he lost 
them A glance showed that his mind was made up; he re- 
placed the single button he had just subducted, and threw hima^ 
upon tiie bed in a state of transition, — ^half chiysalis, half grub. 

Wearily did Tom Ingoldsby watch the sleeper by the flickering 
light of Uie night-lamp, till the clock striking one, induced him to 
increase the narrow opening which he had left for the purpose of 
observation. The moti<m, slight as it was, seemed to attract 
Charleses attention; for he raised himself suddenly to a sitting 
posture, listened for a moment, and then stood upright upon the floor. 
Ingoldsby was on the point of disoovering himself, when, the light 
flashing full upon his friend's countenance, he perceived that» 
though his eyes were open, ' their sense was shut,' — that he was 
yet under the influence of sleep. Seaforth advanced slowly to the 
toilet, lit his candle at the lamp that stood on it, then, going back 
to the bed's foot, appeared to search eagerly for something which he 
oould not find. For a few moments he seemed restless and uneasy, 
^miking round the apartment and examining the chairs, till, coming 
lully in front of a Iatva swing-glass that flanked the dressing-table, 
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116 psmed M if caatempUimg his fignie in it flo now votumed 
towards tlie bod; pat on his slippen, and, with contioaB and 
stealthy steps proceeded towards the little a»hed dsorway thai 
opened on the private Btaircase. 

As he drew the bolt, Tom IngDldsby emerged from his hiding- 
place; bat the ileep-walker heard him not; he prooeedod softlj 
down staJxSi followed at a due distance by hia friend ; opened the 
door which led oat npon the gardens ; and stood at once among the 
thickeat of the ahmba, which there dnstered round the base of a 
oozner torrety and screened the postern from oomman obserration. 
At this moment Ingoldsby had nearly spoiled all by making a false 
step: the sound attracted Seaforth's attention, — he paused and 
turned ; and, as the full moon shed her light directly upon his pale 
and troubled featuros^ Tom marked, almost with dismay, tne fixed 
and raylesB appearance of his eyes : — 

* There was no speculation in those orbs 
That he did glare withal.' 

The perfect stillness preserved by his follower seemed to reassure 
him ; he turned aside ; and from the mids* of a thickset laurustinus 
orew forth a gardener^s spade, shouldering which he proceeded with 
greater rapidity into the midst of the shrubbery. Arrived at a 
certain pdnt where the earth seemed to have been recently dis- 
turbed, he set himself heartily to the task of digging, till, having 
thrown np several shovelfuls of mould, he stopped, flung down his 
tool, and very composedly began to disencumber himself of his 
paDtakxms- 

Up to this moment Tom had watched him with a wary eye : he 
now advanced oautionsly, and, as his friend was busily engaged in 
disentangling himself from his garment, made himself master of the 
spade. Seaforth, meanwhile^ had accomplished his purpose: he 
stood for a moment with 

' His streamers waving in the wind,' 

cccnpied in carefully rolling up the small-clothes into as compact a 
«orm as possible, and all heedless of the breath of heaven, whidi 
night certainly be supposed at such a moment, and insoch a 
[>Ught, to ' visit his frame too roughly.' 

He was in the act of stooping low to deposit the pantaloons in the 
grave which he had been digging for them, when Tom Ingoldsby 
canin close behind him, and with the flat side of the spade — — 



24 THE SPfiCTKE OF TAPPUilGTCn. 

The shock was efifectual ; — ^never again was Lieutenant Seafortli 
known to act the part of a somnambulist. One by one, his breeches^ 
•—his trousers, — his pantaloons, — his silk-net tights, — his pateni 
cords, — his showj greys with the broad red stripe of the Bombay 
Fencibles were brought to light, — ^rescued from the grave in whic^ 
they had been buried, like the strata of a Christmas pic ; and after 
having been well aired by Mrs. Botherby, became once again 
effective. 

The family, the ladies especially, laughed ; — the Peterses laughed ; 
— the SimpkinsonB laughed ; — Barney Maguire cried ' Botheration I' 
<md Ma'madU Pauline^ * Men Dieu V 

Charles Seaforth, unable to face the quizzing which awsdted him 
•on all sides, started off two hours earlier than he had proposed : — 
»he soon returned, however ; and having, at his father-in-law's request, 
given up the occupation of Rajoh-hunting and shooting Nabobs, led 
liis blushing bride to the altar. h 

Mr. Simpkinson from Bath did not attend the ceremony, being 
•engaged at the Grand Junction meeting of jSjpavans, then congre- 
:gating from all parts of the known world in the city of Dublin. 
His essay, demonstrating that the globe is a great custard, whipped 
into coagulation by whirlwinds, and cooked by electricity,— a little 
too much baked in the Isle of Portland, and a thought underdone 
about the Bog of Allen, — ^was highly spoken of^ and narrowly es- 
caped obtaining a Bridgewater prize. 

Miss Simpkinson and her sister acted as bridesmaids on the oo- 
casion; the former wrote an epUhcJamium^ and the latter cried 
* Jjossy me V at the clergyman's wig. Some years have since rolled on ; 
the union has been crowned with two or three tidy little off-shoots 
from the family tree, of whom Master Keddy is 'grandpapa's 
darling,' and Maiy Anne mamma's particular ' Sock.' I shall only 
add, that Mr. and Mrs. Seaforth are living together quite as happily 
as two good-hearted, good-tempered bodies, very fond of each other, 
can possibly do ; and that, since the day of big marriage, Charles has 
shown no disposition to jump out of bed, or ramble out of doors 
o* nights, — though from his entire devotion to o»'cry wish and whim 
of his young wife, Tom insinuates that the fair Caroline does still 
occasionally take advantage of it so £u: as to ' slip on the breeches.* 



It was not till some years after the events just recorded, that 
Miss Mary Anne, the 'pet Sock' before alluded to^ was made ao> 
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quanted with tlie following piece of fjEunily biography. It was 
oammunicated to her in strict confidence by None Botherby, a 
maiden niece of the old lady's, then recently promoted from the 
ranks in the still-room, to be second in command in the nnrseiy 
department. 

The stoiy is connected with a dingy 'wizen-fJEused portrait, in 
an oral frame, generally known by the name of ' Uncle Stephen,' 
thoogh from the style of his cat-velvet, it is evident that some 
generations must have passed away since any living being ooold 
have stood towards him in that degree of consanguinity. 



THE NURSE'S STOKY. 







THE HAND OF GLOBT. 

' llalefica qmedam suguriatrix ia Angli4 fuit, quam demoncs horribiliter 
sxtnuerunt, et imponeotes super equum terribilem, per aera rapuerunt; 
Clamoresqoe ttrribiles (ut teriint) p«r quatuor ferm^ miliaria audicbuntar.'^ 
Svrtmb. Ckron. 

t 

|N the lone bleak moor, At the midnight hour. 

Beneath the Gallows Tiee, 
Hand in hand The Murderers stand. 
By one, by two, by three ! 

And the Moon that night With a grey, cold light 
Each baleful object tips ; 

One half of her form Is seen through the storm 
The other halTs hid in Eclipse ! 

And the cold Wind howls. And the Thunder growls, 
And the Lightning is brdad and bright ; 

And altogether It's very bad weather. 
And an unpleasant sort of a night I 
' Now mount who list. And close by the wrist 
Sever me quickly the Dead Man's fist ! — 

Now climb who dare Where he swings in air, 
And pluck me five locks of the Dciui Man's hair i' 

There's an old woman dwells upon Tappington Moor, 

She hath years on her back at the least fourscore. 

And some people fancy a great many more ; 

Her nose it is hook'd, Her back it is crook'd. 
Her eyes blear and red : On the top of her head 
Is a mutch, and on that A shocking bad hat, 

ExtiDguisher-shaped, the brim narrow and fiat I 
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Then, — Idy GmciouB ! — ^her beoid 1 — ^it 'wrould sadly p6i|ikK 

A spoctator at first to diBtinguiah her sex ; 

>ior, ril venture to flay, without scrutiny could he 

Pronounce her, off-handed, a Punch or a Judy. 

Did you see' her, in short, that Inud-hovel within, 

With her knees to her nose, and her nose to hur cLin, 

Leering up with that queer, indescribable grin, 

rou*d tift up your hands in amazement, and cit» 

^ — ^Woil ! — ^1 neT6r did see such a regular Guy 1 

And now before That old Woman^s dosc^ 
Where nought that's good may be. 

Hand in hand The Murderers stand 
By one, by two, by three 1 
Oh ! 'tis a horrible sight to view. 
In that horrible hovel, that horrible crew. 
By the pale blue glare of that flickering flame, 
Doing the deed t£tt hath never a name I 

'Tis awfiil to hear Those words of fear ! 
The prayer mutter'd backwards, and said with a suocr! 
(Matthew Honkins himself has assux^d us that when 
A witch says her prayers, slie begins with " Amen.") — 

— Tis awful to see On^hat Old Woman's knee 
The dead, shrivell'd hand, as she clasps it with glee ! — 

And now with care. The five locks of Mir 
From the skull of the Gentleman dai^ling up there, 

With the grease and the fat Of a black Tom Cat 

She hastens to mix. And to twist into wicki^ 
And one on the thumb and each finger to fix. — 
(For another receipt the same charm to prepare^ 
Consult Mr. Ainsworth and Feiit Albert?) 

' Now open lock To the Dead Man's huofk I 

Fly bolt» and bar, and band I — 

Nor move, nor swerve Joint, musole, or nerve^ 
At the spell of the Dead Man's hand 1 
Sleep all who sleep ! — ^Wake all who wake 1-* 
But be as the Dead for the Dead Man's sakell 



All is silent I all is still. 
Save the ceaseless moan of the bubbling rill 
As it wells from the bosom of Tappington UilL 
And in Tappington Hall Great and Small, 
Gentle and Simple, bquire and Groom, 
Each one hath sought his separate room. 
And sleep her dark mantle hath o'er them eaft» 
Fur the midnight hour hath long been past 1 
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All is darkBome in earth uid aky, 

bare^ from yon casement^ narrow and high^ 

A quivering beam On the tiny atreaai 
Piay% like lome taper ■ fitful gleam 
By one that ia watering wearily. 

Within that casement, narrow and high. 

In his secret lair, where none may spy, • 

Sits one whose brow ia wrinkled with care. 

And the thin grey locks of his fiiiling hair 

Uare Idt his little bald pate all bare ; 

For his fuIl-bottom*a wis Hangs, bushy ami big. 
On the top of his old-fashionM, high-back'd chair. 

Unbraced are his clothes, Ungarter'd his b»sM^ 
His gown is bedizen'd with tnUp and rase, 
Flowers of remarkable size and hue, 
Flowers sncn as Eden neyer knew ; 
— ^And there by many a sparkling heap 

Of the flood red gold, The tale is told 
What powerful spell avails to keep 
That careworn man from his needful sleepl 

Haply, he deems no eye can see 

A^egloats on his treasuresgreedily, — 

/ The shining store Of glittering ore, 

The fair rose-noble, the bright moidore, 

And the broad Double-Joe from ayont the aoo, — 

Bui there's one that watches as well as he ; 

For, wiJceful and sly, In a closet hard by. 
On his truckle bed lieth a little Foot-page, 
A boy who's nnoommonlv diarp of his age. 

Like young Ksster Homer, Who ent in a comer 

Sat eating a Christmas pie : 
And, while that Old Gentleman's ooonting his hoards. 
Little Hugh peeps through a crack in the beards i 

There's a voice in the air. There's a step on the 
The old man starts in his cane-back'd chair; 

At the first faint sound He gases around. 
And holds up his dip of sixteen to the pound. 

Then half arose From beside his toes 
His little pug-dog with his little pug nose. 
But, ere he can vent one inquisitive snifi^ 
That little pug-dog stands stark and stiff, 

For low, yet clear. Now Ml on the ear, 
— Wbore once pronounced for ever they dwell-— 
rho unholy words of the Dead Man's spell ! 
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^Openlock To the Dead Man's knock I 

Fly bolt, and bar, and band ! — 

Kor move, nor swerve. Joint, miiacle, or ncrvo^ 
At the spell of the Dead Man's band I 
Sleep all who sleep 1 — Wake all who wake 1 — 
But oe as the Dead for the Dead Man's sake T' 

Now lock, nor bolt, nor bar avails, 

Kor stout oak panel thick-studded with nails. 

Heavy and harsh the hinges creak, 

Though they had been oil'd in the course of the week ; 

The door opens wide as wide may be, 

And there they stand. That murderous band. 
Lit by the light of the Glorious Hakd, 

By one 1— by two I — ^by three ! 

They have pass'd through the porch, they have psiss'd 

through the hall. 
Where the Porter sat snoring against the wall ; 

The very snore froze la his very snub nose. 
You'd have verily deemed he had snored his last 
When the Glorious Hand by the side of him pass'd ! 
E'en the little wee mouse, as it ran o'er the mat 
At the top of its speed to escape from the cat, 

Though half dead with affright. Paused in its flight ^ 
And the cat that was chasing that little wee thing 
Lay couch'd as a statue iu act to spring 1 

And now they are there. On the head of the stair. 
And the long crooked whittle is gleaming and bare ! 
— I really don't think any money would bribe 
Me ^e horrible scene that ensued to describe. 

Or the wild, wild glare Of that old man's cye^ 

His dumb despair, and deep agony. 

The kid from the pen, and the lamb from the fold. 
Unmoved may the blade of the butcher behold ; 
They dream not— ah, happier they I — that the knife. 
Though uplifted, can menace their innocent life ; 
It falls ; — the frail thread of their being is riven. 
They dread not, suspect not, the blow till 'tis given.— 
But, oh 1 what a thmg 'tis to see and to know 
That the bare knife is raised in the hand of the foe. 
Without hope to repel, or to ward off the blow ! — 
— Enough ! — let's pass over as fast as we can 
The fieite of that grey, that unhappy old man ! 

But fancy poor Hugh* Aghast at the view. 
Powerless alike to speak or to do 1 
In vain doth he try To open the cyo 



TII£ UAND OF GLORT. 29 

That is shut, or close that which is clapt to the chinky 

Though he'd are all the world to he able to wink 1 — 

No ! — ^for all uiat this world can give or refuse, 

I would not be now in that little boy's shoes, 

Or indued any garment at all that is Hush's 1 

— ^ is lucky for him that the chink in the wall 

He has peep d through so long, is so narmw and small 1 

Wailing voices, sounds of woe 

Such as follow departing friends, 
That fatal night round Tappington go. 

Its long-diawn roofs and its gable ends : 
Ethereal Spirits, gentle and good. 
Aye weep and lament o'er a deed of blood. 

TTis early dawn — ^the mom is grey. 

And the clouds and the tempest have pass'd away, 

And all things betoken a very fine day ; 

But, while the lark her carol is singing, 

Shrieks and screams are through Tappington rin^ng ! 

Upstarting all. Great and small. 
Eacli one who's found within Tappington Hall, 
Crcntle and Simple, Squire or Groom, 
All seek at once that old Gentleman's room ; 

And there, on the floor, Drench'd in its gore, 
A ghastly corpse lies exposed to the view, 
Carotid and jugular botn cut through I 

And there, by its side, 'Mid the crimson tide^ 
Kneels a little Foot-page of tenderest years ; 
Adown his pale cheek the £ut-falling tears 
Are coursing each other round and big, 
And he's staunching the blood with a fuU-bottom'd w!^* 
Alas ! and alack for his staunching ! — ^'tis plain, 
As anatomists tell us, that never again 
Shidl life revisit the foully slain. 
When OQoe they've been cut through the jugular vein* 

There's a hue and a cry through the County of Kent, 
And in chase of the cut-throats a Constable's sent. 
But no one can tell the man which way they went : 
There's a little Foot-page with that Constable goer., 
And a little pug-dog with a little pug nose. 

In Kochester town. At the sign of the Crown, 
Three shabby-genteel men are just sitting down 
To a fat stubbl&^foose, with potatoes done brown ; ^ 
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Wliea a iittlo Foot^page, Bushes in, in a nge^ 
Upsetting the apple-flauoe, onions, and sage. 
That liUle Foot^page takss ihe fint by the throat. 
And a little pug-d^ takes the next by the €oat» 
And a Constable seizes the one more remote ; 
And £BLir roseniobles and broad moidoresy 
The Waiter pulls out of their pockets by sooM% 
And the Boots and the Chambermaids run in and stare > 
And the Constable says, with a dignified air, 
* You're wanted, Genlemen, one and all. 
For that 'ere preokms lark at Ti^pington Eali 1' 

There's a black gibbet frowns upon Tappington Mooi^ 
Where a former black gibbet has frowned before : 

It is as black as blacE may be, 
And murderers there Are dangling in air. 

By ons I — by two 1 — by three I 

There's a horrid old hag in a steeple-crown'd hat. 

Hound her nedk they have tied to a hempen cravat 

A Dead Man's hand, and a dead Tom Cat 1 

They have tied up her thumbs, they have tied up her toes. 

They have tied up her eyes, they have tied up her limbs ; 
Into Tappington mill-dam souse me goes. 

With a whoop and a halloo I — * She swims I — She swims !' 
They have dragged her to land. And eveiy one's hand. 

Is grasping a fBLfgoi, a billet, or brand. 
When a queer-lookme horseman, drest all in black. 
Snatches up that old harridan just like a sack 
To the crupper behind him, puts spurs to his hack, 
Makes a wL through the crowd, and is off in a ciackl 
No one can tell. Though they guess pretty well. 
Which way that grim rider and old woman go^ 
For all see he's a sort of infernal Ducrow ; 
And she screamed so, and cried. We may fairly decide [ 
That the dd woman did not much relish her riae I 

MOBAL. 

This truest of stories confirms beyond doubt 
That truest of adages — ' Murder will out !' 
In vain may the blood-spiller * double ' and fly, 
In vain even witchcraft and sorcery try : 
Although for a time he may *seane,^by-and-by 
He'll be suro to be caught by a Hugh and a Cry ! 

One marvel follows another as naturally as one 'shoulder of 
mutton ' is said ' to drive another down.' A little Weh^ girl, who 
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if*metiinc8 makes her way from tike Idtohfln into the nnnery, aftcs 
liflteiiiDg with mtense intereat to thia tale, immediately started uf 
at Boore with the sum and nbstaiioa of what^ in doe reverence l'o« 
such anthority, I ahail call— 

PATTY MOBGAN THE MILKMAIiyS STOBY. 

•LOOK AT TfiE CLOCK I' 

'T OOK at the Clock r quoth Winifired Pryce, 

JLi As she open'd the aoor to har husband a knock, 
Then pons'd to give him a pieee of a'vice, 
* Yon nasty Wannint, look at the Clock ! 
Is this the way, yon Wretch, every day you 
Treat her who vow'd to love and obey you ? — 

Out all night! Me in a fright; 
Staggering home as it's just getting light 1 
You mtoxified brute ! — ^you insensible block ! — 
Look at the Clock !--Do!— Look at the ClockT 

Winifred Piyoe was tidv and clean. 
Her gown was a flower'd one, her petticoat green. 
Her buckles were bright as her milking cans, 
And her hat was a beaver, and made like a man's ; 
Her little red eyes were deep set in their socket-holes, 
Her gown-tail was turned up, and tucked through the j[x>ckct- 
holes; 
A &ce like a ferret Betoken'd her spirit : 
To conclude, Mrs Piyoe was not over young. 
Had very short le^ and a very long tongue. 

Now David Piyce Had one darling vice ; 
Bemarkably partial to anything nice, 
Nought that was good to him came amiss. 
Whether to eat, or to drink, or to kiss ! 

Especially ale — If it was not too stale 
I really beUeve he'd have emptied a pail ; 

Not that in Wales They talk of their Ales ; 
To pronounce the word they make use of might trouble you, 
Being spelt with a C, two Bs, and a W. 

That particular day, As Pre heard people say, 
Mr. David Pryce had been soaking his clay, 
And amusini himself with his pipe and cheroots, 
The whole afternoon, at the Goat-in-Boots, 

With a couple more soakers, Thoroughbred smckora, 
Both, like himself prime singers and jokers ; 
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And long after day had dra\vn to a clode, 
And the rest of tho world was wrapp'd in repose. 
They were roaring out * Shenkin !* and * Ar hydd y nos ;* 
While David himself, to a Sassenach tunc. 
Sang, ' WeVe drunk down the Sun, boys 1 let 's drink down 
the Moon I 

What have we with day to do? 

Mrs. Winifred Pryce, 'twas made for you ;* 
At length, when they couldn't well drink any more, 
Old * Goat-in-Boots * showed them the door ; 

And then came that knock, And the sensible shock 
David felt when his wife cried, * Look at the Clock V 
For the hands stood as crooked as crooked misht be. 
The long at the Twelve, and the short at the Three I 

That self-same clock had long been a bone 
Of contention between this Darby and Joan, 
And often, among their pother and rout. 
When this otherwise amiable couple fell out, 

Pryce would drop a cool hint. With an ominous squint 
At its case, of an * Uncle ' of his, who'd a * Spout.' 

That horrid word * Spout ' No sooner came out 
Than Winifred Piyoe would turn her about, 

And with scorn on her lip, And a hand on each hip^ 
' Spout ' herself till her nose grew red at the tip. 

' Tou thundering willin, I know you^d be killing 
Your wife — ^ay, a dozen of i,vives — for a shilling ! 

Tou may do what you please, You may sell my chemise^ 

Irs. P. was too well-bred to mention her smock) 
(ut I never will part with my Grandmother's Clock !' 

Mrs. Pryce's tongue ran long and ran &st; 

But patience is apt to wear out at last. 

And David Pryce in temper was quick, 

So he stretch'd out his hand, and caught hold of a stick 

Perhaps in its use he might mean to be lenient^ 

But walking just then wasn't very convenient 

So he threw it instead, Direct at her head ; 

It knock'd off her hat ; Down she fell flat ; 
Her case, perhaps, was not much mended by that : 
But whatever it was, — whether rage and pain 
Produced apoplexy, or burst a vein. 
Or her tumble produced a concussion of brain, 
I can't say for certain, — but this I can, 
When, 8ober*d by fright, to assist her he nm, 
Mrs. Winifred Price was as dead as Queen Aqqg! 
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The feaifdl oatastropho Kamed in my lait itiophe 
Ab adding to grim Death's exploits sach a Tast trophy, 
liade a great noise ; and the snocking fatality, 
Ban over, like wildfire, the whole Principality. 
And then came Mr. Ap Thomas, the Coroner, 
With his jury to sit, some dozen or more, on her. 

Mr. Pryoe, to commence His ' ingenious defence,' 
Made a ' poweiiul appeal * to the jury's ' good sense :* 

* The world he must defy Ever to justify 
Any presumption of ** Malice Prepense.** * 

The unlucky lick From the end of his stick 
He * deplored,'— he was * apt to be rather too quick ;'— 

But, really, her prating Was so aggravating : 
Some trijiing correction was just what he meant : — all 
Thfi rest, he assured them, was ' quite accidental I' 

Then he calls Mr. Jones, Who depones to her tones, 
And her gestures, and hints about ' breaking his bones ;* 
While Mr. Ap Morgan, and Mr. Ap Rhys 

Declare the deceased Had styled him 'a Beast,' 
And swear they had witness'd, with, grief and surprise. 
The allusion she made to his limbs and his eyes. 

The jury, in fine, having sat on the body 

The whole day, discussing the case, and gin toddy, 

Betum'd about half-past eleven at night 

The following verdict, ' We find, Sarve her right /' 

Mr. Pryoe, Mrs. Wmifired Pryoe being dead. 
Felt lonely, and moped ; and one evening he said 
He would marry Miss Davis at once in her stead. 

Not far from his dwelling, From the vale proudly swelling^ 
Boee a mountain ; its name jovlIX excuse me from telling. 
For the vowels miade use of m Welsh are so few 
That the A and the E, the I, 0, and the U, 
Have really but little or nothing to do; 
And the duty, of course, falls the heavier by far. 
On the L, and the H, and the K, and the R. 

Its first syllable * Pen,' Is pronounceable ; — ^then 
Come two L Ls, and two H Hs, two F Fs, and an N; 
About half a score "Ra, and some Ws follow. 
Beating all my best efibrts at euphony hollow : 
But we shan't have to mention it often, so when 
We do, with your leave, well curtail it to * Peh.' 

Well — the moon shone bright Upon * Pen,' that night» 
When Pryce, being quit of his rass and his fright. 

Was scaling its side With that sort of stride 
A man puts out when walking in search of a bride. 

D 



34 PATTT HOSaAK THE UUjaiAID'^ STOBT. 

MonntiBg higher and higher, He began to pen^ire^ 
Till, finding his legs were beginning to tire, 

And feeling opprest By a pain in his chest, 
He paused, and tum'd roond to take breath and to rest ; 
A walk all up hill is apt, we know. 
To make one, however robnst, puff and blow, 
So he stopped and look'd down on the valley below. 

O'er fell and o'er fen. Over monntam and glen, 
All bright in the moonshine, his eye roved, and men 
All the Patriot rose in his soul, and he thought 
Upon Wales, and her gk)ries, and all he*d been taught 

Of her Heroes of old. So brave and so bold, — 
Of her Bards with long beards, and harps mounted in gold ; 

Of King Edward the First, Of memory aocunt ; 
And the scandalous manner in which he behaved. 

Killing poets by dozens With their uncles and cousins. 
Of whom not one in fifty had ever been shaved-^ 
Of the Ciourt Ball, at which, b^ a lucky mishap^ 
Owen Tudor £ell into Queen Katherine*s lap ; 

And how Mr. Tudor Successfully woo*d her. 
Till the Dowager put en a new wedding ring. 
And so made him Tather-in-law to the Iking. 

He thought upon Arthur and Merlin of yore^ 

On Gryffith ap Gonan and Owen Glendour; 

On Fendragon, and Heaven knows how many more. 

He thought of all this, as he gaaed, in a trice, 

And on all thin^ in short, but the lato Mrs. Piyce ; 

When a lumberms noise from behind made him starti 

And sent the blood back in full tide to his heart, 

Which went pit-a-pat As he cried out^ ' What's that 7*-^ 
That veiT queer sound ? — Does it come from the ground ' 
Or the air, — from above,— or below,— or around ?^ 
It is not like Talking, It is not like Walking, 
it's not like the clattering of pot or of pan. 
Or the tramp of a horse,— or the tread of a man, — 
Or the hum of a crowd, or the shouting of boys, — 
It's reallv a deuced odd sort of a noisoT 
Kot unlike a cart's, — but that can't be ; for when 
Gould * all the King's horses, and all the King's men,' 
With Old Nick for a waggoner, drive one up ' Psh ?' 

Pryce, usually brimful of valour when drunk, 

Kow experienced what schoolboys denomtnato 'funk.' 

In vain he looked back On the whole of the track 
He had traversed * a thick cloud, uncommonly black 
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At tliii moment oliecured the bioad <Sbc of the moon. 
And did not seem likely to pass away soon ; 

While clearer and dearer, *Twaii plain to the hearer, 
Be the noiae what it might, it drew nearer and nearer. 
And floonded, aa PTyce to this moment declares^ 
Very much * like a CofSn a-walking up stairs.' 

Mr. Pryoe had hegmi To 'make up 'for a ran, 
As in such a companion he saw no great fan. 

When a single bright ray Shone out on the way 
He had passed, and he saw, with no little dismay, 
Coming after him, bounding o'er crag and o'er rode. 
The deceased Mn. Winifred's ' Grandmother's Clock 1 1 
Twas sol — ^it had certainly moved from its place. 
And come lumbering on thus, to hdd him in chaBe ; 
Twas the very same Head, and the very same Oase, 
And nothing was altered at all — ^but the Face 1 
In that he perceived, with no little surpriee, 
The two little winder4iolca turned into eyea 

Bhunng with ire, lake two coals of fire ; 
And the ' Name of the Maker ' was changed to a Lip, 
And the Hands to a Kose with a very red tip. 
Ko 1— -he could not mistake it, — 'twas She to the Hie I 
The identical faoe of his poor defunct wife I 

One glanoe was enough. Completely ' Quctnt mg^J 
As the doctors write down when they send yoa their * stuff. 
Like a Weather-ooek whirled by a vehement pulE^ 

David turned himself round ; Ten. leet of ground 
He cleared, in his start, at the very first bound 1 

I've seen people run at West-End Fair for dieessa— 

I've seen ladies run at Bow I^ir for chemises — 

At Greenwich Fair twenty men run for a haty 

And one from a Bailiff much faster than that : 

At footr-ball I've seen lads run after the bladder— 

I've seen Irish bricklayers run up a ladder— 

I've seen little boys run away fimn a cane — 

And I've seen (tliat is, readqf^ good running in Spain;* 

But I never did read OC or witness, suoh ^oed 
As David exerted that evening. — ^Indeed 
All I have ever heard of boys, women, or men. 
Falls far short of Pryoe, as he ran over Fmr V 

He reaches its brow, — He has pest it, and now 
Having once gained the summit, and managed to cross it, he 
Bolls Sovm the side with uncommon velocity ; 

I-nm, is a town said to have been so named from something of this tort 
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Bnt ran as he will. Or roll down the hiiy^ 
The bugbear behind him is after him still I 
And close at his heels, not at all to his likings 
The teirible dock keeps on ticking and striking^ 

Till exhausted and sore, He can't nm any mora, 
xSnt &ll8 as he reaches Miss Davis's door. 
And screams when they rush oul^ alanned at his knock, 
«OhI Look at the Clock 1— Do 1— Look at the Clock 1 r 
Miss Davis look'd njs Miss Davis look'd down. 
She saw notibing there to alarm her; — a fiown 

Came o*er her white forehead ; She said, ' it was honid 
A man should come knocking at that time of ni^t^ 
And give her Mamma and herself such a fright ; — 

To squidl and to bawl About nothing at eJl T 
She begged * he'd not think of repeating his call : 

His late wife's disaster By no means had nast her ;' 
She'd ' have him to know she was meat for his Master 1' 
Then regardless alike of his love and his woes^ 
She turned on her heel and she turned up her nose* 

Poor David in vain Implored to remain ; 
He ' dared noty' he said, * cross the mountain again.' 

Whv the &ir was obdurate None knows, — to be sore, il 
Was said she was setting her cap at the Curate. 
Be that as it may, it is certain the sole hole 
Pryoe found to creep into that night was the Coal-hole I 

In that shady retreat With nothing to eat, 
And with very bruised limbs, and with very sore feet^ 

All night dose he kept ; 1 cant say he slept ; 
But he sigh'd, and he sobb'd, and he groan'd, and he wept ; 

Lamenting his sins^ And his two broken shins^ 
Bewailins his &te with contortions and grins. 
And her he once thought a complete JSara Avis, 
ConsigDing to Satan, — ^viz., cruel Miss Davis I 

Mr. David has dnce had a ' serious call,' 
He never drinks ale, wine, or spirits, at all. 
And they say he is going to Exeter Hall 

To msJce a grand smech, And to preadi, and to teaoh 
People that * theycan't Drew their malt liquor too smalL' 
That an ancient Welsh Poet» one Ptitoab ap Tcdob, 
Was right in prodaiming * Abibton mbn Udob 1' 

Which means *The pure Element Is for Man's beQy 
meant!' 
And that Qin'i but a Snare of Old Nidc the deluder I 

And * still on each evening when pleasure fills up^' 
At the dd Goat-in-Boots. with Metheg^n« each cup^ 
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Ifr.FkyoiLifhe'Btheie, Will get into < The Chair,' 
And make all his quondam aanciates staie 
Bf calling aload to the Landlady's daughter, 
* Pat^, Ining a cigar, and a glaas of Spring Water f 
The mal he constantly watches ; and when 
The kmg hand 's at tbe «XIIV and the short at the 'X^* 

He gets on his legm Drains his glass to the dregs^ 
Tikes his hat and gnSirootA off their seyeral pegs. 
With his Presidents hammer bestows his last knodc. 
And s^ys solemnly — * Gentlemen I 

'Look at tbb ClookIH' 



The ncoeeding L^^d has long heen an established fii?Diirite 
with all of ns, as oantaining mnch d[ the personal history of one of 
the greatest ornaments of the fiunily tree. 

To the wedding between the sole heiress of this redoabted hero 
and a direct ancestor is it owing that the Lionoels of Shnrland hang 
so hmngly parallel with the Saltire of the Lugoldsbys, and now 
form as cherished a qnaitering in their escatcheon as the 'doieQ 
idute lowaes* in liie 'old coat' of Shallow. 
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▲ JMOMStD OV SHKFTKT. 

( I |E wonV-won't he? Then bring me my boots!' said tho 

GoDstemation was at its height in the castle of Shurland — a caitiff 
had dared to disobey the Baron 1 and — ^the Baron had called for his 
boots! 

A thnnderbolt in the great hall had been a ha^aieUe to it. 

A few days befbro^ a notable miracle had been wronght in the 
oeighboorhood; and in those times miracles were not so common a& 
they axe now; no loyal balloons, no steam, no railroads^ — ^while the 
tew Saints who took the tremble to walk with their heads under 
their aims^ or to pull the Devil by the nose, scarcely appeared aboye 
)Qoe in a century ; — so the affair made the greater sensation. 

The clo(^ had done striking twelve, and the Clerk of Chatham 
was untrussing his points preparatory to seeking his truckle-bed ; a 
naif-emptied tankard of mild ale stooa at his elbow, the roasted crab 
yet floating on its sur&ce. Midnight had surprised the worthy 
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functionaiy while ooonpied in discttasing it» and witli his task yet 
tinaccomplished. He meditated a mighty draft: one hand was 
fumbling with his tagia^ while the other was extended in the act 
of grasping the Jonmi, when a knock on the portal, solemn and 
Bonorons, airested his fingers. It was repeated thrice ere Emmanuel 
Saddleton had piesenoe of mind sufficieiLt to inquire who sought 
admittance at that untimeoos hoar. 

'Openl open I good Clerk of 6t. Bridget's,' stdd a female voice 
small^ yet distinct and sweet, — an excellent thing in woman. 

The Clerk arose, crossed to the doorway, and undid the latchet. 

On the threshold stood a Lady of surpassing heauty : her robes 
were rich, and large, and full ; and a diadem, sparkling with gems 
that shed a halo aiouhd, crowned her brow : she beckoned the Clerk 
as he stood in astonishment before her. 

' Emmanuel 1' said the Lady ; and her tones sounded like Uioae of 
a BUyer flute. 'Emmanuel Saddleton, truss up your points^ and 
follow me 1' 

The wordiy Cleik stared aghast at the vision ; the purple robe, 
the cymar, the coronet, — above all, the smile; no, there was no 
mistaking her; it was the blessed St. Bridget herself I 

And what could have brought the sainted lady out of her warm 
shrine at such a time of night ? and on such a night ? for it was 
as dark as pitch, and, metaphorically speaking, 'rained cats and 
dogs.' 

Enmumuel could not speak, so he looked the questiaii. 

' No matter for that,' said the saint, answering to his thought. 
*No matter for thal^ Emmanuel Saddleton; only follow me^ and 
you'll seel' 

The Clerk turned a wistful eye at the comer cupboard. 

'Oh! never mind the lantern, Emmanuel: you'll not want it: 
but you may bring a mattock and a shovel.' As she spoke, the 
beautiful apparition held up her delicate hand. From the tip of 
each of her long taper fingers issued a lambent flame of such sur- 
passing brilliancy as would have plunged a whole gas company into 
despair — ^it was a 'Hand of Glory,'* such a one as tradition tells us 
yet bums in Bochester Castle every St. Maik's Eve. Many are the 
daring individuals who have watched in Gundulph's Tower, hoping 

* One of the uses to which this xnystic chandelier was pnt, wits the pro- 
tection of secreted tieanm. Blow out all the fingers at one puff aod you had 
themooey. 
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to find i^ and the trewiirB it guards; — ^but none of them ever 
did. 

' This WMj, TlmTnantiel !' and a flame of peculiar radiance streamed 
fimn her little finger aa it pointed to the pathway leading to the 
dmichyazd. 

fiaddletan ahooldered his tool% and followed in silence. 

The cemetery of St Bridget's was some half-mile distant from the 
Clerk's domicile, and adjoined a chapel dedicated to that illustrious 
lady, who^ after leading but a sc^eo life, had died in the odour of 
sanctity. Emmanuel Saddleton was fat and scant of breath, the 
mattodL was heayy, and the Saint walked too fast for him: he 
paused to take second wind at the end of the first furlong. 

* EmmanaeV said the holy lady, good-humouredly, for she heard 
him po&ig; 'rest awhile, Emmanuel, and 1*11 tell you what I want 
with yon.' 

Her auditor wiped his brow with the back of his hand, and looked 
aU attention and obedience. 

< Emmanuel,' continued she, * what did you and Father Fothergill, 
and the net of you, mean yesterday by burying that drowned man 
80 dose to me? He died in mortal sin, Emmanuel; no shrift, no 
unctioD, no absolution : why, he might as well have been exoom- 
mnnicated. He plagues me with his grinning, and I can't have any 
peace in my shrine. You must howk him up again, Emmanuel 1' 

'To be sure, madam, — ^my lady, — that is, your holiness,' stam^^ 
mered fiaddletop, trembling at the thought of the task assigned him. 
* Tt> be suie^ your ladyship ; only — ^that is—' 

* EmmanueV said the saint^ ' youll do my bidding ; or it would be 
better you had I' and her eye changed from a dove's eye to that of a 
hawk, and a flash came from it as bright as the one from her little 
finger. The Clerk shook in his shoes ; and, again dashing the cold 
perspiratiaii inm his bmw, followed the footsteps of his mysterious 
guide* ««^«. 

The next mofning all Chatham was in an uproar. The Clerk of 
St Bridget's had found himself at home at daybreak, seated in his 
own arm-chair, the fire out, and — the tankard of ale out too ! Who 
had drunk it? — ^where had he been? — ^how had he got home? — all 
was a mystery I — he remembered * a mass of things, but nothing 
distinctly ;' all was iog and fmtasy. What he could clearly recollect 
was, that he had dug up the Griiming Sailor, and that the Saint had 
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helped to ihxow liim into tlie riyer again. All wob ihenoefortli 
wondennent and deyotion. Maflses were gung, tapen weie kindled, 
bells were tolled ; the monka of St. Bomuald had a solemn pioces- 
nan, the abbot at their head, the sacristan at their tail, and the hcdy 
breeches of St Thomas 4 Becket in the centre ; — Falher Fother^ll 
brewed a XXX puncheon of holy water. The Bood of Gillingham 
was deserted; the chapel of Rainham forsaken; every one who bad 
a soal to be sared, flocked with his offering to St Bridget^ shrine^ 
and Emmannel Saddleton gathered more fees fiom the promisooons 
pety of that one week than he had pocketed during the twelve pro* 
ceding months. 

Meanwhile the coqpse of the ejected reprobate oscillated like a 
pendulum between Sheemess and Gillingham Beach. Now boma 
by the Medway into the Western Swale, — now carried by the r»> 
fluent tide back to the vidni^ of its old quarters, — ^it seemed as 
though the Biver god and Neptune were amusing themselTes with 
a game of subaqueous battledore, and had chosen this unfortonate 
carcass as a marine shuttlecock. For some time the alternation was 
kept up with great spirit^ till Boreas, interfering in Ihe shape of a 
stiffish * Nor'-wester,' drifted the bone (and flesh) of contentifxi 
ashore on the Shurhmd domain, where it lay in all the majesty of 
mud. It was soon discovered by the retainers, and dragged from 
its oozy bed, grinning worse than ever. Tidhigs of the godsend 
were df course carried instantly to the castle; for the Baron was 
a very great man ; and if a dun cow had flown across his property 
unannounced by the warder, the Baron would have kicked him, the 
said warder, from the topmost battlement into the bott(nnmost ditch, 
—a descent of peril, and one which * Ludwig the Leaper,' or Ihe illus* 
trious Trenck himself might well have shrunk firom encountering. 

' An't please your lordship * said Peter Periwinkle. 

* No^ villain ! it does not please me !* roared the Baron. 

IDs lordship was deeply eng^;ed with a peck of Feveraham 
oysterB»— he doted on shellfish, hated interruption at meala^ and 
bad not yet despatched m^re than twenty dcsen of the * natives.* 

'There's a body, my lord, washed ashore in the lower creek,' said 
theseneschaL 

The Baron was going to throw the shells at his head; but paused 
in the act, and said with much digni^ — 

' Turn out the fellow's pockets V 

But the defunct had before been subjected to the double scrutiny 
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cimiierFodifiipllttidtheGleTkofStBridgetfs. It tru ill gl«n>- 
ing after such hands; there tru not a single maiavedL 

We have already said that Sir Robert de Shnrland, Lord of tha 
Ue of Sheppey, and of many a &ir manor on the main land, tru a 
man <£ wonihip. He had rights of freewairen, saocage and sockage* 
Guiaage and jambage, fosse and fork, infsmg theofe and outfiuag 
theofe; and all waifr and strays belonged to him in fee simple. 

* Tain oat his pockets V said the knight. 

*Aik*t please yon, my kid, I must say as how they trss toxned 
ouiftibKe^ and the devil a np's left' 

^Then boxy the bladkgnardl' 

'Please your lordship, he has been buried odqs.' 

*Tb0tL buy him again, and be V The Baran bestowed a 



* The seneschal bowed low as he left the room, and the Baron went 
on with, hia oysten. 

Soazcety ten dosen more had vanished when Periwinkle reappeared. 

* An't pJease yon, my lord. Father Fothergill says as how that it*s 
the Grinning Sailor, and he won't buy him anyhow.' 

*Obl he won't— won't he? said the Baron.' Gan it be wondered 
at ihat he called for his boots ? 

Sir Bobert de Shnrland, Lord of Shurland and Minster, Baron of 
Sbepgej in eomitatu Kent, was, as has been before hinted, a veiy 
greatxnan. He was also a veiy little man ; that is, he was relatively 
greal» and relatively little— or physically little, and metaphorically 
great — like Sir Sidney Smith and the late Mr. Bnonaparte. To the 
fiame of a dwarf he united the soul of a giant, and the valour of a 
gamecock. Then, for so small a man, his strength was prodigious; 
his fist woold fell an ox, and his kick— oh 1 his kick was tremendoos, 
and, when he had his boots on, woald— to use an expression of his 
own, which he had picked up in the holy wars — would ' send a man 
ham Jerioho to June.' He was bull-nedced and bandy-legged ; his 
chflst was broad snd deep^his head large and uncommonly thick, his 
eyes a little bloodshot, and his nose retroussS with a remarkably red 
tip. Strictly speaking, the Baron could not be called handsome; 
but his tout enumtiUvna singularly impressive : and when he called 
for his boots, everybody trembled and dreaded the worst. 

'Periwinkle,' said the Baron, as he encased his better leg, 'let the 
gxave be twenty feet deep I' 

Yoor lordship's command is law.' 
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< Andy FeriwinkW— Sir Bobert stamped his left heal into itsiwacp- 
tacle— 'and, Fedwmkl% aee that it be wida eoongh to hM aol 
exoeeding twol' 

* Ye— ye— y»t my lord.' 

< And, Pedwmkle--ieU iViiher FotbogiU I ivDold f^ 
his Bererenoe* 

* Ye— ye— yes, my lard.* 

The Baion's beard was pealced; and his monstaohes^ stiff and 
stumpy, piojeoted horizaiitally like those of a Tom Oat; he twirled 
the one, he stroked the other, he drew the buckle of his surcingle a 
thought tighter, and strode down the great staircase three steps at a 
stride. 

The vaanls wero assembled in ihe great hall of Shurland Ckstle ; 
every cheek was pale, every tongue was mute : expectatian and per- 
plexity were visible on every brow. What would his lordship dolf 
Were the recusant anybody elsej gyves to the heels and hemp to the 
throat ware but too good for him : but it was Father Fothergill who 
had said *I won't ;* and though the Baron was a very great man, the 
Pope was a greater, and the Pope was Father FothergiU's great fiiend 
— some people said he was his unde. 

Father Fothergill was busy in the refectory trying oonclonons 
with a venison pasty, when he received the summons of his patron 
to attend him in the chapel cemetery. Of course he lost no time in 
obeying it^ for obedience was the general rule in Shurland Castle. 
If anybody ever said 'I won't,' it was the exception; and like all 
other exceptions, only proved the rule the stronger. The Father was 
a Mar of the Augustine persuasion ; a brotherhood which, having 
been planted in Kent some few centuries earlier, had taken veiy 
kindly to the scnl, and overspread the county much as hops did 
some few centuries later. He was plump and portly, a little thick- 
winded, especially after dinner, stood five feet four in his B«indal8» 
and weighed hard upon eighteen stone. He was, moreover, a per* 
Bonage of singular piety; and the iron girdle^ which, he said, he 
wore under his cassock to mortify withal, might have been well mis- 
taken for the tire of a cart-wheel. When he arrived, 6ir Bobert was 
pacing up and down by the side of a newly-opened grave. 

^Benedicitd! isxr son'-— (the Baron was as brewn as a cigar) — 
^BmtedieUeV said the Chaplain. 

The Baron was too angry to stand upon compliment. 'Bury me 
that grinning caitiff there I' quoth he, pointing to the defunct 
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'B may not be, fiur sod,' Mdd the fnax, *hb hath peiiiiied without 
•bsoiotioB.' 
'Smy the hodjV loaTOd Sir Bohert 

* Water and eartii alike reject him,' retained the Chaplain ; * holy 
St Brid^Bt heiKlf ' 

* Bkidget ma no Bridgets I — do me thine office qnichly, Sir Shayo- 

lingl or, hy the Fiper that played before Hoaee * The oath was 

a feaiM one ; and whenenrer the Baron swore to do miBchie^ he was 
nerer known to per)are himaelf. He was playing with the hilt of 
kiaswocd. 'Do me thine office, I ny. Give him hie paeeport to 
HeaTen.' 

'He is already gone to HellP stammered the Friar. 

'Then do yoa go after him \* thundered the Lord of Shnrland. 

His swofd half leaped from its scabbard. No! — the trenchant 
Uade^ that had cot Suleiman Ben Malek Ben Buckskin from helmet 
to diine^ disdained to daub itself with the cerebellum of a miserable 
inflnk;->it leaped back again ^— and as the CHiaplain, scared at its 
flashy turned him in terror, the Baron gave him a kick !— one kick ! 
— 'it wae bat onel — but sudi a onel Despite its obesity, up flew 
luB holy body in an angle of forty-flye degrees ; then having reached 
iti highest point of elevation, sunk headlong into tilie open grave 
that yawned to receive it. If the reverend gentleman had poaseseed 
inch a thing as a neck, he had in&Uibly broken it ! as he did not, 
he^nly dislocated his vertebras — but that did quite as welL He was 
as dead as ditch-water 1 

'In with the other rascal P said the Baron — and he was obeyed ; 
there he stood in his boots. Mattock and diovel made short 
^ork of it ; twenty feet of snpeiincumhent mould pressed down alike 
the sunt and the sinner. 'Now sing a requiem who listT said the 
Baron, and his lordship went hack to his oysters. 

The vassals at Oastle Shurland wero astounded, or, as the Senes- 
dud Hugh better expressed it, 'perfectly conglomerated,' by this 
^eni What I murder a monk in the odour of sanctity — and on 
<XRi8ecnited ground tool They trembled for the health of the 
Baron's soul. To the unsophisticated many it seemed that matters 
could not have been much worse had he shot a bishc^'s ooach-horse 
"^ looked for some signal Judgment. The melancholy cata- 
strophe of their neighbours at Ganterbnzy was yet rife in their 
memories: not two centuries had elapsed since those miserable 

mnen had cut off the tail of the blessed St. Thomas's mule. The 
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tail of the mole, it 'wu well known, had heen forthwith affixed to 
that of the Mayor ; and ramoor said it had since been herediteiy in 
the corporation. The least that could be expected was, that Sir 
Bobert should have a friar tacked on to his for the teim of his 
natural lifel Some bolder spirits there were, 'tis true^ who viewed 
the matter in Tarioos lights, according to their different tempei»- 
ments and dispositions ; for perfect unanimity existed not even in 
the good old times. The verderer, roistering Hob Boebuck, swore 
roundly, "Twere as good a deed as eat to kick down the dhapel as 
well as the monk.' Hob had stood there in a white sheet for kissng 
Giles Miller's daughter. On the other hand, Simpkin Agnew, the 
bell-ringer, doubted if the devil's cellar, which runs imder the 
bottomless abyss, were quite deep enough for the delinquent^ and 
speculated on the probability of a hole being dug in it for his especial 
accommodation. The philosophers and economists thought^ with 
Saunders McBullock, the Baron's bagpiper, that a 'feckless monk 
more or less was nae great subject for a damjamphiy,' espedally as 
the supply considembly exceeded the demand ;' while Malthouse, Hie 
tapster, was arguing to Dame Martin that a murder now and then 
was a seasonable diedk to population, without which the Isle of 
Sheppey would in time be devoured, like a mouldy cheese, by in- 
habitants of its own producing. Meanwhile^ the Baron ate his ojfsten 
and thought no more of the matter. 

But this tranquillity of his lordship was not to last A couple of 
Saints had been seriously offended ; and we have all of us rmd at 
school that celestial minds are by no means insensible to the pro* 
vocations of anger. There were those who expected that St. Bridget 
would come in person, and have the friar up again, as she did the 
Bailor; but perhaps her ladyship did not care to trust herself within 
the walls of Shurland Castle. To say the truth, it was scarcely a 
decent house for a female Saint to be seen in. llie Baron's gallan- 
tries, since he became a widower, had been but too notorious; and 
her own reputation was a little blown upon in the earlier days of her 
earthly pilgrimage : then things were so apt to be misrepresented— 
in short, she would leave the whole affair to St Austin, who, bdng 
a gentleman, could interfere with propriety, avenge her affront as 
well as his own, and leave no loop-hole for scandal. St Austin 
himself seems to have had his scruples, though of their precise naturo 
it would be difficult to determine, for it were idle to suppose him at 
all afraid of the Baron's boots. Be this as it may, the mode which 
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he adopted vm at onoe prudent and eflQcadoiub ^a an eodeaiaatic^ 
he oould not well call the Baron out — ^had hia boota been oat of the 
q[iMstum.; ao he resolved to have recooiae to the law. Inatead of 
Shnrhod Caatle, therefore, he repaired forthwith to hia own nuignifl- 
oeni monaateryy aitoate jnst without the walla of Canterbuiy, and 
yieafntnil himaelf in a viaion to ita abbot. Ko one who haa erer 
▼iaited that ancient dty can &il to recollect the aplendid gateway 
which tenninatea the Yiata of St. Paul'a-atreet^ and atanda there yet 
in all ita pnstine beauty. The tiny train ctf miniatora artillery 
which now adonia its battlements is^ it ia troe^ an ornament of a 
later date; and is said to have been added some oentuxies after by a 
learned but jealous proprietor, for the purpose of ahooting any wiser 
iDgii than >iiTnaft]f^ who might chance to come that way. Tradition 
ia ailent aa to any discharge having taken place, nor can the oldest 
iDhaUtant of modem days recollect any sudi occurrence.* Here it 
was^ in a handsome chamber, immediately oyer the lofty archway, 
that the Superior of the monastery lay buried in a brief slumber, 
snatched frtm his accustomed vigils. Hia mitie— for ha was a 
mitred Abbot, and had a seat in parliament— rested on a table beside 
him ; near it stood a silver flagon of Gascony wine, ready, no doubts 
for the pious uses of the morrow. Fasting and watching had made 
him more than usually somnolent, than which nothing could have 
been better for the purpose of the Saint^ who now appeared to him 
tadiant in all the colours of the rainbow. 

<Anaelmi' said the beatific vision,—- 'Anselml are you not a 
pretty follow to lie snoring there when your brethren are being 
knocked at head, and Mother Church herself is menaced? — It ia a 
■in and a shame, Anselm 1* 

* What's the matter ?— Who are you ?* cried the Abbot, rubbing 
hia eyea^ which the celestial splendour of his visitor had set a- 
winking. 'Ave Maria! St Austin himself I Speak, ^ea^iMna/ 
what would you with the humbleat of your votariea V 

' Anselm r said the saint, 'a brother of our order, whose soul 
Heaven asBoilzie I hath been foully murdered. He hath been igno- 
miniously kicked to the death, Anselm ; and there he lieth cheek- 
l^-jowl with a wretched carcass, wbich our siater Bridget has turned 
out of her cemetery for unseemly griiming. Arouse thee, Anselm !' 

* Since tlie tppeannoe of the first edition of thle Legend ' the guns ' hare 
ben diMDOunteoL Bnmonr hints at soma alarm on tbe pert of the Town 
Coaiicih 
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' Aj, 80 please yoii^ SancHsHme V eaid the Abbou i will oider 
forthwith that thirty maaseB be said, thirty PaierSy and thirty Avc§7 

*' Thirty fools' heads I' intemipted his patron, who was a little 
peppeiy. 

*I will send for bell, book, and candle — — • 

* Send fat an inkhom, Anselm. Write me now a letter to hig 
Holiness the Pope in good roand terms, and another to the GoronQr, 
and another to the Sheriff, and seize me the neyer-enoo^-to-be- 
anathematised Tilhun who hath done this deed I Hang him aa high 
as Haman, Ansehn ! — np with him I — down with his dwelling-plaoe, 
root and bnndi, hearth-stone and roof-trBe,*-down with it all, and 
BOW the site witli salt and sawdust !' 

St Austin, it will be peroeiyed, was a radical reformer. 

' Marry will I,' quoth the Abbots warming with the Saint^s elo- 
qnenoe ; 'ay, marry will I, and that iMtamier. Bat there is od8 
thing yoa have forgotten, most Beatified— -the name of the oolpiit^* 

* Bobert de Shnrland.' 

The Lord of Sheppeyl Bless mel' said the Abbot, ovonb^ 
himself, 'wont that be rather inconvenient ? Sir Bobert is a bold 
baron, and a powerfol ; blows will oome and go^ and caDOWos will lie 
cracked and * 

* What is that to yoo, sinee yoais win not be of the iromber^ 

* Very true, Beatisnme I — ^I will don me with speed, and do joai 
bidding.' 

* Do 80^ Anselm I — ^&al not to haz^ the Baion, bam Ids oastle 
confiscate his estate, and bay me two large wax candles ftr my own 
particalar shrine oat of yoor share of the property.' 

With this solemn injunction the vision be^m to fiidsw 
< One thing more V cried the Abbots grasping his roeuy. 
' What is that ?* asked the Saint. 

* Beate Augtutine^ era pro nobkl* 

' Of conise I shall,' said St. Anstin. 'Pa»«oMMttf»r— end Abbot 
Anselm was left alone. 

Within an hoar all Ganterbaiy was in commoticiL A&iarhad 
been mordered,— two friais— te^| — twenty; a whole oonrent had 
been asssolted, sacked, bnmt, — ^aQ the monks had been killed, and 
all the nans had been kissed I Harder! fire I sacrilege! Never 
was city in soch an uproar. From St Georgs's-gate to St. 
Donstan's saborb^ from the Donjon to the borough of Stapl^^at^ 
it was noise and hubbab. 'Where was it '^—-* When was it?*— 
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'HowwM H? The Mayor canght ap his chain, the Aldeimen 
AnmrwA their fomd gpyma, the Town Clerk put on hia spectaclee. 
'Who was he?*— 'WhAiwae he?*— *When« vaa he?*— He ahoaid 
be Imaged, — ^he ahould he boxned, — ^he ahonld he broiled, — ^he 
athoold be fried, — ^he ahould he scraped to death with xed-hot oyster 
aiiflUB! 'Wbowashe?'— 'Whatwaahiszuune?' 

The Abbot* a Apparitor disew forth his roll and read aloud : — 
' Sr Bobert de Sbnrland, Knight baaseret^ Bazon of RhtlrUT^l^ a^d 
Minster, and Lord of Sheppey.' 

The Mayor pat his chain in his pocket, the Aldarmep took off 
tiuir gowns^ the Town Clerk pat his pen behind his eac It was a 
eoQBE^ basinwB aUogather: — ^tha Sheriff had better call oat the 



While saints and sinnen were thos leagoing against him, the 
&rai da Shnrland was quietly eating his breakfJBst He had passed 
a triiiBil night, nndistaibed by dreams of cowl or capochin; nor 
wavhia appetite more a&xfted than his consdenoa. On the con- 
tsKyv he aat lather longer over his meal than osoal : Inncheim-time 
CBoa, and he was ready as ever far his oysters: bnt soaioely had 
Bame Maortin opened his first half-doaaa when the waidsr'a horn 
was heoid fimn the barbican* 

«Whe the deTil'a thai? said Sir Bobert Tm not at home, 
FeriwmUe^ I hftte to be distorbed at raeali^«Bd I won't beat 
home to anybody.' 

<Aa't please yoor lordship,' aasweied the Seneacha], * Panl Prior 
hath giren notice that there is a bod y ' 

Another body 1' roared the Baron. 'Am I to be eiverlastingly 
plagaed with bodies ? Ko time allowed me to swalloir a moisei. 
Throw it into the moat 1' 

'So please yoo, my lozd, it is a body of hone,— and— and Paul 
says there k a still larger body of foot behind it; and he thinks, 
my lord— that is, he does not know, but he thinks — and we ail 
think, my lord, that they are coming to— to besiege the castle 1' 

« Beaaega the castle 1 Who? What? WhatfiDr?* 

' PMd says, my lord, that he can see the banner of St Austin, 
and the bleeding heart of Hamo de Creyeccenr, the Abbot's chief 
Taosal ; and there is John de Northwood, the sheriff^ with his red 
cross engrailed; and Hever, and Leyboome^ and Heaven knows 
how maojiaaie; and they am aU coming oa as &st as erer they 
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'Periwinkle,' said the Baion, 'up with the drawbridge; down 
with the portcullis ; bring me a cap of canary, and my nightcap. I 
won't be bothered with them. I shall go to bed.' 

'To bed, my lord? cried Periwinkle, with a look that seemed to 
say, 'He's crazy P 

At this moment the shrill tones of a trtunpet were heard to soond 
thrice firom the champaign. It was the signal for parley: the 
Baron changed his mind ; instead of going to bed, he went to tbe 
ramparts. 

'Well, rapscallions I and what now? said the Baron. 

A herald, two pursoiyants, and a trompeter, occapied the fi)fe- 
gronnd of the scene : behind them, some three hundred paces off» 
upon a rising ground, was drawn up in battle array the main bodj 
of the ecclesiastical forces. 

'Hear you, Robert de Shurland, Enight, Baron of Shurland and 
Minster, and Lord of Sheppey,and know aU men, by these presents, 
that I do hereby attach you, the said Bobert, of murder and sacri- 
lege, now, or of late, done and committed by you, the said Boberf» 
contrary to the peace of our Soyereign Lord the King, his crown 
and dignity: and I do hereby require and charge you, the said 
Bobert, to forthwith surrender and give up your own proper person, 
together with the castle of Shurland aforesaid, in order that the 
same may be duly dealt with according to law. And here standeth 
John de Northwood, Esquire, good man and truei, sheriff of this hit 
Majesty's most loyal county of Kent, to enforce the same^ if need 
be, with his|>os80 eomitahu * 

'His what? said the Baron. 

' His po8se eomitatus, and * 

'QotoBathI' said the Baron. 

A defiance so contemptuous roused the ire of the adYerse oom- 
manders. A volley of missiles rattled about the Baron's ears. 
Nightcaps avail little against contusions. He left the walls, and 
returned to the great hall. ' 

' Let them pelt away,* quoth the Baron : ' there are no windows 
to break, and they can't get in.' So he took his afternoon nap^ and 
the siege went on. 

Towards evening his lordship awoke, and grew tired of the din. 
Gfuy Pearson, top, had got a black eye from a brickbat, and the 
assailants were clambering over the outer walL So the Baron called 
for his Sunday hauberk of Milan steel, and his great two-handed 
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iwaid nith the terrible name: — it was the ftahian in feadel fa' ^n^w to 
give namee to swordB : King Arthur's was christened Exoalihar ; the 
Baiaa caUed his Tiokletohj, and whenever he took it in hand it was 
no joke. 

'Up with the portcoUisI down with the bridge!' said Sir Bobert; 
and out be sallied, Mowed by the ^iie of his xetainen. Then 
there waa a pretty to-do. Heads flew one way— arms and legs 
another; round went Tickletoby; and, whereyer it alighted, down 
came bene and man: the Baton excelled himself that day. All 
that ha bad done in Palestine &ded in the comparisGu; he had 
Cou^it for fun there^ but now it was foft life and lands. Away went 
John de Korthwood; away went William of Heyer, and Boger of 
LeyboQxne. Hamo de Greveocenr, with the church vassals and the 
banner of St Austin, had been gone some time. The siege waa 
niaed, and the Lord of Bheppey was left alone in his gloxy. 

But, bntTe as the Baxon undoubtedly was, and totid as had been 
the defeat of his enemies, it cannot be supposed that La Bioecaia 
would be allowed to cany it away thus. It has before been hinted 
that Abbot Anselm had written to the Pope, and Bonifitfe the 
Eighth piqued himself on his punctuality as a conespondent in all 
matten connected with church discipline. He sent back an answer 
by letaxn of post; and by it all Christian people were strictly en- 
joined to aid in exterminating the (lender, on pain of the greater 
JtgA^ffwmTip^^^fijnp^ in this wQTld, snd a million of years of purgatoiy 
in the next But then, again, BonifMC the Eighth was rather at a 
diaoofont in T^gia^^^ just then. He had ai&^ted TiongBbanlcs, as 
the royal Ueges had nicknamed their monaroh; and Lougshanks had 
been rather sharp upon the clergy in consequence. If the Baron 
de EQiurland could but get the King's pardon for what^ in his cooler 
moDients, he admitted to be a peccadillo^ he might snifT at the Pope, 
and bid him 'do his devilmost' 

Fcrtone^ who, as the poet saye^ delights to &your the bold, stood 
hia friend on this occasion. Edward had been hr some time collect- 
ing a large fcvoe en the coast of Kent, to cany on his French wan 
for the lecoreiy of Quienne; he was expected dbiortly to review it in 
person ; but, then, the troops lay prindpolly in cantonments about the 
mouth of the Thames, and his Majesty was to come down by water. 
What was to be done?— the royal barge was in sight, and John de 
Korthwood and Hamo de Crevecosur had broken up all the boats to boil 
their camp-kettles. A truly great mind is never without resources. 
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'BiingmemyljootBl' said th« Baron. 

They Tyronglit him his boots, and hjg deipplo-grej steed akng 
with them. 8uch a ooaiserl all blood and hcme^ shorWhacked, 
hioad-chested, and — ^but that he was a little ewo-necked—fiuilllesB 
in form and figure. The Bann sprang upon his back, and dashed 
fti onoe into the riyer. 

The barge which carried Edwaid LongBhanVs and his fortanes 
had by this time nearly reached the Kore; the stream was btoad 
and the current strong, bat Sir Robert and his steed were afanoat as 
broad, and a great deal stronger. After breasting the tide gallantly 
for a coaple of miles» the knight was near enongh to hail the 
steenman. 

'What hare we got here? said dw King. *It\i amermaid,' said 
one. *It's a grampus,' said another. ' If s the devil,' said a third. 
But they were all wrong; itwas only Bobeit de fihnrlsnd. *0iaxn- 
mercy,' said the King, 'that fellow was nev«r bom to be drowned !' 

It has been said befbfe that tiie Banm had fooght in the Hdy 
Wars; in iaet, he had accompanied Longshanks^ whitKi only heir 
apparent^ in his expedition twenty-fire yean befere^ ahhoogh his 
name is nnaooonntably omitted by Sir Harris Nicolas in his list of 
crasaders. He had been present at Acre when Amiiaad of Joppa 
stabbed the prince with a poisoned dagger, and had lent Pdnoess 
Eleanor his own tooth-brush after she had socked oat the venom 
from the wound. He had slam oertam Saracens, contented himself 
with his own plunder, and never dunned the commJawriat for 
arrears of pay. Of coarse he ranked high in Edwud's good gxioes, 
and had leoeiTed the honour of kni^tfaood at hk hands on lite field 
of battle. 

In one so drcnmstanced it cannot be sapposed duKt soch a trifle 
as the killing of a frowzy fiiiar woold be muoh T o se n t o d, even had 
he not taken so bold a measure to obtain his pardon. His pethion 
was granted, of course, as soon as asked; and so it woold have been 
had the indictment drawn up by the OEOiterboiy town^^kd;, vi&, 
'That he, the said Bobert de Shurland, Ac., had then and there, 
with seTeraly to wit, one thousand, pairs of boots, grven sondiy, to 
wit^ two thousand, kicks, and therewith and thereby killed diven^ to 
wit, ten thousand, Austin Frian,' been troe to the letter. 

Thrice did the gallant grey ciroomnaTigate the baxge^ while 
Bobert de Wmehelsey, the chancellor and archbishop to booC^ was 
making out^ albeit with great reluotanoe^ tiie royal paxdon* The 
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intenral mm saffidently long to eoajKb his Majesty, irho, gnaorm 
as be ww^ had always an eye to busmess, just to hint that the 
gralitode be felt towards the Baron was not unmixed with a lively 
■esse of servioes to oome; and that^ if life were now spared Imn, 
oamznon decency mnst oUige him to make himself nsefuL Before 
the archbishop^ who had scaalded his fingen with the wax in affixing 
the great seal, had time to take them oat of his month, all was 
settled, and the Baron de Shurland had pledged himself to be forth- 
with in lesdiiieflBi cum suti, to aooompany hJs liege lord to Ghiienne. 

With the loiyal paidon seenfsd in his reai, boldly did his lordship 
torn again to the shon; and as boldly did his ooureer oppose his 
braadlii of cbest to'the stream. It was a woik of no common difl^ 
eolty or danger; a steed of less ^mettle and bone' had long since 
sonik in the effort: as it was, the Baron's boots were full of water, 
and Chrey Dolphin^ chamfiain more than onoe dipped beneath the 
wsre. The coDmlsxre snorts of the noble animal showed his dis- 
tress ; eadi instant they became more load and frequent ; when his 
boof toached the strand, and 'the horse and his rider' stood once 
again in safety on Ibe shore. 

Bapidly dismounting, the Baron was loosening the girths of his 
demi'piqae, to giye the panting animal breath, when he was aware 
of as ngly an old woman as he had erer dapped eyes upon, peeping 
at bim under the horse'ii belly. 

'Make much of your steed, Bobert Shurland! Make much of 
yoDT ateedl' cried ^e hag, aT^i^ViTig at him her long and bony 
finger. *€hroom to the hide, and com to the manger 1 He haa 
saved your life^ Bobert Shurland, for the noaoe; but he shall yet 
be the means of your losing it ibr all that P 

The Baron started : * What's that you say, you old faggot? He 
xan round by his bone's tail ; the woman was gone ! 

The Baron paused; his great soul was not to be shaken by trifles 
be looked around him, and solemnly ejaculated the word- * Humbug 1' 
then aUnglng the bridle across his arm, walked slowly on in the 
dureotion of the castle. 

The appearance, and still more, (he j^sappearance of the crone, 
had, however, made an impressian ; every step he took he became 
mere thoughtful. 'Twould be deuced provoking, though, if he 
thoM break my neck after all.' He turned and gaaed at Dolphin 
with the sorotinising eye of a veterinaiy surgeon. 'Ill be shot ii 
helsnotgiogByr said the Baron. 



52 our ix)LPHiN. 

With KiB lordship) like another great commander, * Once to be in 
doobt^ was onoe to be resolved:* it would never do to go to the 
wan on a ricketty piad. He dropped the rein, drew forth Tiddo- 
tobj, and, as the enfranchised Dolphin, good easy horse, stretched 
oat his ewe-neck to the herbage, stnick off his head at a single blow. 
'There, 70a lying old beldame]' said the Baron; 'now take him 
ftway to the knacker's.* _ 

Tbxee yean were come and gone. King Edward's French wan 
were over ; both parties having fought till they came to a stand- 
still, shook hands, and the quarrel, as usual, was patched up by a 
royal marriage* This happy event gave his Maijestjr leisure to torn 
his attention to Scotland, where things^ threu^ the interventdan of 
William WaUaoe, were looking rather ^ueerish. As his reconciliar 
tion with Philip now allowed of his fighting the Scotch in peaoe 
and quietness, the monarch lost, no time in marehing his long legps 
across the border, and the short ones of the Baron followed him of 
coune. At Falkirk, Tickletoby was in great request; and in tiie 
year following, we find a contemporary poet hinting at his master's 
prowess under the walls of Gaerlaverodk— > 

dbcc cus fit 

9i beam 3&obnt Die iSfintlsnH 
WA iuint stott BUT le OfAal 
^ aendilott ^ome !te wtaaXk. 

A quatnun whidi Mr. Simpkinson translates, 

'With them was marching 
The good Robert de Shurland, 
Who, when seated on horseback, 
Does not resemble a man asleep !' 

80 thoroughly awake, indeed, does he seem to have proved 
himself that the bard subsequently exclaims in an ecstacy of 
admintioD, 

Sot tt tttote ttitt nttcucux 
%% tt Honrtc cntr et con 
Q^mt fst tie Itt bona tt recon* 

' If I were a young maiden, 
I would give mv neart acd person, 
60 great is his tame 1' 

Fortunately the poet was a tough old monk of Exeter; ainoo 
aaeh a present to a nobleman, now in his grand climacteric^ would 



▲ LBGEZm OV SHEPVICT. 63 

LanUy have been worth the carriage. With the xednctioa of thii 
rtnmghold of the Maxwells 8eei4 to have oondaded the Baran'e 
military serrioee ; as oq the rery first day of the fourteenth centory 
we find him onoe more landed on his native shore, and marohingp 
with snch of his retainers as the wars had left him, towards the 
hospitable shelter of Shnrland Castle. It was then, npon that very 
leach, some hundred yards distant from high-water mark, that his 
eye fell upon something like an ugly old woman in a red cloak. 
She was seated on what seemed to be a large stone, in an interesting 
attitodey with her elbows resting upon her knees, and her chin 
upon her thumbs. The Baion started: the remembrance of his 
interview with a similar personage in the same place, some three 
yean sinoe, flashed upon his recollection. He rushed towards the 
spot, but the form was gone ; — ^nothing remained but the seat it had 
^ipeared to occupy. This, on examination, turned out to be no 
atone, but the whitened skull of a dead horse I A tender remem* 
bianoe of the deceased Grey Dolphin shot a momentary pang into 
the Baron's bosom ; he drew the back of his hand across his face ; 
the thought of the hag's prediction in an instant rose^ and banisiied 
all softer emotions. In utter contempt of his own weakness^ yet 
with a tremor that deprived his redoubtable kick of half its wonted 
force, he spumed the relic with his foot One word alone issued 
from his lips, elucidatory of what was passing in his mind — ^it long 
remained imprinted on the memoiy of his faithful followers— that 
word was ' Ghonmon !' The skull bounded across the beach till it 
reached the very margin of the stream ;-— one instant more and it 
wonld be engulfed for ever. At that moment a loud * Ha ! ha I ha 1' 
was distinctly heard by the whole train to issue from its bleached 
and toothless Jaws : it sank beneath the flood in a horse laugh. 

Meanwhile Sir Bobert de Shurland felt an odd sort of sensation 
in his right foot. His boots had suffered in the wars. Great pains 
had been taken for their preservation. They had been ' soled* and 
* heeled' more than once ; — ^had they been ' goloehed,' their owner 
might have defied Fate 1 Well has it been said that 'there is no 
such thing as a trifle.' A nobleman's life depended upon a question 
of ninepence. 

The Baron marched on; the uneasiness in his foot increased. 
He plucked off his boot ; — a horse's tooth was sticking in his great 
ioel 

The result may be anticipated. Lame as he was, his lordship^ 
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with (sharacteristic decision, would hobble on to Sharland ; his walk 
increased the inflammation ; a flagon ef aqua vitcB did not mend 
matters. He was in a high fever; he took to his bed. Next 
morning the toe presented the appearance of a Bedfordshire carrot ; 
by dinner time it had deepened to beet^root ; and when Bargrave, 
the leech, at last sliced it oS, the gangrene was too confirmed to 
admit of remedy. Dame Martin thought it high time to send for 
Hiss Margaret^ who^ ever since her mother's death, had been living 
with her maternal aant, the abbess, in the IJsBnline convent at 
Greenwich. The yoong lady came, and with her came cue Master 
Ingoklsby, her oonsin-german by the mother's side ; bnt the Baron 
was too far gone in the dead-thraw to recognise either. He died as 
he lived, unoonqnered and nnoanqnerable. His last words were 
— ^'Tell the old hag she may go to——.' Whither remains a 
secret He expired without fiilly articalating the place of her 
destination. 

But who and what iva$ the crone who prophesied the catastro^e ? 
Ay, 'that is the mystery of this wonderful history.' — Some say it 
wa^Dame Fothergill, the late confessor's mamma ; others, St. Bridget 
herself; others thought it was nobody at all, but only a phantom 
oonjured up by conscience. As we do not know, we dedine giving 
an opinion. 

And what became of the Clerk of Chatham ? — ^Mr. Shn^dnson 
avecB that he lived to a good old age, and was at last hanged by 
Jack Cade, with his inkhom about his neck, for 'settiog boys 
copies.' In support of this he adduces his name * Emmanuel,' and 
refers to the historian Shakspeare. Mr. Peten, on the oontnury, oon* 
sideni this to be what he calls one of Mr. Simpkinson's * AnaoreoQ- 
isms,' inasmuch as, at the introduction of Mr. Cade's reform mea- 
sure, the Clerk, if alive, would have been hard upon two hundred 
years old. The probability is that the unfortunate alluded to was 
his great-grandson. 

Margaret Shurland in due course became Margaret Ingoldsby : 
ner portrait still hangs in the gallery at Tappington. The features 
are handsome, but shrewish, betraying, as it were^ a touch of the 
old Baron's temperament ; but we never could leam that she actu« 
ally kicked her husband. She brought him a very pretty fortune 
in chains, owches, and Saracen ear-rings ; the barony being a male 
fief, reverted to the Crown. 

In the abbeynihuich at Minster may yet be seen the tomb of a 



6fi 

recambent ynstka^ did in the chain-mail of the IStih eentnry.* 
Hk hands aze daflped in prayer ; hia legs, ciOBsed in that position 
BO pciaed hj Texnplan in andent^ and tailon in modem days, 
beepeak him a Boldier of the £uth in Palestine. Close behind his 
dexter calf lies scalptozed in bold rslief a horse's head : and a xe- 
^ectable elderly lady, as she shows the monument DeuIs not to read 
her aoditoKS a fine moral Isseon on the sin of ingratitude, or to daim 
a sympftthising tear to the memory of poor ' Grey DolphinT 



It is on my own personal reminiscenoes that I draw Ibr the fol- 
lowing story : the scene of its leading event was most familiar to me 
in early life. If the prindpal actor in it be yet living he mast 
hare reached a very advanced age. He was often at the Hall, in 
my inJGemcy, on professional visits. It is^ however, only from those 
who * prated of his whereabouts' that I learned the history of this 
adventure with 

THE GHOST. 

THEBE stands a City,— -ndther large nor small,— 
Its air and sitoatian sweet and pretty ; 
It matters very little — if at all— 

Whether its denisens are dull or witty, 
Whether the ladies there are short or tall, 

Bnmettes or blonds, only, there stands a dty ! — 
Perhaps 'tis also requisite to minute 
That mere's a Castle and a Cobbler in it. 

A fair Cathedral, too, the story goes^ 

And kings and heroes lie entombed within her; 

There pious Saints in marble pomp repose. 

Whose shrines are worn by knees of many a sinner ; 

There, too, full many an Alaermanic nose 
Boll'd its loud diapason after dinner ; 

And there stood high the holy sconce of Beckel^ 

—Till four t>^"»¥"^^« came from France to crack it* 

* Sulneqiiciit to the first appesrancc of ih« fbngolDg aamliva, the tomb 
illaded to has h«en opened daring the cooree of certain repairi which the 
chinch has undergone. Mr. Simpkinson, who was present at the exhumation 
of the hodj within, and has enriched his collection with three of its grinders, 
ajB the hones of one of the great toes were wanting. He epei^ in terms of 
great admiration at the thickness of the skull, and is of opinion that th« 
skdetoQ is that of a great patiiot mooh addicted to Lundy-fbot. 
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The Gastle was a huge and antiqae mocmd. 
Proof againBt all th' artillery of tlie quiyer, 

Ere those abominable gons were found. 
To send oold lead tnioagh gallant warrior's lirer. 

It stands upon a gently rising ground. 
Sloping down gradually to the river, 

Besembling (to compare great things with smaller) 

A weUnaoooped, mouldy Stilton cheese — ^but tGdlei. 

The Keep, I find, 's been sadly altered lately. 
And, 'stead of mail-clad knights, of honour jealousy 

In martial panoply so grand an4 stately, 
Its walls are filled with money-making fellows, 

And stufTd, unless I'm nusinformed greatly, 
With leaden pipes, and coke, and coals, and bellows; 

In short, so great a change has come to pass, 

Tis now a manufactory of Gas. 

But to my tale. — ^Before this profimation. 
And ere its ancient glories were cut short all, 

A poor hud-working Cobbler took his station 
In a small house, just opposite the portal ; 

His birth, his parentage, and education, 
I know but little of—a strange, odd mortal ; 

His aspect, air, and gait, were lul ridiculous ; 

His name was Mason — ^he'd been christened Nicholas. 

Nick had a wife possessed of many a charm. 
And of the Lady Huntingdon persuasion ; 

But, spite of all her piety, her arm 
She% sometimes exercise when in a passion ; 

And, being of a temper somewhat warm. 

Would now and then seize, upon small occasion, 

A stick, or stool, or anything that round did lie, 

And baiste her lord and master most confoundedly. 

No matter I — 'tis a thing that's not uncommon, 
^Tis what we all have heard, and most have read of— 

I mean, a bruising, pugilistic woman. 
Such as I own i entertain a dread of, 

—And so did Nick, whom sometimes there would come ci^ 
A sort of fear his Spouse might knock his head off. 

Demolish half his teeth, or drive a rib in, 

She shone so much in * hucGn ' and in ' fibbing.' 

^ There 's time and place for all things,' said a sage, 
(King Solomon, I think,) and this I can say, 

Within a well-roped ring, or on a stage. 
Boxing may be a very pretty Fancy^ 
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When Heasn. Borke or Bendigo engage ; 

— ^Tifl not 80 well in 8uflan, Jane, or Kancy :-~ 
To get well mill'd hj any one 's an evil, / 

Bat by a lady — ^tia the very DeviL 

And 80 thought Nicholaa, whoee onl^ trouble, 
(At least his worst) was this his nVs propensity ; 

For sometimes from the alehouse he would nobble, 
His senses lost in a sublime immensity 

Of cogitation — ^then he couldn't cobble — 
And then his wife would often tiy the density 

Of his poor skull, and strike with all her mighty 

As £ut as kitchen-wenches strike a light. 

Hascxi, meek soul, who ever hated strife. 

Of this same striking had a morbid dread. 
He hated it like poison— or his wife— 

A vast antipatny 1 — ^but so he said^- 
And Tery often, for a quiet life. 

On these occasions he'd sneak up to bed. 
Grope darkling in, and, soon as at the door 
He neard his lady — ^he'd pretend to snore. 

One nigiht, then, ever partial to society, 

Kick, with a friend (another jovial fellow), 
Went to a Clnb— I should have said Society— 

At the ' City Arms,' once called the Porto Bello ; 
A Spouting party, which, though some decry it, 1 

Confflder no bad lounge when one is mellow ; 
There they discuss the tax on salt and leather. 
And change of ministers and change of weather. 

In short, it was a kind of British Forum, 

liike John Gale Jones's, erst in Piccadilly, 
Only they managed things with more decorum. 

And the orations were not quite so silly ; 
Par different (questions, too, would come before 'em, 

Not always Politics, which, will ye nill ye. 
Their London prototypes were always willmg 
To give one quantum suff. of— for a shilling. 

It more resembled one of later date. 

And tenfold talent, as I'm told, in Bow-street» 

Where kindlier-natured souls do congregate ; 
And, though there are who deem uiat same a low street 

Yet, I'm assured, for frolicsome debate 
And genuine humour it 's surpassed by no street, 

When me * Chief Baron ' enters, and assumes 

To * rule ' o'er mimic * Thesigers * and ' Broughams.' 
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Here they woald oft forget their Baleis' &alti, 
And waste in ancient lore the midnight taper*, 

Inquire if Orpheus first produced the Waltz, 
How Ghts-Ughto differ from the Delphic Vapour, 

Whether Hippocrates gave Glauber's baits, 
And what the Romans wrote on ere they'd papep^— 

This night the subject of their disquisitions 

Was Ghosts, Hobgoblins, Sprites, and Apparitions. 

One learned gentlemaot 'a sage, graye man,' 
Talk'd of the Ghost in Hamlet, < sheath'd in steel '— 

His well-read Mend, who next to speak began. 
Said, * That was Poetiy, and nothing real ;' 

A third, of more extensive learning, ran 

To Sir George Villiers' Ghost, and Mrs. Veal ; 

Of sheeted Spectres spoke with shorten'd breath. 

And thrice he quoted 'Drelinoourt on Death.* 

Nick smoked, and smoked, and trembled as he heaid 
The point discuss'd, and all they said upon it, 

How, frequently, some murder'd man appear'd. 
To tell his wife and children who had done it; 

Or how a Miser's ghost^ with grisly beard. 
And pale lean visage, in an old Scotch bonnet^ 

Wanderd about, to watch his buried money 1 

When all at once Nick heard the clock strike One, — ha 

Sprang from his seat, not doubting but a lecture 
Impended from his fond and faithful She ; 

Nor could he well to pardon him expect her, 
For he had promised to ' be home to tea;' 

But having luckily the key o' the back door, 
He fondly hoped that, unperceived, he 

Might creep up stairs again, pretend to doze. 

And hoax his spouse with music from his nose. 

Vain, fruitless hope 1 — ^The wearied aftHfein^l 

At eve may overlook the crouching foe, 
Till, ere his band can sound the alarum-bell. 

He sinks beneath the unexpected blow; 
Before the whiskers of GrimaUun fell. 

When slumb'ring on her post, the mouse may go- 
But woman, wakeful woman, 's never weary, 
•—Above all, when she waits to thump her deary. 

Soon Mrs. Mason heard the well-known tread ; 

She heard the key slow creaking in the door. 
Spied, through the glo<»n obscure, towards the bed 

NidL creeping soft, as oft he had crept beloio; 
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When, buigt eihe threw a something at his head. 

And Ni(£ at onoe lay prostrate on the floor ; 
While she exclaimed, with ha: indignant face on— 

<How daie yon nse your wife so^ Mr. Mason?* 

Spaie we to tell how fiercely she debated. 

Especially the length of her oration — 
Spare we to tell how Nick expostulated, 

Bonsed by the bimip into a good set paariony 
So greats that more than onoe he execrated, 

&e he ciawrd into bed in his nsual fiishion; 
— ^The Mnses hate brawls; suffice it then to say. 
He dnck'd below the clothes — and there he lay I 

Twas now the very witching time of night, 

When chnrchyaids groan, and graves give up their dead, 

And many a mischievous, enfranchised Sprite 
Had long since burst his bonds of stone or lead. 

And hniried of^ with schoolbcy-Uke delight, 
To play his pranks near some poor wretdi's becU 

Sleeping, perhaps serenely as a porpoise, 

Kor dreaming of this fiendidi Habeas Corpos. 

Kot so OUT Nicholas : his meditations 

StiU to the same tremendous theme recurred. 
The same dread subject of the dark narration^ 

Which, back'd with such authority, he'd h^rd : 
Lost in his own horrific contemplations^ 

He pondfiar^d o'er each weli-iemembei^d word ; 
When at the bed's foot, close beside the post^ 
He verily believed he saw — a CHiost I 

Plain, and more plain, the unsubstantial Sprite 

To his aatonish'd gaze each moment grew ; 
Ghastly and gaunt, it rear'd its shadowy height^ 

Of more than mortal seeming to the view, 
And round its loLg, thin, bonv fingers drew 

A tatter'd winduig-«heet, of course aU ivhi^ ^'- 
The moon that moment peeping through a cloud, 
Nick very plainly saw it through the shroud 1 

And now those matted locks, which never yet 

Had yielded to the comVs unkind divorce, 
Their long-contracted amity forget, 

And spring asunder with elastic force ; 
Nay, e'en the very cap, of texture coarse. 

Whose ruby cincture crown'd that brow of jet^ 
Uprose in agony — the Gorgon's head 
Was bat a type of Nick's upHBquatting in the bed. 
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From every pore distill'd a clammy dew» 
Quaked every limb — the candle, too^ no doabt» 

Mn rkgle, would have burnt extremely blue^ 
But Nick unluckily had put it out; 

And he, though naturally bold and stout^ 
In short, was in a most tremendous stew ;— 

The room was fill'd with a sulphureous smell, 

But where that came from Mason could not telL 

All motionless the Spectre stood — and now 
Its reVrend form more clearly shone oonfest; 

From Uie pale cheek a beard of purest snow 
Descended o*er its venerable breast; 

The thin grey hairs, that crown'd its furrowed brow, 
Told of years long gone by. — An awful guest 

It stood, and with an action of command, 

Beckon'd the Cobbler with its wan right hand. 

'^Whence, and what art thou. Execrable Shape?* 
Nick might have cried, could he have found a taogue^ 

But his distended jaws could only gape. 
And not a sound upon the welkin runs : 

His gooseberry orbs seem'd as they would have sprung 
Forth from their sockets — like a frighten*d Ape 

He sat upon his haunches, bolt upright, 

And shook, and grinn'd, and chattered with affright* 

Aad still the shadowy finger, long and lean. 
Now beckon'd Nick, now pointed to the door ; 

And many an ireful glance, and frown, between. 
The angry visage of the Phantom wore. 

As if quite vex'd that Nick would do no more 
Than stare, without e'en askine, ' What d* ye mean? 

Because, as we are told — a sad old joke, too— 

Ghosts, like the ladies, ' never speak till spoke to.* 

Cowards, 'tis said, in certain situations, 

Derive a sort of courage from despair. 
And then perform, from downright desperation. 

Much more than many a bolder man would darn. 
Nick saw the Ghost was getting in a passion. 

And therefore, groping till he found the chair, 
Seiz'd on his awl, crept softly out of bed. 
And followed quaking where the Spectre led. 

And down the winding stair, with noiseless tread* 
The tenant of the tomb passed slowly on, 

Each mazy turning of the humble shed 
Seem'd to his step at once familiar grown. 
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So safe and sure tlie labyrinth did he tread 

Ab tliongh the domicile had been his own, 
Thongh Kick himael^ in passing through the ahop^ 
Had almoBt broke hia noee against the mop. 

Desmte its wooden bolt^ with jarring aoimd, 

xbe door npon its hinges open flew ; 
And forth the Spirit issi^ — ^yet azonnd 

It tom'd, as if its follower's fears it knew. 
And, onoe more beckoning, pointed to the moond. 

The antique Keep^ on which the bright moon thruw 
With such effulgence her mild silvery gleam, 
The TiflioDary form seemed melting in her beamu 

Beneath a pond'rous aichway's sombre shade, 
Where once the huge portcullis swung sublime, 

Ifid ivied battlements in ruin laid. 
Sole, sad memorials of the olden time. 

The Phantom held its way — and though afraid 
Bven df the owls that sung their ve^r chime^ 

Pale Nicholas pursued, its steps attending. 

And wondering what on earth it all would, end in. 

Within the moulderiug fabric's deep reoess 

At length they iea(£ed a court obscure and lone- 
It seam'd a drear and desolate wilderness, 

The blacken'd walls with ivy all o'ersrown ; 
The ni^t-bird shriek'd her note of wild distressi 

Disturbed upon her solitary throne^ 
As though indignant mortal step should dare, 
So led, at such an hour, to venture there I 

•^The Apparition paused, and would have spoke, 

TdiiLimg to what Kick thought an iron ring, 
But then a neighbouring chanticleer awoke, 

And loudly ^an his early matins sing ; 
And then * it started like a guilty thing,' 

As that shrill clarion the silence broke. 
— ^We know how much dead gentle&lks eschew 
The appalling soond of ' Gock-ardoodle-do 1' 

The vision was no more— and Nick alone — 
* His streamers waving ' in the midnight whid, 

Whidi through the ruins ceased not to groan; 
— ^His garment, too^ was somewhat short behind,*- 

And, wont of all, he knew not where to find 
The rin^ — which made him most his fate bemoa&— 

The iron ring, — ^no doubt of some trap-door, 

^eatii whi(£ the old dead Miser kept his store. 
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What's to te done? he cried; ^Twere ¥Bin to slaj 
Here in the dark without a fdngle due-— 

Oh, for a candle now, or moonlight ray 1 
Tore Georse, Fm vastly puzzled what to do/ 

(Then dapp'd his hand hehind) — * lis chilly, too— 
ni msA. the spot, and come again by day. 

What can I mark it by ?— Oh, here 's the wiall — 

The mortar's yielding—here FU stick my awl i' 

Then rose from earth to sky a withering shriek, 

A kmd, a long-protiacted note of woe^ 
Such as when tempests roar, and timbers creaky 

And o'er the side the masts in thunder go ; 
While on the deck resistless billows break, 

And diae their victims to the gul& below; — 
Such was we scream when, lor the want of candk, 
Nick Mason drove his awl in up to the handle. 

Scared by his Lady's hearirappalling ciy, 
Yanish'd at once poor Mason's ^Iden dream — 

For dream it was ; — and all his visions high. 
Of wealth and grandeur, fled before that scream-^ 

And still he listens with averted eye. 
When gibing nei^bouis make 'the Ghost' tbeir theme; 

While ever from that hour they all declare 

That Mrs. Mason used a cushion in her chair I 



Confound not^ I beseech thee^ leader, the subject of the following 
monody with the hapless hero of the tesrum, Cupid, of 'Tow-Yow'- 
ing memory* Tray was an attached &vonrite of many years' stand- 
ing. Most people worth loving have had a friend of this kind 
Lord Byion says he ^never bad but one^ and here ha Ohe dog, not 
the nobleman,) liesP 

TBB OTKOTAPH. 

Poor fVay duomant 1 
Poor Tiay do mon ami ! 

Dog-bazy and YeEgva. 

OH! where shall I bury my poor dos Tray, 
Now his fleeting breath has paoo5 away ?-* 
Seventeen yean, I can venture to say. 
Have I seen him gambol, and frolic^ and play. 
Evermore happy, and frisky, and gay. 
As though eveiy one of his montlu was May, 
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And the wbole of bk life ODe long hdiday-* 

Nov bfl^ s lifeleas lump cf clay, 

Ohl when Bhall I boiy mj iai\hM Tdiy? 

I am almost temrted to think it hard 

That it may not be there, in yon sonny chmrshyaid. 

Where the green willows wave O'er the peaoefiil gn^Q, 
Which hcAds all that onoe was honest and hnve^ 
Kind, and coorteons, and fiuthfol, and true ; 
Qualities^ Tray, that were found in yon. 
Bat is may not be — ^yon sacred grouiid 
Bt holiest feelings fenced aronno, 
luy ne^er within its hallow'd bound 
BeoeiTe the dnst of a soul-less hound. 

I would not place him in raidfir £uu^ 
Wbexe the mid-day son through the storied pane 
Throws on the payonent a crimson stain ; 
Where the banners of chiTalry heavily swing 
(yer the pinnacled tomb of the Warrior King, 
With helmet and shield, and all that sort of thing. 

No I — come what may, Mv gentle Tray 
Shan't be an intruder on bluff Hany Tudor^ 
Or panoplied mooarchs yet earlier and ruder 

Whom yoa see on their backs, In stone or in wax, 
Though the Sacristans now are 'forbidden to ax* 
For what Mr. Hume calls 'a scandalous tax ;* 
While the Chartists insist they've a right to go snaoks-*- 
Ko I — ^Tray's humble tomb would look but shabby 
ISld the sculptured shrines of that gorgeous Abbey. 

Besides, in the place They say there 's not space 
To buy what wet-nuises call * a Babby.' 
Even ' Bare Ben Jcnaon,' that ftmous wight^ 
I am told, is interred thrae bolt n^right^ 
Li just such a postuve^ beneath lus bus^ 
As Tray used to sit in to beg £ar a crust. 

The epitaph, too^ Would sosxoely do: 
For what could it say, hoi, 'Hera lies Tiay, 
A rery pood kind of a dog in his day!' 
And satnrical ^olks might be i^t to imagiti^ jt 
Meant as a quiz on the House of PlantajgeneL 

No 1 no I— The Abbey may do very well 
For a feudal 'Nob,' or poetkal 'Bwell^' 
'Crusaders,' or 'Poets,' or 'Knights oi St John/ 
Or Knights of St. John's Wood, who once went oo 
To the CsstU o( BmHit Wjni» iS^Mrnxnu 
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Goont Fiddlfr-fumkixi, and Lord Fiddlo-&ddle» 
'Sir GnveD,' 'Sir Gael,' and <Sir Campbell of Saddeli.* 
(Who^ as poor Hook said, when he heara of the feat^ 
' Was somehow knocked out of his familvHseat ;') 

The Esquires <^ the body To mv Lord Tomnoddy : 
'SirFairlie,' 'Sir Lamb^' 
And the 'Knight of the Bam,' 
The 'Knight of the Bose,' and the 'Knight of the DnLgon,' 

Who^ save at the flagan. And prog in the wagon. 
The newspapers tell us did little ' to brag on;' 

And rnQTBy thou^ the Muse knows but little oQuceruing 'em, 

' Sir Hopkins,' 'Sir Popkins,' ' Sir Gage,' and ' Sir Jemingham.' 

All Preux ChevdUen^ in friendly rivaSy 

Who should best bring back the gloiy of Chi-Talry. — 

—(Pray be so good, for the sake of my song, 

To prononnoe here the ante-penultimate long ; 

Or some hypeiHaitic will certainly cry, 

*The word " Chiyaliy " is but a rhyme to the eye.' 

And I own it is dear A fastidious ear 
Will be^ more or less always annoy'd with you when you 
Insert any rhyme that's not perfectly genuine. 

As to pleasing the ' eye, Tisn't worth while to tiy. 
Since Moore and Tom Oampbell themselves admit ' SpiDaoh ' 
Is perfectly antiphonetic to ' Greenwich.')— 
But stay 1— I say I 
Let me pause while I may — 
This digresaum is leading me sadly astray* 
From my object— A grave for my poor dog Tray 1 

I would not place him beneath thy walls, 

And proud o erdiadowin^ dome, St Paul's I 

Though Fve always oonsider'd Sir Christopher Wran, 

As an architect, one of the greatest of men ; 

And, talking of Epitaphs^ — ^much I admire his, 

* CirotoMpioef ri Monummhtm requiris ,*' 

Which an erudite Verger translated to me, 

'If you ask for his monument, Str-come-^pf^'See 1 — * 

No I — I should not know where To place him there ; 
I would not have him by surly Johnson be ; — 
Or that queer-looking horse that is rolling on Ponsonby ;-« 

Or tnose u^y minxes The sister Sphynxee^ 
Mix'd creatures, half lady, half Uoness, ergo, 
CDeaaaD says,) the emblems of Leo and Virgo; 
On one of the backs of which singular jumble. 
Sir Balph Abeicrombid is going to tumble^ 
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With a thump which alone were enough to dispatch him. 
If the Sootchman in front ahonld n*t happen to catch him. 

Ko! rd not haTe him there, — ^nor nearer the door, 
Where the man and the Angel have got Sir John Moore,* 
And are quietly letting him down through the floor. 
By GKllespie, the one who escaped, at Vellorc, 

Alone from the row ; — l^either he, nor Lord Uowo 
Would like to he plagued with a little Bow-wow. 

No^ Tray, we must yield, And go further a-ficld ; 
To lay you by Kelson were downright eflfront'iy ; 
— We'll be off from the City, and look at the country. 

It shall not be there. In that scjralchrcd sqiuirc, 
Where folks are interr*d for the sake of the air, 
(Though, pay but the dues, they could hardly refuse 
To Tray what they grant to Thuggs, and Hindoos, 
Turks, Infidels, Heretics, Jumpers, and Jews,) 

Where the tombstones are placed In the vciy her,^ tuMe, 

At the feet and the head Of the elegant Dead, 
And no one's received who's not ' buried in lead :' 
For, there lie the bones of Deputy Jones, 
Whom the widow's tears, and the orphan's groans 
Affected as much as they do the stones 
His executors laid on the Depu^^'s bones ; 

Little rest, poor knave 1 Would Tray have in his grave ; 

Since Spirits, 'tis plain, Are sent back again. 
To roam round their bodies, — ^the bad ones in puin, — 
Dragging after them sometimes a heavy jack-chain ; 
Whenever they met, alarm'd by its groans, his 
Ghost all night long would be barking at Jones's. 

Nor shall ho be laid By that cross Old Maid, 
Miss Penelope Bird, — of whom it is said 
All the dogs in the parish were ever afraid. 

He must not be placed By one so strait-laced 
In her temper, her taste, her morals, and waist. 
For *t is said, when she went up to Heaven, and St. Peter, 

Who happened to meet her. Came fonvard to greet hor. 
She pursed up with scorn every vinegar feature, 
And bade him * Get out for a horrid Male Creature I' 
So the Saint, after looking as if he could cat her, 
Kot knowing, perhaps, very well how to treat her, 
And not being willing,— or able, — to beat her. 
Sent her back to her grave till her temper grew sweeter. 
With an epithet which I decline to repeat here. 

♦ See note at end of * The C jnotaph.' 
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No, — if Tray were interr'd By Penelope Bird, 
No dog would bo e'er so be-* whelp' *d and Ikj-' cut* r d — 
All the night long her cantankerous Sprite 
AVould bo running about in the pale moon-light, 
Chasing him round, and attempting to lick 
The ghost of poor Tray with the ghost of a stick. 

Stay ! — ^let me see 1 — Ay — here it shall be 
At the root of this gnarled and time-worn tree, 

Where Tray and I Would often lie, 
And watch the bright clouds as they floated by 
In the broad expanse of the clear blue sky, 
When the sun was bidding the world good-bye ; 
And the plaintive Nightingale, warbling nigh, 
Poured forth her mournful melody ; 
While the tender Wood-pigeon's cooing cry 
Has made me say to myselt^ with a sigh, 
• How nice you would eat with a steak in a pie !* 

Ay, here it shall be 1 — far, far from the view 
Of the noisy world and its maddening crew 

Simple and few. Tender and true 
The lines o'er his grave. — They have, some of them, toe. 
The advantage of being remarkably new. 

£pUafih^ 

Affliction sore Long time he bore, 
Physicians were in vain !— 

Grown blind, alas ! he'd Some Prussic Acid, 
And that put him out of his pain ! 
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In the autumn of 1824, Captain Medwin having hinted that 
certain beautiful lines on the burial of this gallant officer might have 
been the production of Lord Byron's Muse, the late Mr. Sydney 
Taylor, somewhat indignantly, claimed them for their rightful 
owner, the late Rev. Charles Wolfe. During the controversy a 
third claimant started up in the person of a soi-disant 'Doctor 
JVlarshall,' who turned out to be a Durham blacksmith and his pre- 
tensions a hoax. It was then that a certain * Doctor Peppercorn ' 
put forth his pretensions, to what he averred was the only ' true and 
original * vei-sion, viz. : — 

Not a aous had he got, — ^not a guinea or note, 

And he look'd confoandedly Harried, 
As he bolted away without paying his shot. 

And the Landlady after liim hariied. 
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We nw hixn again at deal of night, 

When home from the Club retuniing ; 
We twigg'd the Doctor beneath the light 

Of the gas-lamp brilliantly burning. 

All bare, and exposed to the midnight dews, 

Reclined in the gutter we found him : 
And be look*d like a gentleman taking a anooze. 

With hit ManKaU cloak around him. 

The Doctor 's aa dnmk aa the d ,' we said, 

And we managed a shutter to borrow ; 
We raited htm, and sigh'd at the thought that hia head 

Would * oonaumedly ache ' on the morrow. 
We bore him home, and we put him to bed, 

And we told his wife and hia daughter 
To give him, next morning, a couple of red 

Herrings, with soda-water. — 
Loudlj they talk'd of his money that 's gone. 

And his Lady began to upbraid him ; 
But little he reck d, so they let him snore oxn 

'Neath the oounterpane just as we laid him. 
We tuck'd him in, and had hardly done 

When, beneath the window calling. 
We heaixl the rough voice of a son of a gnn 

Of a watchman 'One o'clock I' bawling. 

Slowly and sadly we all walk'd down 

Krom his room in the uppermost story ; 
A rushlight we placed on the cold hearth-stone. 

And we left him alone in his glory. 



Ho8 ego VCTBiciiloB feci, tulit alter honores. — ^Viboil. 
1 wrote the lines — * • owned them — ^he told stories I 

ThOMAB INGOLD0DY. 



MBS. BOTHERBY'S STORY. 



THE LEECH OF FOLKESTONE. 
pRADER, were you ever bewitched? — I do not mean by a 
•*''» * white wench's black eye,' or by love-potions imbibed from a 
ruby lip; — ^bat, were yon ever really and bond fide bewitched, in 
y^« tme Katthew Hopkins' sense of the word ? Did you ever, for 
^^*^MUje, find yourself from head to heel one vast complication of 
**^p8?— or burst out into sudorific exudation like a cold thaw> 
^^ the thermometer at zero ? Were your eyes ever turned upside 
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down, exhibiting nothing but their whites ? — ^Did you ever vomit a 
paper of crooked pins ? or expectorate Whitechapel needles ? These 
are genuine and undoubted marks of possession ; and if you never 
experienced any of them, — ^why, * happy man be his dole V 

Yet such things have been : yea, we are assured, and that on no 
mean authority, still are. 

The World, according to the best gec^raphers, is divided into 
Europe, Asia, Africa, America, and Bomney Marsh. In this last- 
named, and fifth, quarter of the globe, a Witch may still be occa- 
sionally discovered in &vourable, t. e,, stormy, seasons, weathering 
Dungeness Point in an ^gshell, or careering on her broomstick over 
Dymchurch wall. A cow may yet be sometimes seen galloping 
like mad, with tail erect, and an old pair of breeches on her horns, 
an unerring guide to the door of the crone whose magic arts have 
drained her udder. I do not, however, remember to have heard 
that any Conjuror has of late been detected in the district. 

Not many miles removed from the verge of this recondite region, 
dtands a collection of houses, which its maligneis call a fishing-town 
and its well-wishers a Watering-place. A limb of one of the Cinque 
Ports, it has (or lately had) a corporation of its own, and has been 
thought considerable enough to give a second title to a noble fiunily. 
Home stood on seven hills ; Folkestone seems to have been built upon 
seventy. Its streets, lanes, and alleys, — fanciful distinctions without 
much real difference, — are agreeable enough to persons who do not 
mind running up and down stairs; and the only inconvenience at 
all felt by such of its inhabitants as are not asthmatic, is when some 
heedless urchin tumbles down a chimney, or an impertinent pedes- 
trian peeps into a garret window. 

At the eastern extremity of the town, on the sea^-beach, and 
scarcely above high-water mark, stood, in the good old times, a row 
of houses then denominated ' Frog-hole.' Modem refinement sub- 
sequently euphonised the name into ' East-street ;' but ' what's in a 
name ?' the encroachments of Ocean have long since levelled all in 
one common ruin. 

Here, in the early part of the seventeenth century, flourished in 
somewhat doubtful reputation, but comparative opulence, a com- 
pounder of medicines, one Master Erasmus Buckthome; the effluvia 
of whose drugs from within, mingling agreeably Avith the 'ancient 
and fish-like smells' from without, wafted a delicious perfumo 
throughout the neighbourhood. 
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At fleven of the clock, on the morning when Mrs. Botherby*s 
nariatiye commences, a stout Suffolk ' punch,' about thirteen hands 
and a half in height^ was slowly led up and down before the door of 
the phannaoopolist by e lean and withered lad, whose appearance 
warranted an opinion, pretty generally expressed, that his master 
found him as useful in experimentalising as in household drudgery ; 
and that, for every pound avoirdupois of solid meat> he swallowed, 
at the least, two pounds troy weight of chemicals and galenicals 
As the town clock struck the quarter, Master Buckthome emergetl 
bom his laboratory, and, putting the key carefully into his pocket, 
mounted the sure-footed cob aforesaid, and proceeded up and down 
the aocllTities and decllTities of the town with tho gravity due to 
his station and professicRi. When he reached the open country, his 
pace was increased to a sedate canter, which, in somewhat more 
than half an hour, brought ' the horse and his rider ' in front of a 
handsome and substantial mansion, the numerous gable-ends and 
bayed windows of which bespoke the owner a man of worship, and 
one well to do in the world. 

'How now, Hodge Gardener? quoth the Leech, scarcely drawing 
bit ; for Punch seemed to be aware that he had reached his destina* 
tioo, and paused of his own accord ; 'How now, man? How fares 
thine employer, worthy Master Marsh ? How hath he done ? How 
hath he slept ? My potion hath done its office ? Ha 1' 

< Alack I ill at ease, worthy sir, ill at ease,' returned the hind ; 
'his honour is up and stirring ; but he hath rested none, and oom- 
plaineth that the same gnawing pain devoureth, as it were, his very 
vitals : in sooth he is ill at ease.' 

' Morrow, doctor !' interrupted a vdoe from a casement opening on 
the lawn. 'Good morrow I I have looked for, longed for, thy 
coming this hour and more ; enter at once ; the pastry and tankard 
are impatient for thine attack !' 

' Marry, Heaven forbid that I should baulk their fancy 1' quoth 
the Leeoh aotto ifoce, as, abandoning the bridle to honest Hodge, he 
dismounted, and followed a buxom-looking handmaiden into the 
breakfast parlour. 

There, at the head of his well-furnished board, sat Master Thomas 
Marsh, of Manton-hall, a yeoman well respected in his degree : one 
of that sturdy and sterling class which, taking rank immediately 
below the Esquire, (a title in its origin purely military,) occupied, 
in the wealthier counties^ the position in society now filled by th« 
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Country Gcatleman. He waa one of those of whom the pro- 
verb mn : 

< A Knight of Gales, 
A Gentleman of Wales, 

And a Laird of the North Goontree : 
A Yeoman of Kent» 
With his yearly rent, 
Will buy them out all three !' 

A cold sirloin, big enongh to frighten a Frenchman,. filled the 
place of honour, oounte^<^ecked by a game-pic of no stinted dimen- 
sions; while a aiWer flagon of ' homming-bub^' — ^yiz. ale strong 
enough to blow a man's beaver off — smiled opposite in treacherous 
amenity. The sideboard groaned beneath sundry massive cups and 
waiters of the purest silver ; while the huge skull of a fiedlow deer, 
with its branching horns, frowned majestically above. All spoke of 
affluence, of comfort, — all save the master, whose restless eye and 
feverish look hinted but too plainly the severest mental or bodily 
disorder. By the side of the proprietor of the mansion sat his coi^ 
sort^ a lady now past the bloom of youth, yet still retaining many of 
its charms. The clear olive of her complexion, and ' the darkness 
of her Andalusian eye,' at once betrayed her foreign origin ; in fact, 
her ' lord and master,' as husbands were even then, by a legal fiction, 
denominated, had taken her to his bosom in a foreign country. 
The cadet of his family, Master Thomas Marsh, had early in life 
been engaged in commerce. In the pursuit of his vocation he had 
visited Antwerp, Hamburg, and most of the Hanse Towns ; and had 
already formed a tender connexion with the orphan offiipring of cue 
of old Alva's officers, when the unexpected deaths of one immediate, 
and two presumptive, heirs placed him next in succession to the 
family acres. He married, and brought home his bride : who, by 
the decease of the venerable possessor, heart-broken at the loss of his 
elder children, became eventually lady of Marston-halL It has 
been said that she was beautiful, yet was her beauty of a character 
that operates on the fancy more than the affections ; she was one to 
be admired rather than loved. The proud curl of her Up, the firm- 
ness of her tread, her arched brow and stately carriage, showed the 
decision, not to say haughtiness, of her soul; while her glances^ 
whether lightening with anger, or melting in extreme softness^ 
betrayed the existence of pafiBions as intense in kind as opposite in 
quality. She rose as Erasmus entered the parlour, and, bestowing 
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on Iiim a look fraught with meaning, quitted the roomy leaving him 
in unrestrained communication with hia patient. 

* 'Fate Greorge, Master Buckthome !' exclaimed the latter, as the 
Leecb drew near, * I will no more of your pharmacy ; — ^bum, bum, 
gnawy gnaw, — I had as lief the foul fiend were in my gizzard as one 
of your drugs. Tell me, in the deTil's name, what is the matter 
vith mel* 

Thus conjured, the practitioner paused, and even turned some- 
what pale. There was a perceptible fialtcring in his voice, as 
evading the question, ho asked, * What say your other physicians ?* 

' Doctor Phiz says it is wind, — ^Doctor Fuz says it is water, — and 
Doctor Buz says it is something between wind and water.* 
^ They are all of them wrong,' said Erasmus Buckthome. 
' Truly, I think so,' returned the patient. * They are manifest 
asses ; but you, good Leech, you are a horse of another colour. The 
world talks loudly of your learning, your skill, and cunning in arts 
the most abstruse ; nay, sooth to say, some look coldly on you thero- 
lore, and stickle not to aver that you are cater-eousin with Beelzebub 
himself.' 

'It is ever the fate of science,' murmured the professor, 'to be 
maligned by the ignorant and superstitious. But a truce with such 
folly ; — ^let me examine your palate.' 

Master Marsh thrust out a tongue long, clear, and red as a beet- 
root. 'There is nothing wrong there,' said the Leech. 'Your 
wrist: — ^no; — ^the pulse is firm and regular, the skin cool and tem- 
perate. Sir, there is nothing the matter with you 1' 

'Nothing the matter with m^ Sir 'Potecary? — ^Butl tell you 
there is the matter with me, — much the matter with me. Why is 
it that something seems ever gnawing at my heart-strings?— 
Whence this pain in the region of the liver ? — Why is it that I sleep 

not o' nights, — ^rest not o' days ? Why ' 

' Ton are fidgety. Master Marsh,' said the doctor. 
Master Marsh's brow grew dark : he half rose from his seat, sup- 
ported himself by both hands on the arms of his elbow chair, and in 
accents of mingled anger and astonishment repeated the word 
'Fidgety !' 

'Ay, fidgety,' returned the doctor, calmly. ' Tut, man, there is 
nought ails thee save thine own overweening fancies. Take less of 
food, more air, put aside thy fiagon, call for thy horse ; be boot and 
saddle the word ! Why, hast thou not youth ? — ' 
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*I have,' said the patient. 

* Wealth and a fair domain ?' 

* Granted,' quoth Marsh, cheerily. 

* And a fair wife ?* 

' Yea,' was the response, but in a tone something less satisfied. 

' Then arouse thee, man, shake off this fantasy, betake thyself to 
thy lawful occasions — use thy good hap, — follow thy pleasures, and 
think no more of these fancied ailments.' 

' But I tell you, master mine, these ailments are not fancied. I 
lose my rest, I loathe my food, my doublet sits loosely on me, — 
these racking pains. My wife, too, when I meet her gaze, the cold 

sweat stands on my forehead, and I could almost think .* 

Marsh paused abruptly, mused a while, then added, looking steadily 
at his visitor, ' These things are not right ; they pass the OQmmoD» 
Master Erasmus Buckthomc.* 

A slight shade crossed the brow of the Leech, but its passage was 
momentary ; his features softened to a smile, in which pity seemed 
slightly blended with contempt. 'Have done with such follies. 
Master Marsh. You are well, an you would but think so. Ride, 
I say, hunt, shoot, do anything, — disperse these melancholic humours^ 
and became yourself again.' 

'Well, I will do your bidding,' said Marsh, thoughtfully. *It 
may be so ; and yet,— but I will do your bidding. Master Cobb of 
Brenzet writes me that he hath a score or two of fat ewes to be sold 
a pennyworth ; I had thought to have sent Balph Looker, but I will 
essay to go myself. Ho, there ! — saddle me the brown mare, and 
bid Ealph be ready to attend me on the gelding.' 

An expression of pain contracted the features of Master Marsh as 
he rose and slowly quitted the apartment to prepare for his journey ; 
while the Leech, having bidden him farewell, vanished through an 
opposite door, and betook himself to the private boudoir of the fair 
mistress of Marston, muttering as he went a quotation from a then 
newly-published play, 

* Not poppy, nor mandragora. 
Nor all the dbx>wsy syrups of the world. 
Shall ever medicine thee to that sweet sleep 
Which thou own'dst yesterday.' 
• • • « 

Of what passed at this interview between the Folkestone 
doctor and the tair Spaniard, Mrs. Botherby declares she oould never 
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obtain any satisfactory elucidation. Not that tradition is silent on 
the subject,-— quite the contrary ; it is the abundance, not paucity, 
d the materials she supplies, and the consequent embarrassment of 
aeleeticoy that makes the difficulty. Some have averred that the 
Leech, whose character, as has been before hinted, was more than 
threadbare, employed his time in teaching her the mode of adminis- 
tering certain noxious compounds, the unconscious partaker whereof 
would pine and die so slowly and gradually as to defy suspicion. 
Others there were who affirmed that Lucifer himself was then and 
there laised in proprid peirwnd, Ynih all his terrible attributes of 
horn and hoof. In support of this assertioUf they adduce the testi- 
mony of the aforesaid buxom housemaid, who protested that the 
Hall smelt that evening like a manufactory of matches. All, how* 
ever, seemed to agree that the confabulation, whether human or 
infernal, was conducted with profound secrecy, and protracted to a 
considerable length; that its object, as &r as could be divined, 
meant anything but good to the head of the family; that the lady, 
moreover, was heartily tired of her husband ; and that, in the event 
of his removal by disease or casualty. Master Erasmus Buckthome, 
albeit a gi^t philccophist, would have no violent objection to 
'^iiow physic to the dogs,* and exchange his laboratory for the 
estate of Marston, its live stock included. Some, too, have inferred 
that to him did Madame Isabel seriously incline ; while others have 
thought, induced perhaps by subsequent events, that she was merely 
using him for her purposes ; that one Jos^ a tall, bright^yed, hook- 
nosed stripling from her native land, was a personage not unlikely 
to pat a spoke in the doctor's wheel ; and that, should such a chanco 
arise, the Sage, wise as he was, would, after all, run no slight risk of 
being * bamboozled.' 

Master Joed was a youth well-favoured, and comely to look upon. 
His office was that of page to the dame ; an office which, after long 
remaining in abeyance, has been of late years revived, as may well 
be seen in the persons of sundry smart hobbledehoys, now constantly 
to be met with on staircases and in boudoirs, clad, for the most 
part, in garments fitted tightly to the shape, the lower moiety 
adorned with a broad stripe of crimson or silver lace, and the upper 
with what the first Wit of our times has described as 'a favourable 
eruption of buttons.' The precise duties of this employment have 
never, as far as we have heard, been accumtcly defined. The pep- 
fnmini' a handkerchief, the combing a lap^og, and the occasional 
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presentatiQii of a sippct^aped hUlet doux^ are, and always have 
been, among them ; but these a young gentleman standing five foot 
ten, and aged nineteen * last giasa^' might well bo supposed to have 
outgrown. Jos^ however, kept his plaoe^ perhaps because he was 
not fit for any other. To the conferenoe between his mistress and 
the physiciaQ he had not been admitted ; his post was to keep watch 
and ward in the anto-room ; and, when the interview was concluded, 
he attended the lady and her visitor as flEir as the court-yard, where 
he held, with all due respect, the sUrrup for the latter, as he onco 
more resumed his position on the back of Punch. 

Who is it that says, ' little pitchers ha^e laige ears ?' Some deep 
metaphysiciaa of the potteries, who might have added that they 
have also quick eyes, and sometimes silent tongues. There was a 
little metaphorical piece of crockery of this class, who^ screened by 
a huge elbow-chair, had sat a quiet and unobserved spectator of the 
whole proceedings between her mamma and Master Erasmus 
Buckthcxne. This was Miss Marian Marsh, a rosy-cheeked laughter- 
loving imp of some six years old ; but one who could be mute as a 
mouse when the fit was on her. A handsome and highly-polished 
cabinet of the darkest ebony occupied a recess at one end of the 
apartment; this had long been a groat subject of speculation to 
little Miss. Her curiosity, however, had always been repelled ; nor 
had all her coaxing even won her an inspection of the thousand and 
one pretty things which its recesses no doubt oon^ainftd. On this 
occasion it was unlocked, and Marian was about to rush forward in 
eager anticipation of a peep at its interior, when, child as she was, 
the reflection struck her that she would stand a better chance ol 
canying her point by remaining perdue. Fortune for <xice iavoojcd 
her: she crouched closer than before, and saw her mother take 
something from one of the drawers, which she handed over to the 
Leech. Strange mutterings followed, and words whose sound was 
foreign to her youthful eani. Had she been older, their import, per- 
haps, might have been equally unknown. After a while there was 
a pause; and then the lady, as in answer to a requisition finom the 
gentleman, placed in his hand a something which she took fnan her 
toilet The transaction, whatever its nature, seemed now to be com- 
plete, and the article was carefully replaced in the drawer from 
which it had been taken. A long, and apparently interesting, con* 
versation then took place between the parties, carried on in a low 
tone. At its termination. Mistress Marsh and Master Erasmun 
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Bcekihonie quitted the boudoir together. But the cabinet] — ay, 
that was left unfastened ; the folding-doors still remained invitingly 
expanded, the bunch of keys dangling from the lock. In an instant 
the spoiled child was in a chair; the drawer so recently closed, 
yielded at <mce to her hand, and her hurried researches were re- 
warded by the prettiest little waxen doll imaginable. It was a firet- 
rate prize, and Miss lost no time in appropriating it to herself. 
Long before Madame Marsh had returned to her Sanctum, Marian 
was seated under a laurestinus in the garden, nursing her new baby 
witli the most affectionate solicitude. 

• • • • 

'Susan, look here ; see what a nasty scratch I have got upon my 
hand,' said the young lady, when routed out at length from her 
hiding-'plaoe to her noontide meal. 

' Yes, Miss, this is always the way with you ! mend, mend, mend, 
— ^nothing but mend I Scrambling about among the bushes, and 
tearing your clothes to rags. What with yon, and with madam's 
fiuthingales and kirtles, a poor bower-maiden has a fine time of it I 

*Bat I have not torn my clothes> Susan, and it was not the 
boshes; it was the doll: only see what a great ugly pin I have 
pulled out of it ( and look, here is another I' As she spoke, Marian 
drew forth one of those extended pieces of black pointed wire, with 
whidi, in the days of toupees and pompoons, our fore-mothers were 
wont to seenro their fly-caps and head-gear from the impertinent 
asBanlts of ' Zephyrus and the Little Breezes.' 

' And pray. Miss, where did you get this pretty doll, as you call 
it? asked Susan, turning over the puppet, and viewing it vrith a 
scrutinising eye. 

* Mamma gave it me,' said the child. — This was a fib I 

* Indeed !' quoth the girl thoughtfully ; and then, in half soliloquy, 
and a lower key, ' Well 1 I wish I may die if it doesn't look like 
master! — ^But come to your dinner, Miss I Hark ! the 6ett w thrik^ 
ing One I 

Meanwhile Master Thomas Marsh, and his man Balph, were 
threading the devious paths^ then, as now, most peeudonymously 
dignified with the name of roads, that wound between Marston Hall 
and the frontier of Bomney Marsh. Their progress was ccmpaxar 
tively slow ; for though the brown mare was as good a roadster as 
man might back, and the gelding no mean nag of his hands, yet the 
tractS) rarely traversed save by the rude waius of the day, miry in 
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the * bottoms,* and covered with loose and rolling stones on the 
higher grounds, rendered barely passable the perpetual alternation of 
hill and valley. 

The master rode on in pain, and the man in listlessness ; althoogL 
the intercoarse between two individuals so situated was mnch less 
restrained in those days than might suit the refinement of a later 
age, little passed approximating to oonversation beyond an occasioiuU 
and halfHBtifled groan from the one, or a vacant whistle from the 
other. An hour's riding had brought them among the woods of 
Acryse ; and they were about to descend one of those green and leafy 
lanes, rendered by matted and overarching branches alike imper^ 
vious to shower or sunbeam, when a sudden and violent spasm seized 
on Master liarsh, and nearly caused him to fall from his horse. 
With some difficulty he succeeded in dismounting, and seating him- 
self by the road side. Here he remained for a full half-hour in 
great apparent agony ; the cold sweat rolled in large round drops 
adown his clammy forehead, a universal shivering palsied every 
limb^ his eye-baUs appeared to be starting itam their sockets, and to 
his attached, though dull and heavy serving-man, he seemed as one 
struggling in the pangs of impending dissolution. His groans rose 
thick and frequent ; and the alarmed Balph was hesitating between 
his disinclination to leave him, and his desire to procure such assist- 
ance as one of the few cottages, rarely sprinkled in that wild country, 
might afford, when, after a long-drawn sigh, his master's features 
as suddenly relaxed ; he declared himself better, the pang had 
passed away, and, to use his own expression, he ' felt as if a knife 
had been drawn from out his very heart.' With Ralph's assiatande^ 
after a while, he again reached his saddle ; and though still ill at 
ease, from a deep-seated and gnawing pain, which ceased not, as he 
averred, to torment him, the violence of the paroxysm was spent, 
and it returned no more. 

Master and man pursued their way with increased speed, as 
emerging from the wooded defiles, they at length neared the coast ; 
then, leaving the romantic castle of Saltwood, with its neighbouring 
town of Hlthe, a little on their left, they proceeded along the ancient 
paved causeway, and, crossing the old Roman road, or Watling^ 
plunged again into the woods that stretched between Lympne and 
Ostenhanger. 

The sun rode high in the heavens, and its meridian blaze was 
powerfully felt by man and horse, when, again quitting their leafy 
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Dovert, the traYellers debcmched on the open plain of Aldington 
Frith, a ^de tract of nnencloeed country stretching down to the 
Tery borders of ' the Marsh ' itself. 

Here it was, in the neighbouring chapelry, the site of which may 
yet be traced by the cnrions antiquary, that Elizabeth Barton, the 
* Holy llaid of Kent,' had, something less than a hundred years 
Xyrevious to the period of our narrative, commenced that series of 
supernatural pranks which eventually procured for her head an 
nnenvied elevation upon London Bridge; and thoi^h the parish 
bad since enjoyed the benefit of the incumbency of Master Erasmus's 
iUnstrious and enlightened Namesake, still, truth to tell, some of the 
old leaven was even yet supposed to be at work. The place had, in 
iact, an ill name ; and, though Popish miracles had ceased to electrify 
its denizens, spells and charms, operating by a no less wondrous 
agency, were said to have taken their place. Warlocks, and other 
Tinboly subjects of Satan, were reported to make its wild recesses 
their favourite rendezvous, and that to an extent which eventually 
attracted the notice of no less a person than the sagacious Matthew 
Hopkins himself, Witchfinder-Gkneral to the British Government. 

A great portion of the Frith, or Fright, as the name was then, 
snd is still, pronounced, had formerly been a Chase, with rights of 
Ftee-warren, Ac., appertaining to the Archbishops of the Province. 
Since the Beformation, however, it had been disparked; and when 
Master Thomas Marsh, and his man Balph, entered upon its confines, 
the open greensward exhibited a lively scene, sufficiently explana- 
tory of certain sounds that had already reached their ean while yet 
within the sylvan screen that concealed their origin. 

It was Fairniay : booths, stalls, and all the rude jparapliemalia of 
■n assembly that then met as much for the purposes of traffic as 
festivity, were scattered irregularly over the turf; pedlars with their 
packs, horse-croupeiB, pig-merchants, itinerant venders of crockery 
and cutlery, wandered promiscuously among the mingled groups, 
exposing their several wares and commodities, and soliciting custom. 
On one side was the gaudy riband, making its mute appeal to rustic 
gallantry ; on the other the delicious brandy-ball and alluring lolli- 
pop, compounded after the most approved receipt in the 'True 
(Gentlewoman's Garland,' and ' raising the waters ' in the mouth of 
many an expectant urchin. 

Nor were rami sports wanting to those whom pleasure, rather 
than badness^ had drawn from their humble homes. Here was the 
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tall and slippeiv pole, glittering in its grease, and croivned with the 
ample cheese, that mocked the hopes of the discomfited climber. 
There the fugitive pippin, swimming in water not of the purest^ and 
bobbing from the expanded lips of the juvenile Tantalus. In this 
quarter the ear was pierced by squeaks from some beleaguered 
porker, whisking his well-soaped tail from the gnusp of one already 
in finncy his captor. In that, the eye rested, with undisguised 
delight, upon the grimaces of grinning candidates for the honours 
of the horse-collar. All was fun, frolic, courtdiip^ junketing, and 
jollity. 

Maid Marian, indeed, with her lieges, Bobin Hood, Scarlet, and 
Little John, was wanting ; Friar Tuck was absent; even the Hobby- 
horse had disappeared : but the agile Morris-dancers yet were there, 
and jingled their bells merrily among stalls well stored with ginger- 
bread, tops, whips, whistles, and all those noisy instruments of 
domestic torture in which scenes like these are even now so fertile. 
—Had I a foe whom I held at deadliest feud, I would entice his 
favourite child to a Fair, and buy him a Whistle and a Penny- 
trumpet. 

In one comer of the green, a little apart from the thickest of the 
throng, stood a small square stage, nearly level with the chins of 
the spectators, whose repeated bursts of laughter seemed to inti- 
mate the presence of something more than usually amusing. The 
platform was divided into two unequal portions; the smaller of 
which, surrounded by curtains of a coarse canvas, veiled from. 
the eyes of the profane the jpenetraOa of this moveable temple of 
Esculapius, for such it was. Within its interior, and secure from 
vulgar curiosity, the Quack-salver had hitherto kept himself en- 
sconced ; occupied, no doubt, in the preparation and arrangement of 
that wonderful panacea which was hereafter to shed the blessings of 
health among the admiring crowd. Meanwhile his attendant Jack- 
puddiDg was busily employed on ihe proscenium, doing his best to 
attract attention by a practical faoetiousnesB which took wonderfully 
with the spectators, interspersing it with the melodious notes of a 
huge cow*8 horn. The fellow's costume varied but little in character 
from that in which the late (alas I that we should have to write tho 
word — ^late 1) Mr. Joseph Grimaldi was accustomed to present him* 
self before 'a generous and enlightened public;' the principal dif« 
ferenco consisted in this, that the upper garment was a long white 
tunic of a coarse linen, surmounted by a caricature of the mS then 
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kat falling into disuse, and was secured from the throat downwards 
by a single row of broad white metal battons ; and his legs were 
cased in loose wide troiiseis of the same material ; while his sleeyes, 
prolonged to a most disproportionate extent, descended far below 
tho fingers, and acted as flappers in the somersets and caracoles, 
with which he diversified and enlivened his antics. Consummate 
impudence, not altogether unmixed with a certain sly humour, 
sparkled in his eye through the chalk and ochre with which his 
features were plentifully bedaubed ; and especially displayed itself 
in a suoccssion of jokes, the coarseness of which did not seem to 
detract from their merit in the eyes of his applauding audience. 

fie was in the midst of a long and animated harangue explanatory 
of his master's high pretensions ; he had informed his gaping auditors 
that the latter was the seventh son of a seventh son, and of course, as 
they very well knew, an Unborn Doctor; that to this happy acci- 
dent of birth he added the advantage of most extensive travel ; that 
in his search after science he had not only perambulated the whole 
of this world, but had trespassed on the boundaries of the next; 
that the depths of the Ocean and the bowels of the Earth were 
alike fj^TttilinT to him ; that besides salves and cataplasms of sove- 
reign virtue^ by combining sundry mosses, gathered many thousand 
fathoms below the surface of the sea, with certain unknown drugs 
found in an undiscovered island, and boiling the whole in the lava of 
Vesuvius, he had succeeded in producing his celebrated balsam of 
Crackapanoko^ the never-failing remedy for all human disorders, 
and whichy a proper trial allowed, would go near to reanimate tho 
dead. ' Draw near !' continued the worthy, ' draw near, my masters ! 
and yon, my good mistresses, draw near, every one of you. Fear 
not high and haughty carriage : though greater than King or Kaiser, 
yet is the mighty Aldrovando milder than mother's milk ; flint to 
the proud, to the humble he is as melting wax ; he asks not your 
disorders, he sees them himself at a glance— nay, without a glance ; 
he tells your ailments with his eyes shut ! — Draw near I draw near 1 
the more incurable tho better I List to the illustrious Doctor Al- 
drovando^ first physician to Prester John, Leech to the Grand Llama, 
and Hakim in Ordinary to Mustapha Muley Bey 1' 

' Hath your master ever a charm for the tooth-ache, an't please 
yon ? asked an elderly countryman, whose swollen cheek bespoke 
bis interest in the question. 

' A charm I — a thousand, and every one of them infallible. Tooth- 
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acbe, quotha I I hod hoped you had come with eveiy bone in you^ 
hody fractured or out of joint. A toothache ! — propound a tester, 
master o' mine — we ask not more for such trifles : do my bidding 
and tliy jaws, even with the word, shall cease to trouble thee I' 

The down, fumbling a whil6 in a deep leathern purse, at length 
produced a sixpence, which he tendered to the "jester. 'Now to thj 
master, and bring me the charm forthwith.' 

* Nay, honest man ; to disturb the mighty Aldrovando on such 
slight occasion were pity of my life: areed my counsel aright, 
and I will wanunt thee for the nonce. Hie thee home, friend; 
infuse this powder in cold spring-water, fill thy mouth with tho 
mixture, and sit upon thy fire till it boils 1* 

' Out on thee for a pestilent knave I' cried tho cozened country- 
man; but the roar of merriment around bespoke tho bystanden 
well-pleased with the jape put upon him. He retired, yenting his 
spleen in audible murmurs ; and the mountebank, finding the feelings 
of the mob enlisted on his side, waxed more impudent every instant, 
filling up the intervals between his fooleries with sundry capers and 
contortions and discordant notes from the cow's horn. 

' Draw near, draw near, my masters I Here have ye a remedy 
for every evil under the sun, moral, physical, natural, and super- 
natural I Hath any man a termtigant wife ? — ^here is that will tame 
her presently 1 Hath any one a smoky chinmey ? — Here is an incon- 
tinent cure I* 

To the first infliction no man ventured to plead guilty, though 
there were those standing by who thought their neighbours might 
have profited withal. For the last-named recipe started forth at 
least half a dozen candidates. With the greatest gravity imaginable, 
Pierrot, having pocketed their groats, delivered to each a small 
packet curiously folded and closely sealed, containing, as he averred, 
directions which, if truly observed, would preclude any chimney from 
smoking for a whole year. They whose curiosity led them to dive 
into the mystery, found that a sprig of moimtain ash culled by 
moonlight wob the charm recommended, coupled, however, with the 
proviso that no fire should be lighted on the hearth during its exercise. 

The frequent bursts of merriment proceeding from this quarter at 
length attracted the attention of Master Marsh, whose line of road 
necessarily brought him near this end of the fair ; he drew bit in 
front of the stage just as its noisy occupant, having laid aside his for- 
midable horn, was drawing still more largely on the amazement of 
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'Uie public ' by a feat of especial wonder, — ^he w.u eating firol 
Curiodty mingled with astonishment was at its height; and feelings 
not unallied to alann were beginning to manifest themselves, among 
the softer sex especially, ss they gazed on the flames that issued 
from the mouth of the living volcano. All eyes, indeed, were fixed 
upon the fire-eater with an intentness that left no room for observing 
another worthy who had now emerged upon the scene. This was, 
however, no less a personage than the Deua ex machindt — ^the illus- 
trious Aldxovando himself! 

Short in stature and spare in form, the sage had somewhat in- 
creased the former by a steeple-crowned hat adorned with a cock's 
ii9Bther; while the thick shoulder-padding of a quilted doublet^ 
surmounted by a falling band, added a little to his personal im- 
portance in point of breadth. His habit was composed throughout 
of black serge, relieved with scarlet slashes in the sleeves and trunks ; 
red was the feather in his hat, red were the roses in his shoes, which 
rejoiced moreover in a pair of red heels. The lining of a short cloak 
of faded velvet, that hung transversely over his left shoulder, was 
also red. Indeed, from all that we could ever see or hear, this agree* 
able alternation of red and black appears to be the mixture of colours 
most approved at the court of Beelzebub^ and the one most gener- 
ally adopted by his friends and fiEivourites. His features were sharp 
and shrewd, and a fire sparkled in his keen grey eye, much at vari- 
ance with the wrinkles that ran their irregular furrows above his 
prominent and bushy brows. He had advanced slowly from behind 
his screen while the attention of the multitude was absorbed by the 
pyrotechnics of Mr. Menyman, and stationing himself at the extreme 
comer of the stage, stood quietly leaning on a crutch-handle walking- 
staff of blackest ebony, his glance steadily fixed on the £Eice of Marsh, 
from whose countenance the amusement he had insensibly begun to 
derive had not succeeded in removing all traces of bodily pain. 

For a while the latter vras unobservant of the inquisitorial survey 
with which he was regarded ; the eyes of the parties, however, at 
length met. The brown mare had a fine shoulder; she stood pretty 
nearly sixteen hands. Marsh himself, though slightly bowed by ill* 
healtii and the ' coming autumn ' of life, was full six feet in height. 
His elevation giving him an unobstructed view over the heads of the 
pedestrians, he had naturally fallen into the rear of the assembly, 
which brought him close to the diminutive Doctor, with whose face, 
despite the red heels, his own was about upon a leveL 

a 
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'And what makes Master Marsh here ? what sees he in the mnm- 
meries of a miserahle bufibon to divert him when his life is in jeo- 
pardy ?* said a shrill cracked voice that sounded as in his very ear. 
It was the Doctor who spoke. 

'Knowest thou me, friend?* said Marsh, scanning with awakened 
interest the figure of his questioner: 'I call thee not to mind; and 
yet — stay, where have we met? 

* It skills not to declare,' was the answer ; ' suffice it we Tiave met 
—in other climes perchance— and now meet happily again — ^happily 
at least for thee.' 

* Why truly the trick of thy countenance reminds me of somewhat 
I have seen before ; where or when I know not : but what wouldst 
thou with me ?* 

'Kay, rather what wouldst thou here, Thomas Marsh? What 
wouldst thou on the Frith of Aldington ? Is it a score or two of 
paltiy sheep? or is it something nearer to thy heart f 

Marsh started as the last words were pronounced with more thaa 
common significance : a pang shot through him at the moment, and 
the vinegar aspect of the charlatan seemed to relax into a smile half 
compassionate, half sardonic. 

'Grammercy,' quoth Marsh, after a long-drawn breath, *what 
knowest thou of me, fellow, or of my concerns ? What knowest 
thou * 

* This know I, Master Thomas Marsh,' said the stranger, gravely, 
<that thy life is even now perilled, evil practices are against thee; 
but no matter, thou art quit for the nonce— other hands than mine 
have saved thee I Thy pains are over. Hark 1 the dock strikes One I ' 
As he spoke, a single toll from the bell-tower of Bilsington came, 
wafted by the western breeze, over the thicknset and lofty oaks which 
intervened between the Frith and what had been once a priory. 
Doctor Aldrovando turned as the sound came floating on the wind, 
and was moving, as if half in anger, towards the other side of the 
stage, where the mountebank, his fires extinct, was now disgorging 
to the admiring crowd yard after yard of gaudy-coloured riband. 

•Stay I Nay, prithee stay!* cried Marsh, eagerly, *Iwas wrong; 
in faith I was. A change, and that a sudden and most marvellous, 
hath indeed come over me; I am free; I breathe again; I feel as 
though a load sf years had been removed ; and, is it possible ?— hast 
thou done this?* 

'Thomas Marsh !* said the Doctor, pausing, and turning for the 
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moment oo his heel, 'I have not: I repeat, that other and more 
innocent hands than mine have done this deed. Nevertheless, heed 
my counsel well I Thou art parlously encompassed ; I, and I only, 
hsTo the means of relieving thee. Follow thy ooanes ; porsue thy 
journey ; hot as thon vainest life and more than life, be at the foot 
of yonder woody knoll what time the rising moon throws her first 
beam upoa the bare and blighted summit that towers above its 
trees.* 

He crossed abruptly to the opposite quarter of the scaffolding, and 
wa3 in an instant deeply engaged in listening to those whom the 
cow's horn had attracted, and in prescribing for their real or £uicied 
ailments. Vain were all Marsh's efforts again to attract his notice; 
it was evident that he studiously avoided him ; and when, after an 
hour or more spent in useless endeavour, he saw the object of his 
anxiety seclude himself once more within his canvas screen, he rode 
slowly and thoughtfully off the field. 

What should he do ? Was the man a mere quack ? an impostor ? 
His name thus obtained ! that might be easily done. But then, his 
secret griefii : the Doctor's knowledge of them ; their cure ; for ho 
felt that his pains were gone, his healthful feelings restored ! 

True ; Aldrovando, if that were his name, had disclaimed all co- 
operation in his recovery ; but he knew, or he at least announced it. 
Nay, more ; he had hinted that he was yet in jeopardy ; that prac- 
ticed—and the chord sounded strangely in unison with one that had 
before vibrated within him — ^that practices were in operation against 
his life ! It was enough 1 He would kept tryst with the Conjuror, 
if conjuror he were ; and, at least, ascertain who and what he was, 
and how he had become acquainted with his own person and secret 
afflictions. 

When the late Mr. Pitt was determined to keep out Buonaparte, 
and prevent his gaining a settlement in the county of Kent, among 
other ingenious devices adopted for that purpose, he caused to be con- 
structed what was then, and has ever since been conventionally 
termed a 'MlUtary Canal.' This is not a very practicable ditch, 
some thirty feet wide, and nearly nine feet deep, in the middle, ex- 
tending from the town and port of Hithe to within 'a mile of the 
town and port of Bye, a distance of about twenty miles ; and forming, 
as it were, the cord of a bow, the arc of which constitutes that remote 
fifth quarter of the globe spoken of by travellorB. Trivial objections 
tc the plan were made at the time by cavillers ; and an old gentie> 
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luan of tho neighbourhood, ivho proposed as a cheap sahstitute, to 
put down his own oocked-hat upon a pole, was deservedly pooh- 
pooh'd down ; in fact, the job, though rather an ezpensiye one, waa 
found to answer remarkably well. The French managed, indeed, to 
scramble over the Bhine, and the Bhone, and other insignifioant 
currents; but they never did, or could, pass Mr. Pittas 'Military 
Canal.' At no great distance from the centre of this cord rises 
abruptly a sort of woody promontory, in shape almost conical; its 
sides covered with thick underwood, above which is seen a bare and 
brown summit rising like an Alp in miniature. The ' defence of the 
nation' not being then in existence, Master Marsh met with no 
obstruction in reaching this place of appointment long before the 
time prescribed. 

So much, indeed, was his mind occupied by his adventure and 
extraordinary cure, that his original design had been abandoned, 
and Master Gobbe remained unvisited. A rude hostel in the neigh- 
bourhood furnished entertainment for man and horse ; and here, a 
full hour before the rising of the moon, he left Balph and the other 
beasts, proceeding to his rendezvous on foot and alone. 

' You are punctual, Master Marsh,' squeaked the shrill voice of the 
Doctor, issuing from the thicket as the first silvery gleam trembled on 
the aspens above. 
' Tie well : now follow me, and in silence.' 
The first part of the command Marsh hesitated not to obey ; the 
second was more difficult of observance. 

' Who and what are you ? Whither are you leading me ?' burst 
not unnaturally from his lips ; but all question was at once cut 
short by the peremptory tones of his guide. 

' Hu^ I I say ; your finger on your lip, there be hawks abroad ; 
follow me, and that silently and quickly.' The little man turned 
as he spoke, and led the way through a scarcely perceptible path, or 
track, which wound among the underwood. The lapse of a few 
minutes brought them to the door of a low building so hidden by 
the surrounding trees that few would have suspected its existence. 
It was a cottage of rather extraordinary dimensions, but consisting 
of only one floor. Ko smoke- rose from its solitary chimney ; no 
cheering ray streamed from its single window, which was, however, 
secured by a shutter of such thickness as to preclude the possibility 
of any stray beam issuing from within. The exact size of the 
building it was, in that uncertain light, difficult to distinguish, a 
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portion of it seeming buried in the wcxxl behind. Tho door gay9 
iray on the application of a key, and Maish followed his conductoi 
molntely, but cautiously, along a narrow passage, feebly lighted by 
a small taper that winked and twinkled at its farther extremity. 
The Doctor, as he approached, laised it from tho ground, and, 
opening an adjoining door, ushered his guest into the room beyond. 

It was a large and oddly furnished apartment, insufficiently 
lighted by an iron lamp that hung from tho roof^ and scarcely illu- 
mined the walls and angles, which seemed to be composed of some 
dark-coloored wood. On one side, however. Master Marsh could 
djaoover an article bearing strong resemblance to a coffin ; on the 
other was a large oval mirror in an ebony frame, and in the midst of 
the floor was described, in red chalk, a double circle, about six feet 
in diameter, its inner verge inscribed with sundry hieroglyphics, 
agreeably relieved at intervals with an alternation of skulls and 
crosB-bones. In the very centre was deposited one skull of such 
sorpassing size and thickness as would have filled the soul of a 
Spoizheim or De Yille with wonderment. A large book, a naked 
sword, an hour-glass, a chafing-dish, and a black cat, completed tho 
list of movables ; with the exception of a couple of tapers which 
stood on each side of the mirror, and which the strange gentleman 
now proceeded to light from the one in his hand. As they flared 
up with what Marsh thought a most unnatural brilliancy, he per- 
ceived, reflected in the glass behind, a dial suspended over the 
ooffin-like article already mentioned : tho hand was fast verging 
towards the hour of nine. The eyes of the Uttle Doctor seemed 
riveted on the horologe. 

' Now strip thee. Master Marsh, and that quickly : untruss, I say I 
diacard thy boots, doff doublet and hose, and place thyself inconti- 
nent in yonder bath.' 

The visitor cast his eyes again upon the formidable-looking article, 
and perceived that it was nearly filled with water. A cold bath, 
at such an hour and under such auspices, was anything but in- 
viting : he hesitated, and turned his eyes alternately on the Doctor 
and the Black Cat 

* Trifle not the time, man, an you be wise,' said the former. 
'Paasian of my heart! let but yon minute-hand reach the hour, 
and thou not immersed, thy life were not worth a pin's fee I' 

The Black Gat gave vent to a single mew, —a most minatural sound 
for a mouser, — ^it seemed as it were mewed through a cow's hern. 
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'Quick, Master Manhl uncafle, or you perish T repeated his 
strange hoBt^ throwing as he spoke a handful of some dingy-looking 
powdeiB into the brasier. ' Behold the attack is begun V A thick 
cloud rose from the embers ; a cold shiyering shook the astonished 
Yeoman ; sharp pricking pains p^etratcd his ankles and the palms 
of his hands, and, as the smoke cleared away, he distinctly saw and 
recognised in the mirror the boudoir of Marston Hall. 

The doors of the well-known ebony cabinet were closed; but 
fixed against them, and standing out in strong relief from the con- 
trast afforded by the sable background, was a waxen image — of 
himself 1 It appeared to be secured, and sustained in an upright 
posture, by large black pins driven through the feet and palms, tho 
latter of which were extended in a cruciform'position* To the right 
and left stood his wife and Jos^; in the middle, with his back 
towards him, was a figure which he had no difficulty in recognising 
as that of the Leech of Folke''tone. The latter had just succeeded 
in fastening the dexter hand of tho imago, and was now in the act 
of drawing a broad and keen-edged sabre from its sheath. The 
Black Gat mewed again. ' Haste, or you die !' said the Doctor, — 
Marsh looked at the dial ; it wanted but four minutes of nine : ho 
felt that the crisis of his fate was come. Off went his heavy boots ; 
doublet to the right, galligaskins to the left ; never was man more 
swiftly disrobed. In two minutes, to use an Indian expression, ' ho 
was all face I' in another he was on his back, and up to his chin, in 
a bath which smelt strongly as of brimstone and garlic. 

'Heed weU the clock T cried the Conjuror: ' with the first stroke 
of Nine plunge thy head beneath the water, suffer not a hair above 
the surfaoo : plunge deeply, or thou art lost I' 

The little man had seated himself in the centre of the circle upon 
tho large skull, elevating his legs at an angle of forty-five degrees. 
In this position ho spun round with a velocity to be equalled only 
by that of a tee-totum, the red roses on his insteps seeming to 
describe a circle of fire. The best buckskins that ever mounted at 
Melton had soon yielded to such rotatoiy friction — but he spun on 
— tho cat mewed, bats and obscene birds fluttered overhead ; Eras- 
mus was seen to raise his weapon, the clock struck I — and Marsh, 
who had ' ducked ' at the instant^ popped up his head again, spitting 
and sputtering, half'Kshoked with the infernal solution, which had 
insinuated itself into his mouth, and cars, and nose. All disgust at 
his nauseous dip, was, however, at once removed, when, casting his 
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eya on the glasB, he law the congtematiozi of the party whose per- 
acme it exhibited. Engmns had evidcmtlj made his blow and 
£uled ; the figoie was nnmntilated ; the hilt remained in the hand 
of the striker, while the ahivered blade lay in shining fragment on 
the floor. 

The Conjnror ceased his spinning, and brooght himself to an 
anchor; the Black Gat purred,— its purring seemed strangely mixed 
with the self-satisfied chuckle of a human being. Where had 
Marah heud something like it before? 

He was rising from his unsavoury couch, when a motion from tho 
little man checked him. 'Best where you are, Thomas Marsh; so 
hi all goes well, but the danger is not yet over I' Ho looked again, 
and perceived that the shadowy triumvirate were in deep and eager 
consultation ; the fragments of the shattered weapon appeared to nn- 
deigo a close scrutiny. The result was clearly unsatisfactory ; the 
lips of the parties moved rapidly, and much gesticulation might be 
observed, but no sound fell upon the ear. The hand of the dial had 
nearly reached the quarter: at once the parties separated: and 
Bnckthome stood again before the figure. Ids hand armed with a 
long and sharp-pointed muerieordey a dagger little in use of late, 
but such as, a century before, often performed the part cl a modem 
oyster-knife, in tickling the osteology of a dismounted cavalier 
through the shelly defences of his plate armour. Again he raised 
his arm. 'Duck I' roared the Doctor, spinning away upon his 
oephalic pivot : — the Black Gftt cocked his tail, and seemed to mew 
the word 'DuckT Down went Master Marsh's head; one of his 
hands had unluckily been resting on the edge of the bath : he drew 
it hastily in, but not altogether scatheless ; the stump of a rusty nail, 
projecting from the margin of the bath, had caught and slightly 
grazed it. The pain was more acute than is usually produced by 
sndi trivial accidents; and Marsh, on once more raising his heady 
beheld the dagger of the Leech sticking in the little finger of the 
wax figure, which it had seemingly nailed to the cabinet door. 

*By my truly, a scape o'the narrowest 1* quoth the Conjuror: 
'the next course, dive you not the readier, there is no more life in 
j(n than in a pickled herring. What 1 courage, Master Marah ; but 
bo heedful ; an they miss again, let them Inde the issue I' 

He drew his hand athwart his brow as he spoke, and dashed off 
the perspiration, v^hich the violence of his exercise had drawn from 
every pore. Black Tom sprang upon the edge of the bath, and 
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staled full in the fiAce of the bather : his seargreen eyes were km- 
beiit with unholy fire, but their marrellous obliquity of vision was 
not to be mistaken ; — ^the very countenance too ! Could it be ? — ^tho 
features were feline, but their expression was that of the Jack 
Pudding I Was the mountebank a cat ? or the cat a mountebank ? 
-—it was all a mystery ; — and Heaven knows how long Marsh might 
have continued staring at Grimalkin, had not his attention been 
again called by Aldrovando to the magic mirror. 

Great dissatisfaction, not to say dismay, seemed now to pervade 
the conspirators ; Dame Isabel was closely inspecting the figure's 
wounded hand, while Jos^ was aiding the pharmacopolist to charge 
a huge petronel with powder and bullets. The load was a heavy 
one ; but Erasmus seemed determined this time to make sure of his 
object. Somewhat of trepidation might be observed in his manner 
as ho rammed down the balls, and his withered cheek appeared to 
have acquired an increase of paleness; but amazement rather than 
fear was the prevailing symptom, and his countenance betrayed no 
jot of irresolution. As the clock was about to chime half-past nine, 
he planted himself with a firm foot in front of the image, waved 
his unoccupied hand with a cautionaiy gesture to his companions^ 
and, as they hastily retired on either side, brought the muszle of his 
weapon within half a foot of his mark. As the shadowy form was 
about to draw the trigger. Marsh again plunged his head beneath 
the surface ; and the sound of an explosion, as of fire-arms, mingled 
with the rush of water that poured into his ears. His immersion was 
but momentary, yet did he feel as though half suffocated: he 
sprang from the bath, and, as his eye fell on the mirror, he saw,— or 
thought he saw, — the Leech of Folkestone lying dead on the floor of 
his wife's boudoir, his head shattered to pieces, and his hand stili 
grasping the stock of a buisten petroneL 

He saw no more ; his head swam ; his senses reeled, the whole 
zoom was turning round, and, as he fell to the groond, the last im* 
pressions to which he was conscious were the chucklings of a. hoarse 
laughter, and the mewings of a tom cat I 

Master Marsh was found the next morning by his bewildered 
aerving-man, stretched before the door of the humble hostel as 
which he sojourned. His clothes were somewhat tom and much 
bemired ; and deeply did honest Ralph marvel that one so staid and 
grave as Master Marsh of Marston should thus have played the 
roisterer, TOi8ffi"g;> perchance^ a profitable bargain for the drunken 
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Qigiiai of midnight wasBail, or the cndearmeato of some roBtie light* 
o*4oTe. Tenfold was his agtoninhment increased when, after le* 
tiacing in ailenoe their journey of the preceding day, the Hall, on 
their azriTal abont noon, was found in a state of uttermost confusion. 
No wife stood there to greet with the smile of bland affection her 
letoming spouse; no pigo to hold his stirrup, or receive his gloves, 
hti hat, and riding-rod. The doon were open, the rooms in most 
admired discnrder ; men and maidens peeping, hurrying hither and 
thither, and popping in and out, like rabbits in a warren. The lady 
of the mansion was nowhere to be found. 

Joe^ too, had disappeared ; the latter had been last seen riding 
furiously towards Folkestone early in the preceding afternoon : to a 
question from Hodge Ghirdener he had hastily answered, that he bore 
a missive of moment from his mistress. The lean apprentice of 
Erasmus Buckthome declared that the page had summoned his 
master, in haste, about six of the clock, and that they had rode 
forth together, as he verily believed, on their way back to the Hall, 
where he had supposed Master Buckthome's services to be suddenly 
required on some pressing emergency. Since that time he had seen 
nought of either of them : the grey cob, however, had returned late 
at night, masterless^ with his girths loose and the saddle turned 
upside down. 

Nor was Master Erasmus Buckthome ever seen again. Strict 
search was made through the neighbourhood, but without success ; 
and it was at length presumed that he must, for reasons which 
nobody could divine, have absconded, t(^ther with Jos^ and his 
fiuthlees mistress. The latter had carried off with her the strong 
box, divers articles of valuable plate, and jewels of price. Her 
boudoir appeared to have been completely ransacked ; the cabinet 
and drawers stood open and empty ; the veiy carpet, a luxury then 
newly introduced into England, was gone. Manh, however, could 
trace no vestige of the visionary scene which he affirmed to have 
been laot night presented to his eyes. 

Much did the neighbours marvel at his story : — some thought him 
mad; others, that he was merely indulging in that privilege to 
which, as a traveller, he had a right indefeasible. Trosty Balph said 
no&ing, but shrugged his shoulders; and, falling into the rear, 
imitated the action of raising a wine-cup to his lips. An opinion, 
indeed, soon prevailed, that IMaster Thomas Marsh had gotten, in 
common parlance, exceedingly drunk on the preceding evening, and 
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had dreamt all that he so circumstantially related. This belief 
acquired additional credit when they, whom curiosity induced to 
Tisit the woody knoU of Aldington Mount, declared that they could 
find no building such as that described, nor any cottage near ; savo 
one, indeed, a low-roofed hovel, once a house of public entertaimn^ity 
but now half in ruins. The * Old Cat and Fiddle'-^so was the tene- 
ment called — ^had been long uninhabited; yet still exhibited the 
remains of a broken sign, on which the keen ohserrer might deci« 
pher something like a rude portrait of the animal from which it 
derived its name. It was also supposed still to afford an oocamonal 
asylum to the smugglers of the coast, but no trace of any visit from 
sago or [mountebank could be detected ; nor was the wise Aldro- 
vando, whom many remembered to have seen at the fiiir, ever found 
again on all that country-side. 

Of the runaways nothing was ever certainly known. A boat, the 
property of an old fisherman who plied his trade on the outskiits of 
the town, had been seen to quit the hay that night ; and there were 
those who declared that she had more hands on board than Garden 
and his son, her usual complement; but as the gale came on, and 
the frail bark was eventually found keel upwards on the Goodwin 
Bands, it was presumed that she had struck on that fatal quicksand 
in the dark, and that all on board had perished. 

Little Mftn^n^ whom her profligate mother had abandoned, grew 
up to be a fine girl, and a handsome. She became, moreover, 
heiress to Marston Hall, and brought the estate into the Ingoldsby 
fiunily by her marriage with one of its scions. 

Thus far Mrs. Botherby. 

It is a little singular that, cm polling down the old Hall in my grand- 
fiither^s time, a human skeleton was discovered among the rubbish ; 
under what particular part of the building I could never with any 
accuracy ascertain ; but it was found enveloped in a tattered clotht 
that seemed to have been <xioe a carpet, and which fell to pieces almost 
immediately on being exposed to the air. The bones were perfect^ 
but those of one hand were wanting ; and the skull, perhaps from 
the labourer's pick-oxe, had received considerable injury ; the worm- 
eaten stock of an old-fitahioned pistol lay near, together with a rusty 
piece of iron which a workman, more sagacious than his fellows, 
pronounced a portion of the lock, but nothing was found which the 
utmost stretch of human ingenuity oould twist into a barreL 

The portrait of the &ir Marian hangs yet in the Gfalleiy of Ta|^ 
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pingUm ; and near it is another, of a young man in the prime of life^ 
wham Mn. Botherby affirms to be that of her &ther. It exhibits a 
mild and rather melancholy conntenance, with a high forehead, and 
the peaked beard and moustaches of the seventeenth century. The 
signet^uDger of the Left hand is gone^ and appearB, on dose inspection, 
to have been painted ottt by some later artist ; possibly in oompU« 
ment to the trsdition, which, iette Bctherby^ records that of Mr. 
Maish to have gangrened, and to have undergone amputation at 
the knuckle-joint. If really the resemUance of the gentleman 
alluded to, it must have been taken at some period antecedent to 
his manriage. There is neither date nor paintei^s name; but» a 
little above the head, on the dexter side of the picture, is an escut- 
cheon, bearing ' Quarterly, Gules and Argent, in the first quarter a 
hone's head of the second ;' beneath it are the words ^JEtatis turn 
26.' On the opposite side is the following mark, which Mr. Simp- 




kiiuion declares to be that of a Merchant of the Stiple, and pretciids 
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to difloover, in the monogram oomprisod in it» all the ch&racteKP 
which compose the name of THOMAS MABSH, of MABSTON. 



Bespect for the feelings of an honourable family,— nearly connected 
with the Ingoldsbys, — ^has induced me to veil the retd 'sponaorial 
and patixmymic appellations' of my next hero under a 9obr%qu^ 
interfering neither with rhyme nor rhythm.* I shall merely add 
that every incident in the story bears on the face of it the stamp of 
veracity, and that many * persons of honour ' in the county of Berks, 
who well recollected Sir Qeorge Booke's expedition against Gibraltar, 
would, if they were now alive, gladly bear testimony to the truth of 
every syllable. 

LEGEND OF HAMILTON TIGHE. 

THE Captain is walking his quarteMeck, 
With a troubled brow and a bended neck; 
One eye is down through the hatchway cast, 
The other turns up to the truck on the mast ; 
Yet none of the crew may venture to hint 
' Our Skipper hath gotten a sinister squint T 

The Captain again the letter hath read 

Which the bum-boat woman brought out to Spithead — 

Still, since the good ship sail'd away. 

He reads that letter three times ar<iay ; 

Yet the writing is broad and fJEur to see 

As a Skipper may read, in his degree. 

And the seal is as black, and as broad, and as flat| 

As his own cockade in his own cock'd hat: 

He reads, and he says, as he walks to and fro^ 

' Curse the old woman — she bothers me so 1' 

He pauses now, for the topmen hail— 

' On the larboard quarter a sail I a sail I' 

That grim old Captain he turns him quick. 

And bawls through his trumpet for Hairy-£eu»d Dick. 

* Pack o' nonsense ! — Everybody as belongs to him is dead and gone— «nil 
•▼erybodj knows that the poor young gentleman's real name wasn't SoMquet 
at all, but Hampden Pye, Esq., and Siat one of his uncles-— or cousins — used 
to make yeraes about the king and the queen, and had a sad[ of money for 
doing it every year ; — and that's his picture in the blue ouat and little gold- 
Isoed cocked hat, that hangs on the stairs over the door of the passage that 
leads to the blue room. — Sobriqimt !-^h\iX there 1 — ^The Squire wrote it after 
dinner 1~£lizabcth Botiicruv. 



LEGEND OF IIAMILIU.N TIG HE. 93 

* The breeze is blowing — huzza I huzza ! 

The breeze is blowing — away 1 away I 

The breeze is blowing — a race I a race I 

The breeze is blowing — ^we near the chase I 

Blood will flow, and buUeto will fly, — 

Oh where will be then young Hamilton Tighe T 

— * On the foeman's deck, where a man should be. 

With his sword in his hand, and his foe at his knee. 

Cockswain, or boats\vain, or reefer may try, 

But Uie first man on board will be Hamilton Tighe V 

Hairy-fiiced Dick hath a swarthy hue. 
Between a gingerbread-nut and a Jew, 
And his pigtail is long, and bushy, and thick. 
Like a pump-handle stuck on the end of a stick. 
Haiiy-mced Dick understands his trade ; 
He stands by the breech of a long carronade, 
The linstock glows in his bony li^d. 
Waiting that grim old Skipper's command. 

' The bullets are flying — ^huzza 1 huzza I 

The bullets are flying — away I away I* — 

The brawny boarders mount by the chains, 

And are over their buckles in blood and in brains : 

On the foeman's deck, where a man should be, 

Toung Hamilton Tighe Waves his cutlass high, 
And CapUaine Crapaud bends low at his knee. 

Hairy-fiioed Dick, linstock in hand. 

Is waiting that grim-looking Skipper's command : — 

A wmk comes sly From that sinister eye — 
Hairy-faced Dick at once let's fly, 
And knocks off the head of young Hamilton Tighe I 
There's a lady sits lonely in bower and hall. 
Her paces and handmaidens come at her call : 
' Now, haste ye, my handmaidens, haste and see 
How he sits Uiere and zlow'rs with his head on his knee / 
The maidens smile, and, her thought to destroy, 
They bring her a little, pale, mealy-faced boy ; 
And the mealy-fieu^d bov says, 'Mother, dear, 
Now Hamilton's dead, I ve a thousand a-year I' 

The lady has donn'd her mantle and hood. 
She is bound for shrift at St. Idury's Rood : — 
' Oh I the taper shall bum, and the bell shall toll. 
And the mass shall be said for my step-son's soui* 
And the tablet fair shall be hung on high, 
Orate pro animd EamiUcn Tighe.^ 
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Her coach and four > Draws up to the door. 
With her groom, and her footman, and half-a-eooro more ; 
The lady steps into her coach alone. 
They hear her sigh, and they hear her groan. 
They close the door, and they turn the pin. 
But there's One rides vrith her that never dept in / 
All the way there, and all the way bock, 
*rhe harness strains, and the coach-eprings crack. 
The horses snort, and plunge and kick, 
Till the coachman thinks he is driving Old Nick 
And the grooms and the footmen wonder, and saj 
' What m^es the ola coach so heavy to day ?* 
But the mealy-fiaced boy peeps in and sees 
A man sittmg there with his head on his knees I 

Tis ever the same, — ^in hall or in bower. 

Wherever the place, whatever the hour, 

That Lady mutters, and talks to the air, 

And her eye is fix'd on an empty chair; 

But the mealy-faced boy still whispers with dreail« 

' She talks to a man with never a head 1' 



There's an old Yellow Admiral living at Bath, 

As grey as a badger, as thin as a lath ; 

And his very queer eyes have such very queer leers, 

They seem to be trying to peep at his ears ; 

That old Yellow Admiral goes to the Booms, 

And he plays long whist^ but he frets and he fumes, 

For all nis Knaves stand upside down, 

And the Jack of Clubs does nothing but frown ; 

And the Kings, and the Aces, and all the best tnimpi 

Get into the himds of the other old frumps ; 

While, close to his partner, a man he sees 

Counting the tricks with his head on his knees. 

In Ratcliffe Highway there's an old marine storey 

And a great black doll hangs out of the door ; 

There are rusty locks, and dusty bags. 

And musty phials, and fusty rags. 

And a lusty old woman, calFd Thirsty Nan, 

And her crusty old husband's a Hairy-faced man ! 

That Hairy-fiEM}ed man is sallow and wan. 
And his great thick pigtail is withered and gone ; 
And he cries, 'Take away that lubberly chap 
That sits there and grins with his head in his lap ! 
And the neighbours say, as they see him look sick 
' What a rum old covey is Hairy-&ced Dick 1' 
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That Admiral, Lady, and Hairy-faoed man 

May say what they please, and may do what they oan j 

Bat one thing seems remarkably clear, — 

They may die to-moirow, or live till next year,— 

Bat wherever they live, or whenever they die, 

They^ liever get qnit ii yoong Hamilton l^ghe 1 



The When,— the Where, — and the How,— of the sacceeding nar- 
rative speak for themselves. It may be proper, however, to observe, 
that the rains here alluded to, and improperly termed 'the Abbey,* 
arc not those of Bolsover, desGribed in a preceding page, but the 
remains of a Preceptory once belonging to the Knights Templars, 
sitaate near Swynfield, Swinkefield, or, as it is now generally spelt 
and pronoonced, Swingfield, Minnis, a rough tract of common land 
now undergoing the process of enclosure, and adjoining the woods and 
arable lands of Tappington, at the distance of some two miles firam the 
Hall, to the south-eastern windows of which the time-worn walls in 
question, as seen over the intervening coppices, present a pictoresque 
and striking object. 

THE WITCHES' FROLIC. 

Scene, the 'Snuggery' at Tappington.— Grandpapa in a high-lnd:ed cane- 
bottomed elbow-oiair of carved walnut-tree, dozing ; his noae at an angle 
of forty-fire degrees, — his thumbs slowly perform the rotatory motion 
described by lexicographers as ' twiddling.' — ^The ' Hope of the family ' 
astride on a walking-stick, with burnt-cork mustachios, and a pheasant's 
tail pinned in his cap, solaoeth himself with martial mosic— Roused by a 
strain of surpassing dissonance. Grandpapa hqmtur.'] 

COME hither, come hither, my little boy Ned I 
Come hither unto my knee — 
I cannot away with that horrible din. 
That sixpenny drum, and that trumpet of tin. 
Oh, better to wander frank and free 
Through the Fair of good Saint Bartlemy, 
Than Ust to such awful minstrelsie. 
Now lay, little Ned, those nuisances by. 
And 111 rede ye a lay of GramnMiTye. 

Grandpapa riseth, yawneth like the crater of an extinct volcano, proceedctb 
slowly to the window, and apostrophiseth the ibbey in the distanccl 

I love thy tower, Groy Ruin, 
I joy thy form to see, 
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Though reft of all, Cell, cloister, and hall. 
Nothing is left save a tottering wall 
That» awfully grand and darkly dull, 
Threatened to Ml and demolish my. sknlly 
As, ages ago, I wandered along 
Careless thy grass-grown courts among, • 
In sky-blue jacket, and trousers laced. 
The latter uncommonly short in the waist 
Thou art deurer to me, thou Ruin my, 
Than the Squire's verandah over the wav ; 
And fairer, I ween. The ivy sheen 

That thy mouldering turret binds. 
Than the Alderman's house about half a mile off. 

With the green Venetian blinds. 

Full many a tale would my Grandam tell. 

In many a bygone day. 
Of darksome d^BOs, which of old befell 

In thee, thou Ruin grey ! 
And I the readiest ear would lend. 

And stare like frightened pig I 
While my Grandfather's hair would have stood up on end. 

Had he not worn a wig. 

One tale I remember of mickle dread — 
Now lithe and listen, my little boy Ned I 



Thou mayest have read, my little boy Ned, 
Though thv mother thine idlesse blames. 

In Doctor Goldsmith's history book. 
Of a gentleman called King James, 

In quilted doublet, and great trunk breeches. 

Who held in abhorrence Tobacco and Witches. 

Well, — ^in King James's golden days, — 

For the days were golden then, — 
They could not be less, for good Queen Bess 

dad died, aged threescore and ten. 

And her days we know. Were all of them so ; 
While the Court poets sung, and the Court gallants swore 
That the days were as golden still as before. 

Some people, 'tis true, a troublesome few. 

Who historical points would unsettle, 
Have lately thrown out a sort of a doubt 

Of the genuine ring of the metal ; 
But who can believe to a monarch so wise 
People would dare tell a paroel of liesl 
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— ^Well, then, tu good King James's days,— 

Golden or not does not matter a jot, — 

YoD Ruin a sort of a roof had got ; 

For though, repaiTS lacking, its walls had been cracking 

Since Hany the Eighth sent its people a-packing, 

Thoo^ joists, and floors. And windows, and doom 
Had all diaap|)ear'd, yet pillars by scores 
Remain'd, ana still propped up a ceiling or two^ 
While the belfry was lulnost as good as new ; 
Ton are not to suppose matters look'd just so 
In the Buin some two hundred years ago. 

Just in the fisirthermost angle, where 

There are still the remains of a winding-stair, 

One 'turret espectaUy high in air 

Uprear'd its tall gaunt form ; 
As if defying the power of Fate, or 
The hand of ' Time the Innovator ;' 

And though to the pitiless storm 
Its weaker brethren all around 
Bowing, in ruin had strew'd the ground. 
Alone it stood, while its fellows ky strew'd, 
like a four-bottle man in a company ' screw'd,' 
Kot firm on his legs, but by no means subdued* 

One- night — ^'twas in Sixteen hundred and six, — 
I like when I can, Ked, the date to fiz,^ 

The month was May, Though I can't well sfiy 
At this -distance of time the particular day — 
But oh ! that night, that horrible nigbt 1 
— Fg^ ever afterwards said with affright 
That they never had seen such a terrible sight 

The Sun had gone down fiery red ; 

And iff that evening, he laid his head 

In Thetis's lap beneath the seas. 

He must have scalded the goddess's knees. 

}[e left behind him a lurid track 

Of blood-red light upon clouds so blacky 

TheX Warren and Hunt, with the whole of their crew, 

Could scarcely have given them a darker hue. 

There came a shrill and a whistling sound, 
Above, beneath, beside, and around. 

Yet leaf ne'er moved on tree 1 
So that some people thought old Beelzebub must 
Have been lock'd out of doors, and was blowing the dust 
From the pipe of his street-door key. 
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And then a hollow moaning blast 

Came, sounding more dismally still than the last, 

And the lightning flash'd, and the thunder growl'd. 

And louder and louder the tempest howl'd. 

And the rain came down in such sheets as would stagger a 

Bard for a simile short of Niagara. 

Bob Gilpin * was a citizen ;* 

But though of some ' renown,' 
Of no great ' credit* in his own. 

Or any other town. 

He was a wild and roving lad. 

For ever in the alehouse booxing; 
Or romping^ — ^which is quite as bful,-*- 

With female friends of his own choosing. 

And Bob this very day had made, 
Not dreaming such a storm was brewing, 

An assignation with Miss Slade,— 
Their trysting-place that same grey Buin. 

But Gertrude Slade became afinaid. 
And to keep her appointment unwilling. 

When she spied the rain on her window-pano 
In drops as big as a shilling ; 

She put off her hat and her mantle again, 

' He'll never expect me in all this rain 1' 

But little he recks of the fears of the sex, 

Or that maiden false to her tryst could be. 
He had stood there a good half-hour, 
Ere yet had commenced that perilons shower, 
Alone by the trysting-tree 1 

Bobin looks east, Bobin looks west, 

But he sees not her whom he loves ilie best ; 

Bobin looks up, and Bobin looks down. 

But no one comes from the nmghbooring town. 

The storm came at last, — loud roar'd the blast, 
And the shades of evening fell thick and fast ; 
The tempest grew; and the straggling yew. 
His lea^^ umbrella, was wet through and through ; 
Bob was half dead with cold and with fright, 
When he spies in the Buins a twinkling light- •> 
A hop, two skips, and a jump, and straight 
Bob stands within that^postem gate. 

And there were gossips sitting there, 
By one, by two^ by three : 
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Two were an old ill-favoar'd pair : 

But the third was young, and passing fiur. 
With laughing eyes, and with coal-bladL hair; 

A daintie quean was shel 
Bob would have given his ears to sip 
But a single salute from her cherry lip. 

As they sat in that old and haunted room. 
In each one's hand was a huge birch broom« 
On each one's head was a steeplo-crown'd hat. 
On each one's knee was a coal-black cat; 
Each had a kirtle of Lincoln green- 
It was, I trow, a fearsome scene. 

Now riddle me, riddle me right, Madge Grray, 
What foot unhallowed wends this way ? 
Goody Price, Goody Price, now areed me right, 
Who roams the old Ruins this drearysome night ? 

Then up and spake that sonsie quean. 

And she spake both loud and clear: 
* Oh, be it for weal, or be it for woe^ 
Enter friend, or enter foe, 

Bob Gilpin is welcome here I — 

'Now tread we a measure I a hall I a hall 1 
Now tread we a measure,' quoth she— 

The heart of Robin Beat thick and throbbing— 
'Roving Rob, thread a measure with me I' 
'Ay, lassie !' quoth Rob, as her hand he gripeo, 
' Though Satan himself were blowing the pipes 1' 

Now around they go^ and around, and around, 

With hoDHskip-and-jump, and frolicsome bound. 

Such sailing and gliding. Such sinking and sliding^ 
Such lofty curvetting, And grand pirouetting ; 

Ned, you would swear that Monsieur Gilbert 

And Miss Ta^ioni were capering there 1 

And oh I such awful music I ne'er 

Fell sounds so uncanny on mortal ear, 

There were the tones of a dying man's groans 

Mix'd with the rattling of dead n^en's bones : 

Had YOU heard the shrieks, and die squeals, and the squcakA, 

You'd not have forgotten the sound for weeks* 

And around, and around, and around they go^ 
Heel to heel, and toe to toe. 
Prance and caper, curvet and wheel, 
Toe to toe, and heel to heel. 
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* Tifl merry, 'tis merry, Cummers, I trow. 

To danoe urns beneath the nightshade bough ! — 

* Goody Price, Goody Price, now riddle me right, 
Where may we sup this frolicsome night ? 

'Mine host of the Dragon hath mutton and veal I 

The Squire hath partridge, and widgeon, and teal 

But old Sir Thopas hath daintier cheer, 

A pasty made of the good red deer, 

A huge grouse pie, and a fine Florentine, 

A fat roast goose, and a turkey and chine. 

— ^* Madge Gray, Madge Gray, 

Now tell me, I pray, 

Where's the best wassail bowl to our roundelay?' 

— * There is ale in the cellars of Tappington Hall, 
But the Squire * is a churl, and his drink is small ; 

Mne host of the Dragon Hath many a flagon 
Of double ale, lambs' wool, and eau de vie. 

But Sir Thopas, the Vicar, Hath costlier liquor,— 
A butt of the choicest Mcdvoiaie, 

He doth not lack Canary or sack ; 
' And a good pint stoup of Clary wine 
Smacks merrily ofif with a turkey and chine !' 

' Now away I and away I without delay. 
Hey Cockalcrum ! my Broomstick gay I 
We must be back ere the dawn of we day : 
Hey up the chimney I away ! away I' — 

Old Goody Price Mounts in a trice, 
In showing her legs she is not over nice ; 

Old Goody Jones, All skin and bones, 
Follows * like winking.* — ^Away go the crones, 
Knees and nose in a Une with the toes. 
Sitting their brooms like so many Ducrows ; 

Latest and last The damsel pass'd. 
One glance of her coal-black eye she cast ; 
She hiugh'd with glee loud laughters three. 

* Dost fear, Rob GUpin, to ride with me ?'— 
Oh, never might man unscath'd espy 

One single glance from that coal-black eye. 

* Stephen Ingoldsby, snrDatned < The Niggard/ second consin and succcffior 

to < The Bad Sir Giles.' (Visitation of Kent, 1686.) For an account of his 

murder by burglars, and their subsequent execution, see Dodsley's * Kemark- 

able Trials,* &c. Lond. 1776. vol. ii. p. 264, ex the present volume, Ai-t. 

Hand of Glory.' 
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— ^Away she flew ! — Without more ado 
Bob eeizes and mounts on a broomstick too, 
' Hey I up the chimney, lass I Uey alter you !* 

It's a veiT fine thing, on a fine day in June, 
To lide through the air in a Nassau Balloon ; 
But you'll find very soon, if you aim at the Moon 
In a carriage like that, you're a bit of a ' Spoon,' 

For the largest can't fly Above twenty miles high, 
And you're not half way then on your journey, nor nigh ; 

While no man alive Could ever contrive, 
Hr. Green has declared, to get higher than flve. 
And the soundest Philosophers hold that, perhaps. 
If you reach'd twenty miles your balloon would collapse. 

Or ^ass by such action The sphere of attraction. 
Getting mto the track of some comet — Good-lack 1 
Tis a Siousand to one that you'd never oomo back ; 
And the boldest of mortals a danger like that must fear, 
Eashly protruding beyond o^ own atmosphere. 

No, no; when I try A trip to the sky, 
I shan't go in that thing of yours, Mr. Gye, 
Though Messieurs Monck Mason, and Spencer, and Beazly, 
All join in saying it travels so easily. 

No ; there's nothing so good As a pony of wood — 
Not like that which, of late, they stuck up on the gate 
At the end of the Park, which caused so much debate. 
And gave so much trouble to make it stand straight, — 
But a regular Broomstick — ^you'll find that the favourito— 
Above all, when, like Hobin, you haven't to pay for it. 

— Stay — really I dread — I am losing the thread 
Of my tale ; and it's time you should be in your bed, 
80 lithe now, and listen, my little boy Ned I 



The Yicarage walls are lofty and thick. 

And the copings are stone, and the sides are brick ; 

The casements are narrow, and bolted and barred. 

And the stout oak door is heavy and hard ; 

Moreover, by way of additional guard, 

A great big dog runs loose in the yard. 

And a horse-shoe is nail'd on the threshold sill,^— 

To keep out aught that savours of ill, — 

But, alack ! the chimney-pot's open still I 

— ^That gTMit big dog begins to quail, 

Between his hind-legs he drops his tail. 

Crouch'd on the ground, the terrified hound 

Gives vent to a very odd sort of a sound ; 



1 
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It is not a bark, load, open, and free, 
As an honest old watch-dog's bark i^ould be f 
It is not a yelp^ it is not a growl, 
But a something between a whine and a howl ; 
And, hark ! — a sound from the window high 
Besponds to the watch-dog*8 pitiful cry : 
It is not a moan, It is not a groan : 
It comes from a nose, — ^but is not what a nose 
Produces in healthy and sound repose. 
Yet Sir Thopas the Yicar is fast asleep, 
And his respirations are heayy and deep I 

He snoreS) 'tis true, but he snores no more 
As he*s aye been accustom*d to snore before, 
And as men of his kidney are wont to snore ;— 
(Sir Thopas*s weight is sixteen stone four;) 
He draws his breath like a man distressed 
By pain or grief, or like one oppressed 
By some ugly old Incubus peron'd on his breast. 
A something seem/> To disturb his dreamy 
And thrice on his ear, distinct and clear. 
Falls a Toice as of somebody whispering near 
In still small accents, fisdnt and few, 
* Hey down the chimney-pot I — ^Hey after you I* 

Throughout the Yicatage, near and far, 
There is no lack of bolt or of bar; 

There are plenty of locks To closet and box, 
Tet the pantxy wicket is standing ajar 1 
And the little low door, through which you must g(v 
Down some half-dosen steps, to the cellar below, 
Is also unfiastened, though no one may know. 
By so much as a guess, now it comes to be so ; 

For wicket and door. The evening before. 
Were both of them lock'd, and the key safely placed 
On the bunoh that hangs down from the Housekeeper ■ waist. 

Oh ! 'twas a jovial sight to view 

In that snug little oeOar that frolicsome crew I-^ 

Old Ooodj Price Had got something nice, 
A turkey-poult larded with bacon and spice ; — 

Old Goody Jonos Would touch nought that had bones,-* 
She miffht just as well mumble a parcel of stones. 
Goody Jones, in sooth, had got never a tooth. 
And a New-Oollege pudding of marrow and plums 
Is the dish of all others that suited her gums. 
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Madge Gray was picking The breast of a chickcu, 
Her coal-black eye 'with its glance so aly, 
Vf9M fixed on Bob GKlpin himael^ sitting by 
'With his heart full of lore, and hia mouth full of pie ; 

Grouse pie, with hare In the middle, is &re 
'Which, duly concocted with science and care, 
Doctor Kitchener says, is beyond ail compare ; 

And a tenderer leveret Bobin had never ate ; 
So^ in after times, oft he was wont to asseverate. 



* Now pledge we the wine-cup I — a health I--a health ! 

Sweet are Sie pleasures obtam'd by stealth I 

Fill up I fill up t — ^the brim ci the cup 

Is the part that aye holdeth the toothsomest sup ! 

Here's to thee, Goody Price I — Goody Jones, to thee I — 

To thee, Boving Bob I and again to me I 

Many a sip, never a slip 

Cknne to us four 'twizt the cup and the lip I* 

The onpe pass quick, The toasts fljr thick, 
Bob tries in vam out their meaning to pick, 
But hears the words ' Scratch,' and < Old Bogey,' and * Kick.' 

More familiar grown, Now he stands up alone, 
Yolunteering to give them a toast of his own. 

< A bumper of wine I Fill thine 1 Fill mine I 
Here's a health to old Noah whoplanted the Tine !' 

Oh then what sneezing. What coughing and wheezing, 
Ensued in a way that was not over pleasing; 
Goody Price, Goody Jones, and the pretty Madge Gray, 
All seem'd as their liquor had gone the wrong way. 

But the best of the Joke was, the moment he spoke 
Those words which the party seem'd almost to choko 
As by mentioning Noah some spell had been broke. 
Every soul in the house at that instant awoke 1 
And, hearing the din from barrol and binn, 
Drew at once the conclusion that thieves had got in. 
Up jump'd the Cook and caught hold of her spit ; 
Up jtmip'd the Groom and took bridle and bit ; 
Up jump'd the Gbunlener and shoulder'd his spade ; 
Up jump'd the Scullion, — ^the Footman, — ^the Maid ; 
(JThe two last, by the way, occasioned some scandal. 
By appearing together with only one candle, 
which gave for unpleasant surmises some handle ;) 
Up jump'd the Swmeherd, — and up jump'd the big boy, 
A nondescript under him, acting as Pig-boy; 
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Butler, Housekeeper, Coacbman — from bottom to top 
Everybody jump'd up without parley or siojx 
With the weapon which first in their way cnanoed to drop,-* 
Whi^ warming-pan, wig-block, mug, musket^ and mop. 

Last of all doth appear, With some symptoms of fear. 
Sir Thopas in person to bring up the rear, 
In a mix'd kind of costume half Fontificalibua, 
Half what scholars denominate Pure Naiuralibus; 

Nay, the truth to exptress, As youll easily guess, 
They have none of them time to attend much to dress; 

But He, or She, As the case may be^ 
He or She seizes what Ue or She pleases, 
Trunk-hosen or kirtles, and shirts or chemise^ 
And thus one and all, great and small, short and tall. 
Muster at once in the Vicarage hall. 
With upstanding locks, starting eyes, shortened breath, 
lake the folks in the Gkdlery ^ne in Macbeth, 
When Macduff is announcing their Sovereign's death. 
And hark 1 — ^what accents clear and strong. 
To the listening throng came floating along I 
*T is Hobin encoring himself in a song — 

' Very good song 1 very well sung 1 

Jolly companions every one I' 

On, on to the cellar 1 away I away 1 

On, on to the cellar without more delay I 

The whole poue rush onwards in battle* array — 

Gbnoeive the dismay of the party so gay. 

Old Qoody Jones, Goody Pnoe, and Madge Gray, 

When the door bursting wide, they descried the allied 

Troops, prepared for the onslaught roll in like a tide, 

And the spits, and the tonffs, and the pokers beside I — 

' Boot and saddle's the woia 1 mount, Cummers, and ride l* - 

Alarm was ne'er caused more strong and indigenous 

By cats among rats, or a hawk in a pigeon-house ; 

Quick from the view Away they all flew, 
Wiih a yell, and a scraeoh, and a halliballoo^ 
* Hey up the chimney I Hey after you I ' — 
The Yolsdans themselves made an exit less speedy 
From Oorioli, 'fluttoi'd like doves' by Macready, 

Thev are gone, — save one, Bobin alone ! 
Bobin, whose high state of civilization 
Precludes all id^i of aerostation ; 

And who now has no notion Of more looomotioQ 
Than suffices to kick, with much zeal and devotion, 
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Bight and left at the party, who pounced on their victun^ 
And maul'd >*i^| and kicked him, and lick'd him, and prick'd 

him, 
Ab they hore him away scaroe aware what was dooey 
And helieving it all bat a part of the fun, 
Hie — ^hiooonghing out the same strain he'd 1)egazi, 
' Jol— jolly oompanioDS ereiy one I* 



Morning grey Scarce bursts into day 
Ere at Tappington Hall there's the deuce to pay ; 
The tables and chairs are all placed in array 
In the old oak-parlour, and in and out 
Domestics and neighbours, a motley rout, 
Are walking, and whispering, and standing about ; 

And the Squire is there In his large arm-ohair, 
T^*qtnmg back with a grave magisterial air ; 

In the front of a seat a Huge volume, called Fleta, 
And Brscton, a tome of an old-fashion'd look, 
AnA Coke upon Lyttelton, then a new book ; 

And he moistens his lips With occasional sips 
From a luscious sack-posset that smiles in a tankard 
Close by on a side-table — ^not that he diank hard. 

But because at that day, I hardly need say, 
Tbe Hong Merchants had not yet invented How Qua, 
Kor as yet would you see Soudiong or Bohea 
At the tables of persons of any degree : 
How our ancestors managed to do without tea 
I must liEurly confess is a mystery to me ; 

Tet your Lydgates and Chauoers 

Had no cups and saucers; 
Their breakfast, in iact, and the best they could get, 
Was a sort of a dSjeOner a la/ourchetU ; 

Instead of our slops They had cutlets and chops, 
And sack-po8sets» and ale in stoups, tankards, and nots ; 
And they wound up the meal with rumpsteaks ana 'schalots. 

Now the Squire lifts his hand With an air of conmiand, 
And gives them a sign, which they all understand. 
To bnng in the culprit ; and straightway the carter 
And huntsman drag in that unfortunate martyr. 
Still kicking, and crying, ' Come, — what are you arter 7 
The charge is prepared, and the evidence clear, 
' He was caught in the cellar a-drinking the beer ! 
And came there, there's very great reason to fear. 
With companions,— to say but the least of them,— queer ; 
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Sach as Witches, and creatures With horrible features, 
And horrible grins, And hook'd noses and chins. 
Who'd been playing the deuce with his Beyerenoe's binns.* 
The face of lus worship grows graver and graver, 
As the parties detail Bolnn's shameful behaviour ; 
Mister Buzzard, the olerk, while the tale is recitkig, 
Sitb down to reduoe the a&ir into writing, 

With all proper diction, And due 'legal fiction :' 
y iz. : ' That he, tne said prisoner, as clearly was shown. 
Conspiring with folks to deponents unknown. 
With divers, that is to say, two thousand people. 
In two thousand hats, eadi hat peak'd like a steeple, 

With force and with arms. And with sorcery and charm^ 
Upon two thousand brooms ; Enter'd four thousand rooms. 
To wit, two thousand pantries, and two thousand oellais, 
Put in bodily fear twenty thousand in-dwellers. 
And with sundry — that is to say, two thousand — forks^ 
Drew divers — ^that is to say, ten thousand— corks, 
And, with malice prepense, down their two thousand throttles 
Emptied various — ^that is to say, ten thousand-^bottles; 
All in breach of the peace,— moved by Satan's malignity — 
And in spite of King James, and his Crown, and his Dignity.' 

At words 80 profound Bob gaees around, 
But no dance sympathetio to cheer him is found. 

— "So glanoe, aid I say ? Tes, one ! — ^Ifadge Gray S— 
She is there in the midst of the crowd standing by. 
And she gives him one glanoe from her ooal-black eye. 
One touch to his hand, and one word to his ear, — 
(That's a line which Pve stolen from Sir Walter, I fear,) — 

While nobody near Seems to see her or hear ; 
As his worship tases up, and surveys, with a strict eye. 
The broom now produced as the oorpM delicti^ 

Ere his fin^rs can dasp^ It is snatch'd from his grasps 
The end poked m his chest with a force makes him gasp^ 
And, despite the decorum so due to the Quorum, 
His worship's upset, and so too is his Jorum ; 
And Madge is astride on the broomstick before 'em. 
* Hocus Focus! Quick, Frestot and Bey Cockaioruml 
Mount, mount for your life. Bob ! — Sir Justice, adieu I— 
— ^Hey up the chimney-pot I hey after you I' 

Through the mystified groups 

WiUi a halloo ind a whoon^ 
Mad^e on the ponmiel, and Kobin en croupe. 
The pair through the air ride as if in a chair. 
While the party below stand mouth open and stare | 
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* Clean bnmbaized ' and amazed, and fix'd, all the room stick, 
' Oh ! what's gone with Bobin, — and Madge,^-iknd the broom* 

stick?' 
Ay^ * what*g gone ' indeed, Ned ?— of what befell 
IAbA^^ Gray, and the broomstick, I neyer heard tell : 
But Robin was found, that mom, on the gronnd. 
In yon old grey Ruin again, safe and sound, 
Except that at first he oomplain'd much of thirsty 
And a shocking bad headache, of all ills the wont, 

And close by his knee A flask you might see^ 
But an empty one, smelling of eai«-<2eU^ 

Rob from this hour is an alter'd man ; 

He runs home to his lodgings as fast as he can, 

Sticks to his trader lorries Miss Slade, 
Becomes a Tee^totaller — ^that is the same 
As Tee-totallers now, one in all but the name; 
Qtows fond of Small-beer, which is always a steady sigOi 
Kever diinks spirits except as a medicine ; 

Leams to despise Coal-black eyes, 
Minds pretty girls no mora than so many Ghiys; 
Has a uonily, Uves to be sixty, and dies I 

Kow, my little boy Ned, Brush off to your bed, 
Tie TOUT nightcap on safe^ or a napkin instead, 
Or these terrible nights, youll catch cold in your head. 
And remember my tale, and the moral it teaches, 
Which you'll find much the same as what- Solomon preaches ; 
Don't flirt with young ladies 1 don't practise soft speedies ; 
Avoid waltzes, quadrilles, pumps, silkhose, and knee-breeches j^- 
Frequent not grey Ruins, — shun riot and revelry. 
Hocus PocuBi and Conjuring, and all sorts of devUiy ;-— 
Don't meddle with broomsticks, — they're Beelzebub's switches. 
Of cellan keep clear, — they're the devil's own ditches ; 
And beware of balls^'banquetingp, brandjr, and — witches I 
Above all 1 don't run after black eyes I — if you do^ — 
Depend on't you'll find what I say will come true, — 
Old Nick, some fine morning, will ' hey after you 1' 



Strange as 'the events detailed in the succeeding narrative may 
appear, they are^ I have not the slightest doubt, true to the letter. 
Whatever impression they make upon the reader, that produced by 
them on the narrator, I can aver, was neither light nor transient. 
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SINGULAR PASSAGE IN THE LIFE OF THE LATE HENRY 
HARRIS, DOCTOR IN DIVINITY. 

AS BELATED BY THB BET. JASFEB ZNGOLDSBT, ILA* BIB VBIEND 

AND BXBODTOB. 

IN order that the ezttaordinary circomstanoe which I am about to 
relate, may meet with the credit it deseryes, I think it neoeafiary 
to premise, that my reverend friend, among whose papers I find it 
recorded, was, in his lifetime, ever esteemed as a man of good plain 
Trnderstanding, strict veracity, and imimpeached morals, — ^by no 
means of a nervous temperament, or one likely to attach undue 
weight to any occurrence out of the common course of events, merely 
because his reflections might not, at the moment, afford him a ready 
solution of its difficulties. 

On the truth of his narrative, as far as he was personally con- 
oemed, no one who knew him would hesitate to place the most 
implicit reliance. His history is briefly this: — He had married 
early in life, and was a widower at the age of thirty-nine, with an 
only daughter, who had then arrived at puberty, and was just 
married to a near connection of our own family. The sudden death 
of her husband, occasioned by a Ml from his horse, only three days 
after her confinement, was abruptly communicated to Mra. 8 
by a thoughtless girl, who saw her master brought lifeless into the 
house, and, with all that inexplicable anxiety to bo the first to tell 
bad news, so common among the lower orders^ rushed at once into 
the sick-room with her intelligence. The shock was too severe; 
and though the young widow survived the fatal event several 
months, yet she gradually sank under the blow, and expired, 
leaving a boy, not a twelvemonth old, to the care of his maternal 
grand&ther. 

My poor friend was sadly shaken by this melancholy catastrophe ; 
time, however, and a strong religious feeling, succeeded at length in 
moderating the poignancy of his grief— a consummation muck 
advanced by his in&nt charge, who now succeeded, as it were by 
inheritance, to the place in his affections left vacant by his daugh- 
ter's decease. Frederick S grew up to bo a fine lad ; his peiBoii 

and features were decidedly handsome ; still there was, as I remem- 
ber, an unpleasant expression in his countenance, and an air of 
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rcserye, attributed, by the few persons who called occasionally at 
the yicarage, to the retired life led by his grandfstther, and the little 
opportunity he had, in* ooDsequence, of mixing in the society of his 
equals in age and intellect Brought up entirely at home, his pro- 
gress in the oranmon branches of education was, without any great 
display of preoodty, rather in adyanoe of the generality of boys of 
his own standing ; partly owing, perhaps, to the turn which even 
his amusements took from the first His sole Msnciatfl was the son 
of the Tillage apothecary, a boy about two years older than himself, 
whose &ther, being really clever in his profession, and a good openr 
live chemisti had constructed for himself a small laboratory, in 
which, as he was fond of children, the two boys spent a great por* 
tion of their leisure time, witnessing many of those little experiments 
so attractiye to youth, and in time aspiring to imitate what they 
admired. 

In such society, it is not surprising that Frederick S should 
imbibe a strong taste for the sciences which formed his principal 
amusement; or that, when, in process of time, it became necessary 
to choose his walk in life, a profession so intimately connected with 
his iaYOurite pursuit, as tiiat of medicine, should be eagerly selected* 
No opposition was offered by my friend, who, knowing that the 
greater part of his own income would expire with his life, and that 
the remainder would prove an insufficient resource to his grand- 
child, was only anxious that he should follow such a path as would 
secure him that moderate and respectable competency which is, 
perhaps, more conducive to real happiness than a more elevated 
or wealthy station. Frederick was, accordingly, at the proper age^ 
matriculated at Oxford, with the view of studying the higher 

branches of medicine, a few months after his friend, John W ^ 

had proceeded to Leyden, for the purpose of making himself ac- 
quainted with the practice of surgery in the hospitals and lecture- 
rooms attached to that university. The boyish intimacy of their 
younger days did not, as is frequently the case, yield to separation ; 
on the contrary, a close correspondence was kept up between them. 
Dr. Harris was even prevailed upon to allow Frederick to take a 
trip to Holland to see his Mend ; and John returned the visit to 
Frederick at Oxford. 

Batislactoiy as, for some time, were the accounts of the general 

course of Frederick S 's studies, by degrees rumours of a less 

pleasant nature reached the ears of some of his friends; to the 
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▼icange, howeyer, I have leason to believe they neyer penetiated. 
The good old Doctor was too well beloved in his paiiflh for any ono 
voluntarily to give him pain ; and, after all, nothing beyond whi*- 
peii and soimiaee had reached X-— , when the worthy vicar waa 
Burpriaed on a sadden by a request torn his grandohildt that he 
might be permitted to take his name off the books of the universi^t 
and proceed to finish his [education in oonjunotion with his friend 
W-— at Leyden. Such a proposal, made^ too^ at a time when the 
period for his graduating could not be fax distant, both soiprised 
and grieved the Doctor; he combated the design with more per- 
severance than he had ever been known to exert in opposition to 
any declared wish of his darling boy before, but, as usual, gave 
way, when, more strongly pressed, from sheer inability to persist 
in a refusal which seemed to give so much pain to Frederick, espe- 
cially when the latter, with more energy than was quite becoming 
their relative situationa, expressed Ids positive determination of not 
returning to Oxford, whatever might be the result of his grand- 
father's decision. My friend, hii mind, perhaps, a little weakened 
by a short but seven nervous attack from whidh he had scarcely 
recovered, at length yielded a reluctant consent^ and Frederick 
quitted lUigland. 

It was not till some months had elapsed after his departure, that 
I had reason to suspect that the eager desire of availing himself of 
opportunities for study abroad, not afforded him at home, was not 
the sole, or even the principal, reason which had drawn Frederick 
so abruptly firom Ids Alma MaUr. A chance visit to the universityy 
and a conversation with a senior fellow belonging to his late oollege, 
convinced me of this; still I found it impossible to extract from the 
latter the precise nature of lus offence. That he had given way to 
most culpable indulgences I had before heard hinted; and when 1 
recollected how he had been at once launched, from a state of what 
might be well called seduslon, into a world where so many entice- 
ments were lying in wait to allure — ^with liberty, example, every- 
thing to tempt him from the straight road — ^regret, I frankly own, 
was more the predominant feeling in my mind than eithor surprise 
or oondemnaticn. But here was evidently something more than 
mere ordinary excess-Hwme act of profligacy, perhaps of a deeper 
stain, which had induced his superiors, who, at first, had been loud 
in his praises, to desire him to withdraw himself quietly, but for 
ever; and such an intimation, I found, had, in hct, been conveyed 
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to Iiim from an ftnthority which it was imposrible to radat 



that my infonsaut waa detenzunad not to be ezplidt^I did not preas 
for a diaokaon^ which, if made, wooldt in all prohaMity, only hare 
pwn ma pain, and that tha ralher, aa my old friend the Doctor had 
leoently obtained a Talnable liring from Lord M-*-^> only a few 
miiea diatant from the market town in whioh I ndded, where ha 
now waa, amnaing himaelf in patting his groonda into order, om»- 
menting hia honae, and getting everything ready againat hia grand- 
aon'a expeoted viait in the following antomn. October came, and 
with it came Frederick : he rode over more than once to aee me^ 
wmetimea accompanied by the Doctor, between whom and myaelf 
the recent loae of my poor daughter Louisa had drawn the corda of 
qrmpathy atiU closer. 

lUate than two years had flown on in this way, in which Frederick 
&—~ had aa many timea made temporary Tiaita to his native ooontiy. 
The tima waa last approaching when he was expected to letnm and 
finally take np his residenoa in England, when the sadden illness of 
my wife's father obliged oa to take a Joomay into Lanoaahira, my 
old friend, who had himaelf a eonte^ kindly offoring to fix his 
qoarters at my paiaonage, and saperintend tha concerns of my 
pariah till my retom. Alas I whan I aaw him next ha was on the 
bedofdeathl 

My absence was necesBaiily prolonged mnoh beyond what I had 
anticipated. A letter, with a fiireign post-mark, had, aa I aiterw 
warda found, been brought over from hia own house to my venerable 
substitato in the interval, and barely giving himaelf time to tranafer 
the chaiga he had undertaken to a neighboaiing clergyman, he had 
hurried off at once to Leyden. His arrival there waa, however, too. 
late. Frederick una d$ad I — Skilled in a duel, occasioned, it waa said, 
by no ordinary provocation on Ida part, although the flight of lus 
antagonist had added to the mystery which enveloped ito origin. 
The long journey, ite melancholy termination, and the complete 
overthrow of all my poor friend'a earthly hopes, were too much for 
him. He appeared too^aa I waa informed by the proprietor of the 
hooae in which I found him, when his summons at length had 
brought ma to liia bedside— to have received aome sudden and 
unaccountable ahod^ which even the death of his grandson was 
inadequate to axplabi. There waa, indeed, a wildness in his &st" 
glaiing eye^ which mingled strangely with the glance of satisfietction 
tikiown upon me as he pressed my hand; he endeavoured to raise 
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himself, and would have spoken, but fell back in the effort^and 
closed his eyes for eyer. I buried him there, by the side of the 
object of his more than parental affection — ^in a foreign land. 

It is from the papers that I discovered in his travelling-case that 
X submit the following extracts^ without^ however, presuming to 
advance an opinion on the strange circumstances which they detail, 
or even as to the connexion which some may fancy they discover 
between different parts of them. 

The first was evidently written at my own house, and bears date 
August the 16th, 18 — ^ about three weeks after my own departure 
for Preston. 

It begins thus :— 

* Tuesday, August 15.-^Poor girl I — ^I forget who it is that says, 
''The real ills of life are light in comparison with fancied eiirils;** 
and certainly the scene I have just witnessed goes some way towards 
establishing the truth of the hypothesis. Among the afflictions 
which flesh is heir to^ a diseased imagination is &r from being the 
lightest, even when considered separately, and without taking into 
the account those bodily pains and sufferings which — so close is the 
connexion between mind and matter — are but too frequently 
attendant upon any disorder of the fancy. Seldom has my interest 
been more powerfully excited than by poor Maiy Graham. Her 
age, her appearance, her pale, melancholy features, the very omtoar 
of her countenance, all conspire to remind me, but too forcibly, ot 
one whc^ waking or sleeping, is never long absent from my 
thoughts ; — ^but enough of this. 

'A fine morning had succeeded one of the most tempestuous 
nights I ever remember, and I was just sitting down to a substantial 
breakfast, which the care of my friend Ingoldsby's housekeeper, 
kind-hearted Mrs. Wilson, had prepared for me, when I was inter* 
rupted by a summons to the sick-bed of a young parishioner whom 
I had frequently seen in my walks, and had remarked for the 
regularity of her attendance at Divine worship. Mary Giaham is 
the elder of two daughters, residing with their mother, the widow of 
an attorney, who, dying suddenly in the prime of life, left his fiimily 
but slenderly provided for. A strict though not parsimonious 
economy has, however, enabled them to live with an appearance of 
respectability and comfort ; and from the personal attractions which 
both the girls possess, their mother is evidently not without hopes ol 
seeing one, at least, of them advantageously settled in life* As far 
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M poor Maxy is oonoerned, I fear she is doomed to ineyitable dif- 
appdntmenty as I am much mistaken if consumption has not laid ita 
wasting finger npon her ; while this last recurrence, of what I cannot 
bat believe to be a formidable epileptic attack, Hireatens to shake 
oat^ with even added Telocity, the little sand that may yet remain 
ivjthin the hour-glass of time. Her very delusion, too, is of such a 
nature as, by adding to bodilj illneas the agitation of superstitious 
terror, can scarcely fjul to accelerate the catastrophe, which I think 
I see fsat approaching. 

* Before I was introduced into the sick-room, her sister, who had 
been watching my arriyai from the window, took me into their 
little parlour, and, after the usual civilities, began to prepare me for 
the yisit I was about to pay. Her countenance was marked at once 
with trouble and alarm, and in a low tone of voice, which some 
internal emotion, rather than the fear of disturbing the invalid in a 
distant room, had subdued almost to a whisper, informed me that 
my presence was become necessary, not more as a clergyman than a 
maj^atrate ; that the disorder with which her sister had, during the 
nighty been so suddenly and unaccountably seized, was one of no 
comnum kind, but attended with circumstances which, coupled with 
the declarations of the sufferer, took it out of all ordinary calcula- 
tions^ and, to use her own expression, that ''malice was at the 
bottom of it." 

* Naturally supposing that these insinuations were intended to 
intimate the partaking of some deleterious substance on the part of 
the invalid, I inquired what reason she had for imagining, in the 
first place, that anything of a poisonous nature had been admi- 
nistered at all ; and, secondly, what possible incitement any human 
being could have for the perpetration of so foul a deed towards so 
innocent and unoffending an individual? Her answer considerably 
relieved the apprehensions I had begun to entertain lest the poor 
girl should, from some unknown cause, have herself been attempting 
to rush uncalled into the presence of her Creator ; at the same time, 
it surprised me not a little by its apparent want of rationality and 
common sense. She had no reason to believe, she said, that her 
sister had taken poison, or that any attempt upon her life had been 
made, or was, perhaps, contemplated, but that ** still malice was at 
work — ^the malice of villains or fiends, or of both combined ; that no 
causes purely natural would suffice to account for the state in which 
her sister had been now twice placed, or for the dreadful sufferings 

I 
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tht bad undergone while in that state ;" and that she van deter- 
mined the whole affair should undergo a thorough inyestigatioQ« 
Seeing that the poor girl was now herself labouring under a great 
degree of excitement^ I did not think it neceatiary to enter at that 
moment into a discussion upon the absurdity of her .opinion, bat 
applied myself to the tranquiUising of her mind by assurances of a 
proper inquiry, and then drew her attention to the symptoms of the 
indisposition, and the way in which it had first made its appearance. 

' The yiolenoe of the storm lait night had, I found, induced the 
whole family to sit up far beyond their usual hour, till, wearied 
out at length, and, as ^eir mother observed, ** tired o£ burning fire 
and candle to no purpose,'' they repaired to their seyeral chambers. 

*The sisters occupied the same room; Elisabeth was already at 
her humble toilet, and had commenced the arrangement of her hair 
for the night, when her attention was at once drawn ttom her em- 
ployment by a halfnunothered shriek and exclamation from her 
sister, who, in her delicate state of health, had found walking up two 
flights of stairs, perhaps a little more quickly than usual, an exertion, 
to recover from which she had seated herself in a large arm-Kshair. 

< Turning hastily at the sound, she perceived Mary deadly pale, 
grasping, as it were convuLuvely, each arm of the chair whidi sup- 
ported her, and bending forward in the attitude of listeuing ; her lips 
were trembling and bloodless, cold drops of perspiration stood upon 
her forehead, and in an instant after, exclaiming in a piercing tone, 
** Hark 1 they are calling me again 1 it is — it i$ the tame voice ; — Oh 
no^ no 1 — Oh my God 1 save me, Betsy — ^hold me— save me I" she 
fell forward upon the floor. Elizabeth flew to her assistance, raised 
her, and by her cries brought both her mother, who had not yet got 
iate bed, and their only servan^girl, to her aid. The latter was 
despatched at once for medical help ; but, from the appearance of 
the sufferer, it was much to be feared that she would soon be beyond 
the reach (A art Her agonised parent and sister succeeded in bearing 
her between them and placing her on a bed : a funt and inter- 
mittent pulsation was for a while perceptible ; but in a few momenta 
a general shudder shook the whole body ; the pulse ceased, the eyeo 
became fixed and glassy, the jaw dropped, a cold clammineas 

usurped the place of the genial warmth of life. Before Mr. I 

iirrived everything announced that dissolution had taken place, and 
that the freed spirit had quitted its mortal tenement. 

'The appearance of the surgeon confirmed their worst apprehen- 
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BioDfl ; a vein was opened, but the blood refoBed to flow, and Mr. 
I pronounced that the yital spark was indeed extingniahed. 

* The poor motheT, whose attachment to her children waa perhaps 
ihB more powerful, as they were the sole relatiyes at oonnexiona she 
had in the world, was overwhelmed with a grief amonnting almost 
to frenzy ; it was with diffioolty that she was removed to her own 
loom by the nnited strength of her daughter and medical adviser. 
Nearly an hour had elapsed during the endeavour at calming her 
transports ; they had succeeded, however, to a certain extent, and 

Mr. I had taken his leave, when Elisabeth, re-entering the 

bedchamber in which her sister lay, in order to pay the last sad 
duties to her corpse, was honorstruck at seeing a crimson stream of 
blood running down the side of the counterpane to the floor. Her 
exdamation brought the girl again to her side, when it was per- 
ceived, to their astonishment, that the sanguine stream proceeded 
from liie arm of the body, which was now manifesting signs of re- 
taming life. The half-frantic mother flew to the room, and it was 
with difficulty that they could prevent her, in her agitation, from 
BO acting as to extinguish for ever the hope which had begun to 
liae in their bosoms. A long-drawn sigh, amounting almost to a 
groan, followed by several convulsive gaspings, was the prelude to 
the restoration of the animal functions in poor Mary: a shriek, 
almost pretematurally loud, considering her state of exhaustion, suc- 
ceeded ; but she did recover, and, with the help of restoratives, was 
well enough towards morning to express a strong desire that I 
should be sent for — a desire the more readily complied with, inns* 
much as the strange expressions and declarations she had made sine 3 
her restoration to consciousness, had'filled her sister with tho most 
horrible suspicions. The natui-o of these suspicions was such as 
would at any other time, perhaps, have raised a smile upon my lips ; 
but tho distress, and even agony of the poor girl, as she half hinted 
and half expressed them, wero such as entirely to preclude every 
sensation at all approaching to mirth. Without endeavouring, 
therefoie, to combat ideas, evidently too strongly impressed upon 
her mind at the moment to admit of present refutation, I merely 
used a few encouraging words, and requested her to precede me to 
the sick chamber. 

*The invalid was lying on tho outside of the bed, partly dressed^ 
and wearing a white dimity wrapping-gown, the colour of which 
corresponded but too well with the deadly paleness of her complexion* 
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Her oheek waa wan and sunken, giying an extTaordinary prominent 
to her eye» which gleamed with a lustrous brilliancy not unfrc- 
quently characteristic of the aberration of intellect. I took her 
hand ; it was chili and clammy, the pulse feeble and intermittent* 
and the general debility of her frame was such that I would fain 
haye persuaded her to defer any conyersation which, in her present 
state, she might not be equal to support Her positiye assurance 
that, until she had disburdened herself of what she called her ** dread- 
ful secret," she could know no rest either of mind or body, at length 
induced me to comply with her wish, opposition to which, in her 
then frame of mind, might perhaps be attended with eyen worse 
effects than its indulgence. I bowed acquiescence, and in a low and 
fidtering yoioe, with frequent interruptions, occasioned by her weak- 
ness, she gaye me the following singular account of the sensations 
which, she ayerred, had been experienced by her during her 
trance: — 

' ** This, sir," she began, ^ is not the first time that the cruelty of 
others has, for what purpose I am unable to conjecture, put me to a 
degree of torture which I can compare to no suffering, either of body 
or mind, which I haye eyer before experienced. On a former 
occasion I was willing to belieye it the mere effect of a hideous 
dream, or what is yulgarly termed the nightmare ; but this repetition, 
and the circumstances under which I was last Bummoned, at a 
time, too, when I had not eyen composed myself to rest, fatally com- 
Tinoe me of the reality of what I haye seen and suffered. 

' ** This \a no time for concealment of any kind. It is now more 
than a twelyemonth since I was in the habit of occasioDally en- 
countering in my walks a young man of prepossessing appearance 
and gentlemanly deportment. He was always alone, and generally 
reading ; but I could not be long in doubt that these rencounters^ 
which became eyery week more frequent, were not the effect 
of accident, or that his attention, when we did meet, was lees 
directed to his book than to my sister and myself. He eyen seemed 
to wish to address us, and I haye no doubt would have taken some 
other opportunity of doing so^ had not one been afforded him by a 
strange dog attacking us one Sunday morning in our way to churbh, 
which he beat ofi^ and made use of this little seryice to promote an 
acquaintance. His name^ he said, was Francis Somers^ and added 
that he was on a yisit to a relation of the same name, resident a few 
miles from X . He gaye us to understand that he was himself 
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gtadying Borgery with the yiew to a medical appointment in one of 
lii6 oolooies. You are not to sappoee, idr, that he had entered thna 

into hia oonoemB at the fint interview ; it was not till onr aoqnaintanoe 
had ripened, and he had Tinted oar honso more than onoe with my 
mothor'a eanotion, that these particnlara were elicited. He never 
diagoieed, from the firsts that an attachment to myself waa his object 
OTiginaUy in introdndng himself to oar notice. As his prospects 
were comparatively flattering, my mother did not nuae any impedi- 
ment to his attentions, and I own I received them with pleasore. 

' '^Bays and weeks elapsed; and althoagh the distance at which 
bis relaticn resided prevented the possibility of an nninterrupted 
interoonise^ yet nmther was it so great as to preclade his frequent 
visits. The interval of a day, or at most of two, was all that inter- 
vened, and these tempofary absences certainly did not decrease the 
jdeasore of the meetings with which they terminated. At length 
a pensive expression began to exhibit itself upon his oonntenancei 
and I coald not bat remark that at every visit he became more 
abstracted and reserved. The eye of affection is not slow to detect 
any symptom of uneasiness in a qnarter dear to it. I spoke to him, 
questioned him on the subject; his answer was evasive, and I said 
no more. My mother, too, however, had marked the same appear- 
anoe of melancholy, and pressed him more strongly. He at length 
admitted that his spirits were depressed, and that their depression 
was caused by the necessity of an early, though but a temporary, 
separation. His uncle, and only friend, he said, had long insisted 
on his spending some months on the Continent, with the view of com* 
pleting his professional education, and that the time was now fast 
approaching when it would be necessary for him to commence his 
journey. A look made the inquiry which my tongue refused to 
utter. 'Yes, dearest Mary,' was his reply, 'I have communicated 
our attachment to him, partially at least ; and though I dare not say 
that the intimation was received as I could have wished, yet I have, 
perhaps, on the whole, no fair reason to be dissatisfied with his reply. 

* « The completion of my studies, and my settlement in the world, 
must, my uncle told me, be the first consideration ; when these 
material points were achieved, he should not interfere with any 
arrangement that might be found essential to my happiness ; at the 
same time he has positively refused to sanction any engagement at 
present, which may, he says, have a tendency to divert my attention 
fran those pursuits^ en the due posecution of which my future 
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gitoation in life must depend. A oompromiBe between love and 
duty was eventually wrung from me, tbough reluctantly; I have 
pledged myself to proceed immediately to my destination abroad, 
with a full understanding that on my return, a twelvemonth hence, 
no obstacle shall be thrown in the way of what are^ I trost, cfur 
mutual wishes.' 

'''I will not attempt to describe the feelings with which I re- 
ceived this communication, nor will it be necessary to say anything 
of what passed at the few interviews which took place before FranciB 
quitted X——. The evening immediately previous to that of his 
departure he passed in this house, and, before we sepairated, re- 
newed his protestations of an unchangeable affection, requiring a 
similar assurance from me in return. I did not hesitate to make iu 
'Be satisfied, my dear Frands,' said I, 'that no diminution in tho 
regard I have avowed can ever take place, and though absent in 
body, my heart and soul will still be with you.' — ^^ Swear this,' he 
cried, with a suddenness and energy which surprised, and rather 
startled me: ' promise that you will be with me in ^pvrit^ at least, 
when I am far away.' I gave him my hand, but that was not suffi* 
dent ' One of these dark shining ringlets, my dear Mary,' said he, 
' as a pledge that you will not forget your vow I' I suffered him to 
take the scissors from my work-box and to sever a look of my hair, 
which he placed in his bosom. — The next day he was pursuing his 
journey, and the waves were already bearing him fixnn England. 

'''I had letters from him repeatedly during the first three montha 
of his absence; they spoke of lUs health, his prospects, and of hia 
love, but by degrees the intervals between each arrival became 
longer, and I &ncied I perceived acme falling off from that waimth 
of expression which had at first characterised his commuuicatknw. 

< << One night I had retired to rest rather later than usual, having 
sat by the bedside, comparing his last brief note with some cf bis 
earlier -letters, and was endeavouring to oonvince myself that my 
apprehensions of his fickleness were unfounded, when an unie&- 
nable sensation of restlessness and anxiety seiaed upon me. I can- 
not compare it to anything I had ever experienced b^ore ; my pulse 
fluttered, my heart beat with a quickness and violence which 
alanned me, and a stmnge tremor shook my whole frame. 1 
retired hastily to bed, in hopes of getting rid of so impleasant a sen- 
sation, but iu vain ; a vague apprehension of I know not what occu- 
pied my mind, and vainly did I endeavour to shake it off. I can 
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compare my feelingi to nothing but thoie which wa sometiineB ex- 
perience when ftbout to iindertftke a long and nnpleaaant jonmej 
kaTing those we love bohind na. More than onoe did I laise myself 
in my bed and listen, fancying that I heard myself oalled, and on 
each oi those oocaBions the flattering of my heart increased. Twice I 
vf2ia on the point of calling to my sister, who th«i slept in an adjoin* 
ing room, but she had gone to bed indisposed, and an nnwillingness 
to dinturb either hex or my mother checked me ; the laige olock in 
the room below at this moment began to strike the hour ci twelre. 
I distinctly heaxd its vibrations, but ere its sounds had oessed, a 
buming heaty as if a hot imn had been applied to my t^nple, was 
suooeeded by a dizziness, — a swoon,-— a total loss of consdousness as 
to where or in what situation I was. 

'*'A pain, violent, shazp» and piercing, as though my whole frame 
were lacerated by some keenhedged weapon, roused me from this 
stupor, — ^but where was I? Eveiything was strange around m^--* 
a shadowy dimness rendered every object indistinct and uncertain ; 
methought, however, that I was seated in a large, antique, high- 
backed chair, several of which were near, their tall black carved 
frames and seats interwoven with a lattice-work of cane. The 
apartment in which I sat was one of moderate dimensions, and from 
its sloping TOoSf seemed to be the upper story of the edifice, a fac^ 
oonfiimed by the moon shining without, in full effulgence, on a huge 
round tower, which its light rendered plainly visible through the 
open OBsement, and the summit of which appeared but little superior 
in elevation to the room I occupied. Bather to the right, and in the 
distance, the spire of some cathedral or lofty church was visible, 
while sondiy gable-ends, and tops of houses, told me I was in the 
midst of a populous but unknown city. 

' " The apartment itself had something strange in its appearance ; 
and, in the character of its furniture and appurtenances, bore little 
or no resemUanoe to any I had ever seen before. The fireplace was 
laige and wide, with a pair of what are sometimes called andirons, 
betokening that wood was the principal, if not the only fuel con« 
somed within its recess; a fierce fire was now blazing in It, the 
Ught from which rendered visible the remotest parts of the chamber. 
Over a lofty old-fashioned mantelpiece, carved heavily in imitation 
01 fruits and flowers, hung the half-length portrait of a gentleman 
in a dark-ooloured foreign habit, with a peaked beard and mustaches, 
ODo hand resting upon a table, the other supporting a sort of M<on,or 
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short military staff, the suminit of which was surmounted hy a ^Ivor 
faloon. Several antique chairs, similar in appearance to those 
already mentioned, surrounded a massive oaken table, the length 
of which mnctk exceeded its width. At the lower end of this piece 
of furniture stood the chair I occupied ; on the upper, was placed a 
small chafing-dish filled with burning coals, and darting forth occa- 
sionally long flashes of various-coloured fire, the brilliance of which 
made itself visible, even above the strong illumination emitted from 
the chimney. Two huge, black, japanned cabinets, with clawed 
feet» reflecting from their polished surfeuses the effulgence of the 
flame^ were placed one on each side the casement-window to which 
I have alluded, and with a few shelves loaded with books, many of 
which were also strewed in disorder on the floor, completed the 
list of the furniture in the apartment. Some strange-looking instru- 
ments, of imknown form and purpose, lay on the table near the 
chafing-dish, on the other side of whidi a miniature portrait of myself 
hung, reflected by a small oval mirror in a dark-coloured frame, 
while a large open volume, traced with strange characters of the 
colour of blood, lay in front ; a goblet, containing a few drops of 
liquid of the same ensanguined hue, was by its side. 

* ** But of the objects which I have endeavoured to describe, none 
arrested my attention so forcibly as two others. These were the 
figures of two yoimg men, in the prime of life, only sepamted from 
me by the table. They were dressed alike, each m a long flowing 
gown, made of some sad-coloured stuff, and confined at the waist by 
a crimson girdle ; one of them, the shorter of the two^ was occupied 
in feeding the embers of the chafing-dish with a resinous powder, 
which produced and maintained a brilliant but flickering blaze, to 
the action of which his companion was exposing a long lock of dark 
chestnut hair, that shrank and shrivelled as it approached the flame. 
But, Godl — that hair! — and the form of him who held it I that 
fiioe I those features I — not for one instant could I entertain a doubt 
— ^it was He I Francis I — the lock he grasped was mine, the very 
pledge of affection I had given him, and still, as it partially en« 
countered the fire, a burning heat seemed to scorch the temple from 
\7hich it had been taken, conveying a torturing sensation that affected 
my very brain. 

''^How shall I proceed? — ^but no^ it is impossible, — ^not even to 
you, sir, can I— dare I — recount the proceedings of that unhallowed 
night of horror and of shame. Were my life extended to a term com- 
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meDsuiate with that of the Patriarchs of old, never could its detes- 
table, its damTiing poUntions be effaced from my remembrance ; and 
oh 1 above all, never could I forget the diabolical glee which sparkled 
in the eyes of my fiendish tormentors, as they witnessed the worse 
than useless struggles of their miserable victim. Oh I why was it 
not permitted me to take refuge in unconsciousness — nay, in death 
itself from the abominations of which I was compelled to be, not 
only a witness, but a partaker? But it is enough, sir; I will not 
farther shock your nature by dwelling longer on a scene-, the full 
horrors of which, words, if I even dared employ any, would be 
inadequate to express; sufSce it to say, that after being subjected 
to it, how long I knew not, but certainly for more than an hour, 
a noise from below seemed to alarm my persecutors; a pause 
ensued, — ^the lights were extinguished, — and, as the sound of a 
footstep ascending a staircase became more distinct, my forehead 
felt again the excruciating sensation of heat, while the embers, 
kindling into a momentary flame, betrayed another portion of the 
Tinglet consuming in the blaze. Fresh agonies succeeded, not less 
severe, and of a similar description to those which had seized 
upon me at first ; oblivion again followed, and on being at length 
restored to oonsciousness, I found myself as you see me now, fiunt 
and exhausted, weakened in every limb^ and every fibre quivering 
with agitation. Hy groans soon brought my sister to my aid ; it 
was long before I could summon resolution to confide, even to her, 
the dreadful secret, and when I had done so, her strongest efforts 
were not wanting to persuade me that I had been labouring under 
a severe attack of nightmare. I ceased to argue, but I was not 
convinced : the whole scene was then too present, too awfully real, 
to permit me to doubt the character of the transaction ; and if, when 
a few days had elapsed, the hopelessness of imparting to others the 
conviction I entertained myself produced in me an apparent ao> 
quiescence with their opinion, I have never been the less satisfied 
that no cause reducible to the known laws of nature occasioned my 
sufferings on that hellish evening. Whether that firm belief might 
have eventually yielded to time, whether I might at length have 
been brought to consider all that had passed, and the circumstances 
which I could never cease to remember, as a mere phantasm, the 
ofispring of a heated imagination, acting upon an enfeebled body, I 
know not — ^last night, however, would in any case have dispelled 
the flattering illusion — ^last night — last night was the whole horrible 
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floe&o acted over again. The place — ^the actors — the whole infernal 
apparatus were the same; — ^the name insults^ the same tormenta, 
the same Inrutalities— all were renewed, sare that the period of my 
agony was not so prolonged. I became sensible to an incision in 
my arm, thongh the hand that made it was not visible; at the 
same moment my persecutors paused; they were manifestly dis- 
concerted, and the companion of him, whose name shall never moro 
pass my lips, muttered something to his abettor in evident agitation ; 
the formula of an oath of horrible import was dictated to me in 
terms fearfully distinct I refused it unhesitatingly; again and 
again was it proposed, with menaces I tremble to think on — ^but I 
refused; the same sound was heard — interruption was evidently 
apprehended, — the same ceremony was hastily repeated, and I again 
found myself released, lying on my own bed, with my mother and 
my sister weeping over me. Qod I Qod I when and how is this 
to end? — ^When will my spirit be left in peace? — Where^ or with 
whom shall I find refuge ?" 

' It is impossible to convey any adequate idea of the emotions 
with which this unhappy girl's narrative affected me. It must not 
be supposed that her story was delivered in the same continuous 
and uninterrupted strain in whidi I have transcribed its substance. 
On the contrary, it was not without frequent intervals, of longer or 
shorter duration, that her account was brought to a conclusion* 
indeed, many passages o( her strange dream were not without the 
greatest difficulty and reluctance communicated fX alL My task 
was no easy one ; never, in the course of a long life spent in the 
active duties of my Christian calling,— never had I been summoned 
to such a conference before. 

*To the half-avowed, and palliated confession of committed guilt 
I had often listened, and pointed out the only road to secure its 
forgiveness. I had succeeded in cheering the spirit of despondency, 
and sometimes even in calming the ravings of despair; but here I 
had a dififerent enemy to combat, an ineradicable prejudice to en- 
counter, evidently backed by no common share of superstition, and 
confirmed by the mental weakness attendant upon severe bodily 
pain. To argue the sufferer out of an opinion so rooted was a hope- 
less attempt. I did, however, essay it; I spoke to her of the strong 
and mysterious connexion maintained between our waking ixnagea 
and those which haunt us in our dreams, and more especially during 
that morbid oppression commonly called nightmare. I was even 
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enabled to addnoo myself aa a strong and liYing instance of the 
excess to which fancy sometimes carries her freaks on those ocofr* 
aoDs; while, by an odd odnoidenoe, the impression made upon my 
own mind, which I adduced as an example^ bore no slight resem- 
blance to her own. I stated to her, that on my recovery from the 
fit oi epUepey, which had attacked me about two years since, just 
before my grandson Frederick left Oxford, it was with the greatest 
di£Gculty I could persuade myself that I had not yisited him, during 
the interral, in his rooms at Braaonose, and eren conTersed with 
himself and his friend W , seated ,in his ann-ohair, and gazing 
through the window full upon the statue of Cain, as it stands in the 
centre of the quadrangle. I told her of the pain I underwent both 
at the commencement and termination of my attack ; of the extreme 
lassitude that succeeded; but my efforts were all in vain: she 
iJBtened to me, indeed, with an interest almost breathless^ especially 
when I informed her of my having actually experienced the rery 
burning sensation in the brain alluded to^ no doubt a strong attend- 
ant symptom of this peculiar affection, and a proof of the identity of 
the complaint: but I could plainly perceiye that I failed entirely in 
shaking the rooted opinion which possessed her, that her spirit had, 
by some ne&rioos and unhallowed means, been actoally sobtraoted 
for a time from its earthly tenement' 



The next extract which I shall give from my old friend's memo- 
randa is dated August 24th, more than a week subsequent to his 
first visit at Mrs. Graham's. He appears, from his papers, to have 
visited the poor young woman more than once during the interval, 
and to have afforded her those spiritual consolations which no one 
was more capable of conmiunicating. His patient, for so in a re- 
ligions sense she may well be termed, had been sinking under the 
Station she had experienced; and the constant dread she was 
under of similar sufferings, operated so strongly on a frame already 
enervated, that life at length seemed to hang only by a thread. 
His papers go on to say — 

'I have just seen poor Mary Graham, — ^I fear for the last time. 
Nature is evidently quite worn out; she is 'aware that she is dying, 
and looks forward to the termination of her existence here, not only 
with resignation but with joy. It is clear that her dream, or what 
she persists in calling her ** subtraction," has much to do with this. 
For the last three days her behaviour has been altered; she has 
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aToided converBing on the subject of her delusion, and seems to mah 
that I should consider her as a convert to my view of her case. Thia 
may, perhaps, be partly owing to the flippancies of her medical at- 
tendant upon the subject, for Mr. I has, somehow or other, got an 

inkling that she has been much agitated by a dream, and thinks to 
laugh off the impression — ^in my opinion injudiciously ; but though 
a skilful, and a kindhearted, he is a young man, and of a disposition, 
perhaps, rather too mercurial for the chamber of a nervous invalid* 
Her manner has since been much more reserved to both of us : in 
my case, probably because she suspects me of betraying her secret' 

< August 26th. — ^Maiy (haham is yet alive, but sinking fast; her 
cordiality towards me has returned since her sister confeaaed yester* 

day, that she had herself told Mr. I that his patient's mind 

''had been affected by a terrible vision." I am evidently restored 
to her confldenoe. — She asked me this morning, with much earnest- 
ness, ** What I believed to be the state of departed spirits during tbe 
interval between dissolution and the final day of account? And 
whether I thought they would be sate, in another world, from the 
influence of wicked persons employing an agency more than human ?" 
Poor duldl One cannot mistake the prevailing bias of her mind. 
PoorchUdl' 

* August 27th. — It is nearly over; she is sinking rapidly, bat 
quietly and without pain. I have just administered to her the 
sacred elements, of whidi her mother partook. Elizabeth declined 
doing the same : she cannot, she says, yet bring herself .to fc^give 
the villain who has destroyed her sister. It is singular that she, a 
young woman of good plain sense in ordinaiy matters^ should so 
easily adopt, and so pertinaciously retain, a superstition so puerile 
and ridiculous. This must be matter of a future conversation be- 
tween us ; at present, with the fonn of the dying girl before her 
eyes, it were vain to argue with her. The mother, I find, haa 
written to young Somera, stating the dangerous situation of hia 
affianced wife ; indignant, as she justly is, at his long silence^ it ia 
fortunate that she has no knowledge of the suspicions entertained 
by her daughter. I have seen her letter; it is addressed to Mr. 
fVanois Somers, in the Hc^woert, at Leyden — a fellow-student* 
then, of Frederick's. I must remember to inquire if he is oi^w^i^tftd 
with this yoimg man.* 
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Hary Graham, it appeara, died the same night Before her d^ 
parture» she repeated to my fHend the singular story she Lad hefore 
told him, without any material variatioa from the detail she had 
formerly giyen. To tibie last she persisted in believing that her un- 
worthy lover had practiBed upon her by forbidden arts. She once 
more described the apartment with great minuteness^ and even the 
person of Francis's alleged companion, who was, she said, about the 
middle height, hard-featured, with a rather remarkable scar upon 
his left cheek, extending in a transverse direction from below the eye 
to the nose. Several pages of my reverend lriend*s manuscript are 
filled with reflections upon this extraordinary confession, which, 
joined with its melancholy termination, seems to have produced no 
common effBct upon him. He alludes to more than one subsequent 
discnssioiL with the surviving sister, and piques himself on having 
made some progress in convincing her of the folly of her theory r^ 
ipecting the origin and nature of the illness itselt 

His memoranda on this, and other subjects, are continued till 
about the middle of September, when a break ensues, occasioned, 
no doubt, by the unwelcome news of his grandson's dangerous state, 
which induces him to set out forthwith for Holland. His arrival at 

Leyden was, as I have already said, too late. Frederick S 

had expired after thirty houra' intense sufferin^^ from a wound 
received in a duel with a brother student. The cause of quarrel was 
variously related ; but, according to his landlord's version, it had 
originated in some silly dispute about a dream of his antagonist's, 
who had been the challenger. Such, at least, was the aooount given 

to him, as he ssid, by Frederick's friend and fellow-lodger, W ^ 

who had acted as second on the occasion, thus acquitting himself of 
an obligation of the same kind due to the deceased, whose services 
he had put in requisition about a year before on a similar occasion, 
when he had himself been severely wounded in the fiEice. 

From the same authority I learned that my poor friend was much 
affected on finding that his arrival had been deferred too long. 
Every attention was shown him by the proprietor of the house, a 
rapectable tradesman, and a chamber was prepared for his accom- 
modation ; the books, and few effects of his deceased grandson, were 
delivered over to him, duly inventoried, and, late as it was in the 
evening when he reached Leyden, he iosisted on being conducted 
immediately to the apartments which Frederick had occupied, there 
to indulge the first ebullitions of his sorrows, before he retired to his 
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own. Madame Miiller acoordingly led the way to an upper xooin, 
which, being situated at the top of the house, had been^ from, 
its privacy and distance from the street, selected by Frederick 
as bis study. The Doctor entered, and taking the lamp from bifl 
conductress motioned to be left alone. His implied wish was oi 
course complied with : and nearly two hours had elapsed before his 
kindhearted hostess reascended, in the hope of prevailing upon him 
to return with her, and partake of that refreshment which he had 
in the first instance peremptorily declined. Her i^pUcation for 
admission was unnoticed :— she repeated it more than onoe^ without 
success ; then becoming somewhat alanned at the oontinued silenoG^ 
opened the door and perceived her new inmate stretched on the floor 
in a feinting fit. Restoratives were instantly administered^ and 
prompt medical aid succeeded at length in restoring him to con* 
sciousnesB. But his mind had received a shock from which, during 
the few weeks he survived, it never entirely recovered. His thoughts 
wandered perpetually : and though, from the very slight acquaint- 
ance which his hosts had with the English language, the greater part 
of what fell from him remained unknown, yet enough was under- 
stood to induce them to believe that something more than the mere 
death of his grandson had contributed thus to paralyse his facalties. 
When his situation was first discovered, a small miniature was 
found tightly grasped in his right hand. It had been the property 
of Frederick, and had more than once been seen by the Mnllers in 
his possession. To this the patient made continued reference^ and 
would not sufier it one moment from his sight : it was in his hand 
when he expired. At my request it was produced to me. The 
portrait was that of a young woman, in an English morning dress» 
whose pleasing and regular features, with their mild and somewhat 
pensive expression, were not, I thought, altogether unknown to me. 
Her age was apparently about twenty. A profruion of dark ohest- 
nut bidr was arranged in the Madonna style^ above a brow of unsul- 
lied whiteness, a single ringlet depending on the left side. A 
glossy lock of the same colour, and evidently belonging to the 
original, appeared beneath a small crystal, inlaid in the back of the 
picture, which was plainly set in gold, and bore in a dpher the 
letters M. G. with the date 18 — . From the inspection of this por* 
trait, I could at the time collect ' nothing, nor from that of the 
Doctor himself which, also, I found the next morning in Frederiok*s 
desk, accompanied by two separate portions of hair. One of them 
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WiW a lock, short, and deeply tinged with grey, and had heen taken, 
I haye little doubt, from the head of my old friend himself; the 
other corresponded in ooloor and appearance with that at the hack 
of the miniature. It was not till a few days had elapsed, and I had 
Been the worthy Doctor's remains quietly consigned to the narrow 
hooae, tiiat while arranging his papers proyious to my intended 
return upon the morrow, I encountered the narratiye I haye already 
transcribed. The name of the unfortunate young woman connected 
with it forcibly arrested my attention. I recollected it immediately 
as one belonging to a parishioner of my own, and at once reoognised 
the original of the female portrait as its owner. 

I rose not from the perusal of his yery singular statement till 1 
had gpne through the whole oi it It was late, — and the rays of 
the single lamp by which I was reading did but yery faintly 
illumine the remoter parts of the room in which I sat The 
brilliancy of an unclouded Noyember moon, then some twelye 
nights old, and shining full into the apartment, did much towards 
remedying the defect. My thoughts filled with the melancholy 
details I had read, I rose and walked to the window. The beautiful 
planet rose high in the firmament, and gaye to the snowy roo& of 
the houses, and pendant icicles, all the sparkling radiance of clus- 
tering gems. The stillness of the scene harmonized well with the 
state of my fdelings. I threw open the casement and looked abroad. 
Far below me, the waters of the principal canal shone like a broad 
mirroir in the moonlight To the left rose the Burght, a huge 
round tower of remarkable appearance, pierced with embrasures at 
its summit ; while a little to the right and in the distance, the spire 
and pinnacles of the Cathedral of Leyden rose in all their majesty, 
presenting a eoup €P<ml of surpassing though simple beauty. To a 
spectator of calm, unoccupied mind, the scene would haye been 
delightfuL On me it acted with an electric effect I turned hastily 
to suryey the apartment in which I had been sitting. It was the 
ono designated as the study of the late Frederick S The 

sides of the room w«e ooyered with dark wainscot ; the spadous 
fireplace opposite to me, with its polished andirons, was sur- 
mounted by a large old-fashioned mantelpiece, heayily canred in 
the Dutch style with fruits and flowers ; aboye it frowned a portrait, 
in a Vandyke dressy with a peaked beard and mustaches; one 
hand of the figure rested on a table, while the other bore a marshal's 
staff, surmounted with. % silyer fiedoon ; and — either my imagination 
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already heated by the scene, deoeived me,-— or a smile as of mali« 
cious triumph curled the lip and glared in the cold leaden eye that 
seemed fixed upon my own. The heavy, antique, cane-badced 
chairs, — ^the large oaken table, — the book-shelves, the scattered 
volumes — all, all, were there ; while, to complete the picture, to my 
right and left, as half-breathless I leaned my back against the case- 
ment, rose, on each side, a tall, dark, ebony cabinet, in whose polished 
sides the single lamp upon the table shone reflected as in a iQinor, 

What am I to think? — Can it be that the stoiy I have been 
reading was written by my poor friend here, and under the influence 
of delirium? — ^Impossible! Besides they all assure me, that from 
the fiEital night of his arrival he never left his bed — ^never put pen 
to paper. His very directions to have me sunmioned from England 
were verbally given, during one of those few and brief intervals in 
which reason seemed partially to resume her sway. Can it then be 

possible that ? W 7 where is he who alone may be able 

to throw light on this horrible mysteiy? No one knows. He 
absconded, it seems, immediately after the duel. No trace of him 
exists, nor, after repeated and anxious inquiries, can I find that any 
student has ever been known in the University of Leyden by the 
name of Fiands Somers. 

' There are more things in heaven and earth 
Than are dreamt of in your philosophy 1 !* 



Father John Ingoldsby, to whose papers I am largely indebted for 
the saintly records which follow, was brought up by his father, a 
cadet of the fiunily, in the Bomish faith, and was educated at Douai 
for the church. Besides the manuscripts now at Tappington, he 
was the author of two controversial treatisea on the connection 
between the Papal Hierarchy and the Nine of Diamonds. 

From his well-known loyalty, evinced by secret services to the 
Boyal cause during the Protectorate, he was excepted by name out 
of the acts against the Papists, became superintendent of the Queen 
Dowager's chapel at Somerset House, and enjoyed a small pension 
until his death, which took place in the third year of Queen Anne 
(1704), at the mature age of ninety-six. He was an ecclesiastic of great 
learning and piety, but from the sti£f and antiquated phraseology 
which he adopted, I have thought it necessary to modernise it a 
little : this will account for certain anachronisms that have unavoid- 
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ably crept in ; the sabstanoe of his narratives has, however, through- 
oat been strictly adhered to. 

Hia hair-shirt, ahnost as good aa new, is still preserved at Tap- 
pington, — ^but nobody ever wears it. 
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'Tunc miwr Comu adeo cooacieDtia ftimulis oompunctos ftut, et ezecratio 
eum tantopere ezcarneficavit, ut exinde tabescere inciperet, iwa/*wtn oontraho'et, 
omium cibam averaaretur, nee amplitui crocitaret : ^nna prseterea ei deflue- 
faaot, et alia pecdolia omnea facetiaa intermisit, et tam macer apparuit at 
onrnes ejus miaereBGent' ♦•*♦•• 

* Tune abbaa aaoerdotibua mandayit ut rursas furem abeoWerent ; quo facto, 
Gorvua, omnibua mirantibua, propadiem oonvaluit, et pristiDam aanitatem 
recapenvit.' i>tf lUutt. Ord, OtUrc 

THE Jackdaw sat on the Cardinal's chair I 
Bishop and abbot^ and prior were there ; 

Many a monk, and many a friar. 

Many a knight, and many a sauire, 
With a great many more of lesser degree, — 
In sooth a goodly company ; 
And they served the Lord Primate on bended knee. 

Never, I ween, Was a prouder seen. 
Bead of in books, or dreamt of in dreams. 
Than the Cardinal Lord Archbishop of Bheims I 

In and out Through the motley rout, 
That little Jackdaw kept hopping about ; 

Here and there Like a dog in a fair. 

Over comfits and cakes, And dishes and plates^ 
Cowl and cope, and rochet and pail, 
Mitre and croedeT I he hopp*d upon all I 

With saucy air, He perch*d on the chair 
Where, in state, tlie great Ix>rd Cardinal sat 
In the great Lord Cardinal's great red hat ; 

And he peer'd in the face Of his Loidship's Grace, 
With a satisfied look, aa if he would say, 
* We two are tlie greatest folks here toKlay !' 

And the priests, with awe, As such freaks they saw 
Said, ' The Devil must be in that little Jackdaw I' 

The feast was over, the board was clear'd. 
The fiawna and l^e custards had all disappeared, 
And ax little Singing-boys,— dear little soula I 
In nice clean feces, and nice white stoles^ 

Came, in order due, Two by two^ 
Marohing that grand refectory through ! 
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A nice little Ix^ held a golden ewer, 
EmbosB'd and nll*d with water,* as pure 
As any that flows between Rheims and Nanuu; 
Which a nice little boy stood ready to catch 
In a fine golden hand-basin made to match. 
Two nice little boys, rather more grown. 
Carried kvender-water, and eau de Cologne ; 
And a nice little boy had a nice cake of soap^ 
Worthy of wadiing the hands of the Pope. 
One little boy more A naxkkin bore, 
Of the best white ^japer, fringea with pink, 
And a Cardinal's Hat mark*d in * permanent ink.* 

The great Lord Cardinal tarns at the skht 
Of these nice little bovs dress'd all in white : 

From his finger he draws His costly turquoise ; 
And, not thinking at all about little Jackdaws, 

Deposits it straight By the side of his plate^ 
While the nice little boys on his Eminence wait; 
Till, when nobody's dreaming of anv such thing. 
That little Jackdaw hops off with the ring 1 

There's a ay and a shout, And a deuce of a rout^ 
And nobody seems to know what they're about, 
But the monks have their pockets all tum'd inside out; 
' The friais are kneelinz. And hunting, and feeling 
The carpet, the floor, and the walls, and the ceiling. 

The Cardinal drew Off each plum-colour'd shoe, 
And left his red stockings exposed to the view ; 

He peeps, and he feels In the toes and the heels ; 
They turn up the dishes, — ^they turn up the plates, — 
They take up the poker and poke out the grates, 

— They turn up the rugs. They examine the mugs : — 

But, no I — ^no such thing ; — They can't find thk jujsq I 
And the Abbot declared tha^ 'when nobody twigg'd i(^ 
Some rascal or other had popp'd in, and prigg'd itl* 

The Cardinal rose «nth a dignified look. 

He call'd for his candle, his bell, and his book I 

In holy anger, and pious grie^ 
/ He solemnly cursed that rascally thief I 
' He cursed him at board, he cursed him in bed ; 

From the sole of his foot to the crown of his h^ ; 
;c' He cursed him in sleeping, that every night 

He should dream of the devil, and wake in a fright ; 
\ He cursed him in eating, he cursed him in drinking 
\ Ue coised him in coughing, in sneezixig, in winking ; 
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He Gxined him in sittiiig, in standing, in 1 jing ; 
He cniBed him <in walking, in riding; in flying, 
He caned him in liying, he caned him dying !— * 

Keyer was heard sach a terrible cane 1 

Bat what gave rise To no little smprise, 

Kohody seem*d one penny the wone ! 

The day was gone, The night came on. 
The Monks and the Frian they search'd till dawn ; 

When the Sacristan saw. On crumpled daw. 
Come limping a poor little lune Jackdaw I 

No longer gay, As on yesterday ; 
His feathen all seem'd to he tam*d the wrong way ; — 
His pinions droop'd — ^he ooold hardly stand, — 
His head was as oald as the palm of yoar hand ; 

His ere so dim. So wasted each limh^ 
Tbat» heedless of grammar, they all cried, 'That^s him1-« 
Thafs the soamp that has done this scandaloos thing ! 
That's the thief that has eot my Lord Oardinal's Biiqg r 

The poor Uttle Jack&w, When the monks he saw 
Feehly gave yent to the ghost of a caiw ; 
And tam'd his bald head, as much aa to say; 
'Pray, be so good as to walk this way I' 

Slower and slower He limp'd on belbfe. 
Till &ey came to the back of the bel6y door. 

Where the first thing they saw. Midst thesfcieks and the straw 
Was the biro in the nest of that little Jackdaw ! 

Then the great Lord Cardinal calVd for his book. 
And off tlutt terrible carse he took ; 

The mate expression Served in lien of ooniession, \ 
And, beinff thos ooapled with full restitution, / 

The Jack&w got plenary absolution ! 

— ^When Sxose wordls were heard. That poor little bird 
Was so dumged in a moment, 'twas really absurd. 

He grew sleek, and fat ; In addition to that, 
A fresh crop of feathen came thick as a mat 1 

His tail waggled more Even than before ; 
But no longer it wagged with an impudent aii; 
No longer he perch'don the Cardinal's chair. 

He hopp^ now about With a gait devout ; 
At Matins^ at Vespers, he never was out; 
And, so fior from any more pilfering deeds, 
He always seem'd telling the Confessor's beads. 
If any one lied,— <jr if anjr one swore, — 
Or slumber'd in pnyer-tmie and happen'd to snore. 

That good Jackdaw, Would give a great * Caw ** 
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As much as to say, * Don't do so any more !* 
Wliile many remark'd, as his manners they saw, 
That they ' never had known such a pious Jackdaw !' 

He long lived the pride Of that country side, 
And at last in t^e odour of sanctity died ; 4 

When, as words were too £unt, His merits to painty 
The Conclave determined to make him a Saint; 
And on newly-made Saints and Popes, as you Imow, 
It's the custom, at Bome, new names to bestow^ 1 

So they canonized him by the name of Jim Crow ! / 

A LAY OF ST. DUNSTAN, 

* t^jk ^0^ dPKe l^unstan ixnoi borne in i^tnt of ottr Hottre ix. ^ 
flttnJrreH Sc xxv. tot fame tegtraiure in tFfis lonBe Singe ^tljelston. * * * 

* Wifyai it so ma $at iSaniu Hunstan foos btxv of praser tfjan ix&tts 
Ift to ioerltr in goUjsm^tes medte tmtlj Ifis otoe panties for to cscf^rlse 
gUelnes/ CMden Legend, 

ST. DUNSTAK stood in his ivied tower. 
Alembic, crucible, all were there ; 
When <in came Nick to play him a trick. 
In guise of a damsel passing &ir. 

Every one knows How the story goes : 
He took up the tongs and caught hold of his nose. 
But I beg that you won't for a moment suppose 
That I mean to go through, in detail, to you 
A story at least as trite as it's true ; 

Nor do I intend An instant to spend 
On the tale, how he treated his monarch and friend. 
When bolting away to a chamber remote, 
Inconceivably bored by his Witen-gemote, 

Edwy left them all joking. And drinking, and smokin;^ 
So tipsUy grand, they'd stand nonsense from no King, " a 

"Bat sent the Archbishop Their Sovereign to fish uj). 
With a hint that perchance on his crown he might feel taps 
Unless he came back straight and took ofif his heel-taps. 
Ton must not be plagued with the same story twice, 
And perhaps have seen this one, by W. Dyce, 
At the Boyal Academy, very well done, 
And mark'd in the catadogue Four, seven, one. 

Tou might there view the Saint, who in sable array'd is, 

Coerdng the Monarch awa^ from the Ladies ; ^ 

His n^t hand has hold of his Majesty's jerkin, 

His left shows the door, and he seems to say, ' Sir King, 

Your most faithful Commons won't hear of your shirkmg I 

Quit your tea, and return to your Barclai and Ferkyn. 
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Or, by Jingo^* ere morning, no longer alive, a 
Sad victim you'll lie to your love for Elgiva !' 

No &rther to treat Of this unfflllant feat, 
What I mean to do now is succinctly to paint 
One particular fact in the life of the Saint» 
Which, somehow, for want of due care, I presume. 
Has escaped the researches of Bapin and Hume, 
In recounting a miracle, both of Uiem men, who a 
Great deal £idl short of Jacques, Bishop of ()enoa. 
An Historian who likes de^ like these to record — 
See his Aurea Legenda, by QSSgnfccn ttt tDftoTlie. 

St. Dunstan stood again in his tower. 
Alembic^ crucible, all complete ; 

He had been standing a good half-hour, 

And now he utter*d Sie words of power, 
And call*d to his Broomstick to bring him a scat. 

The words of power I — and what be they 

To which e*en Broomsticks bow and obey ? 

Why, — ^'twere uncommonly hard to say, 

As ihe prelate I named has recorded none of them, 

what they may be. But I know they are threes 
And ABRACADABRA, I take it, is one of them : 
For Fm told that most Cabalists use that identical 
Word, written thus^ in what they call 'a Fentacle.' 




* St. Jingo, or QeDgo (Gengnlphiis), Bometimes styled 'The Living Jingo, 
iroci the great teoaciousness of vitality exhibited by his eerered mezobers. Set 
Ids Legend, as recorded hereafter in the preeent yolume. 
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HowoTor that be^ You'll donbUeas agroe 
It Bignifies little to yoa or to me, 
As not being dabblers in Gmmmarye ; 

SUll, it must be oonfess'd, for a Saint to repeat . 

Sn(£ language aloud is scarcely discreet ; ' 

For, as Solomon hints to folks given to chatter, 
* A bird of the air may carry the matter ;' 

And in sooth. From my youth, I remiember a truth 
Insisted on much in my earlier years, 
To wit, ' Little Pitchers have very long eais 1' 
Now, just sach a * Pitcher * as those I allude to 
Was outside the door, which his ' ears ' appeared glued ta 

Peter, the Lay-brother, meagre and thin, i 

Five feet one in his sandal shoon. 
While the Saint thought him sleeping, 
Was listening and peeping, 

And watching hu master the whde afternoon* 

This Peter the Saint had pick*d out from his fellows^ 
To look to his fire, and to blow with the bellows, 
To put on the Wsdl*s-Ends and Lambtons whenever he 
Chose to indulge in a little or/eureries 

— Of course you have read. That St Dunstan was 
bred 
A Goldsmith, and neyer quite gave up the trade ! 
The Company — ^richest in London, 'tis said — 
Acknowledge him still as their Patron and Head ; 

Nor is it so long Since a capital song 
In his praise — ^now recorded their archives among—* 
Delighted the noble and dignified throng 
Of their guests, who, the newspapers told the whole town, 
With cheers ' pledged the wine-cup to Dunstan's renown,' 
When Lord Lyndhuist, The Duke, and Sir Robert, were dining ^ 
At the Hall some time since with the Prime Warden Twining. — 
— ^I am sadly digressing — a fault which sometimes 
One can hamly avoid in these gossiping rhymes— 
A slight deviation's forgiven ! but then this is 
Too long, I fear, for a decent parenthesis. 
So I'll rein nn my Pegasus sharp, and retreat, or 
You'll think I've forgotten the Lay-brother Peter, 

Whom the Saint, as I said. Kept to turn down his bed 
Dress his palfreys and cobs, And do other odd jobs, — ^ 

As reducing to writing Whatever he mighty in 
The course of the day or the night, be inditing. 
And cleaning the plate of his mitre with whiting; 
Performing, m short, all those duties and offices 
Abbots exact from Lay-brothers and Novices. 
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It occaiB to me here Youll peiliaps think it queer 
That St. DunMtan should have such a personage near. 

When he'd only to say, Thoee words, — be what they may,^ 
And his Broomstick at once his commands would obey. — 

That's true — but the (act ia 'Twas laiely hi» prsustioe 
Such aid to resort to, or such means apply 
Unless he'd some ^dignified knot' to untie. 
Adopting, though sometimes, as now, he'd reyerse ii^ 
Old Horace's maxim ' nee BroonuHck intenU* — 
— Peter, the Lay-brother, meagre and thin. 
Heard ail the Saint was saying within ; 
Peter, the Lay-brother, sallow and spare, 
Peep'd through the key-hole, and — what saw he there?— 
Why, — ▲ Bboombtick bbinqino ▲ bubh-bottqm'o chaib. 

What Shakspeare observes, in his play of King John, 
Is undoubtedly right, That ' ol ttimes the sight 

Of means to do ill deeds will make ill deeds done.' . 

Here's Peter, the Lay-brother, pale-faced and meagre, 

A good sort of man, only rather too eager 

To listen to what other people are saying 

When he ought to be minding his business or praying, 

Gets into a scrape, — and an awkward one, too, — 

As you'll find, if you've patience enough to go through 
The whole of the story I'm laying before ye, — 

Entirely from having * the means ' in his view 

Of doing a thing which he ought not to do! 

Still rings in his ear, Distinct and clear, 
Abracadabra I that word of fear 1 
And the two which I never yet happen'd to hear. 

Still doth he spy. With Fancy's eye, 
The Broomstick at work, and the Saint standing by ; 
And he chuckles, and says to himself, with glee, 
'Aha I that Broomstick shall work for me /' 

Hark !— that swell O'er flood and o'er fell. 
Mountain, and dingle, and moss-cover'd deli 1 
List ! — 'tis the sound of the Compline bell ; 
And St Dnnstan is quitting his ivied cell; 

Peter, I wot. Is off like a shot, 
Or a little dog scalded by something that's hot, 
For he hears his Master approaching the spot 
Where he'd listen'd so long, though he knew he ought not: 
Peter remember'd his Master's frown- 
He trembled — he'd not have been caught for a crown ; 

Howe'er you may laugh He'd rather, by half^ 
Have run up to the top of the tower and jump'd down. 
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The Gampline hoar is past and gone^ 
Evening servioe is over and done ; 

The monks repair To their firocal faie, 
A snog little supper of something li^t 
And digestible^ ere they retire for the night. 
For, in Baxon times, in respect to their ^leer, 
St. Austin^s rule was by no means severe, 
But alloVd, from the Beverley Boll 'twould appear, 
BreEul and cheese, and sprine onions, and sound table-beer 
And even green peas when they were not too dear ; 
Not like the Bule of La Trappe, whose chief merit is 
Said to consist in its greater austerities ; 
And whose monks, if I rightly remember their laws, 

Ne'er are suffered to speak, Think only in Greek, 
And subsist, as the Bears do, by suckine their paws. 

Astonish'd I am The gay Baron Geramb 
With his head sav'ring more of the Lion than Lamb 
Could e'er be persuaded to join such a set — ^I 
Extend the remark to Signor Ambrogetti. — 
For a monk of La Trappe is as thin as a rat, 
While an Austin Friar was jolly and fat ; 
Though, of course, the fare to which I allude, 
Wifli as good table-beer as ever was brew'd 
Was all ' caviare to the multitude,' 
Extending alone to the clergy, together in 
Hall asBembled, and not to Lay-brethren. 
St. Dunstan himself sits there at his post^ 

On what they say is Galled a Dais, 
O'erlooking the whole of his clerical host, 
And eating poach'd eggs with spinach and toast; 
Five Lay-brothers stand behina his chair, 
But where is the sixth ?— Where's Peter?— Ay, WHERE? 

'TIS an evening in June, And a little half moon, 
A brighter no fond lover ever set eyes on 

Gleaming and beaming. And dancing the stream in. 
Has made her appearance above the horizon ; 
Just such a half moon as you see, in a play. 
On the turban of Mustapna Muley Bey, 
Or the fair Turk who weds with Uie ' Noble Lord Bateman ;* 
— Vide plate in George Oruikshank's memoirs of that groat 

man. 

She shines on a turret remote and lone, 
A turret with ivy and moss overgrown, 
And lichens tiiat thrive on the cold dank stone f 
Such a tower as a poet of no mean eaiibre 
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I onoe knew and loved, poor, dear Reginald Heber, 
Aasims to obiiyion* — a aen for a She bear ; 

Within it are found, Strew'd above and around. 
On the hearth, on the table, the shelves, and the ground. 
All sorts of instroments, all sorts of tools, 
To name which, and their uses, would puzde the Schools^ 
And make very wise people look very Uke fooLs ; 

Pincers and hooks, And black-letter booksi 
AH sorts of pokers and all sorts of tongs, 
And all sorts of hammers, and all that belongs 
To Goldsmiths' work, chemistry, alchymy,— ^ 

In short that a Sage, In that erudite age. 
Could require, was at hand, or at least within gbIL 
In the midst of the room lies a Broomstick ! — and there 
A lay-brother sits in a rush-bottom'd chair 1 

Abracadabra, that fearful word. 

And the two which, I said, I have never yet heard, 

Are utter'd. — ^^Tis done 1 Peter, full of his fun. 
Cries, * Broomstick ! you lubberly son of a gun ! 
Bringale 1 — bring a flagon — a hogshead — ^a tun I 

Tis the same thing to you ; I have nothing to do ; 
And, 'fore Oeorge, 111 sit here, and Fll drink till all's bluel 

No doubt yonVe remark'd how uncommonly quick 

A Newfoundland puppy runs after a stick. 

Brings it back to his master, and gives it him — ^Well, 

So potent the spell, 
The Broomstick perceived it was vain to rebel. 
So ran off like tbat puppy ; — some cellar was near. 
For in less than ten seconds 'twas back with the beer I 
Peter seizes the flagon ; but ere he can suck 
Its contents, or enjoy what he thinks his good luck, 
The Broomstick comes in with a tub in a truck ; 

Continues to run At the rate it begun. 
And, aupied de kttrej next brings in a tun 1 
A fresh one succeeds, then a third, then another, 
Disoomfiting much the astounded Lay-biother ; 
Who^ had he poesess'd fifty pitchers or stoops. 
They all had been too few ; for, arranging in groups 
The barrels, the Broomstick next skirted ihe Koop$ : 

The ale deluged the floor, But, still, through the doa. 
Said Broomstick kept bolting, and bringing in more. 

* And oold oblirion, midst the ruin laid. 
Folds her dank win^ beneath the iyy shade. 

PALEsnins. 
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E'en Mftcbeth to Maoduff 

Would have cried ' Hold ! enongh 1' 
If half as well drenched with such ^ perilous Bta£(' 
And, Peter, who did not expect such a rough yisiM, 
Cried lustily, ' Stop !->That will do, Broomstick l-^^SuffioU ! 

But a]^ well-a-day I The Devil, thcj say, 
Tis easier at all times to raise than to lay. 

Again and again Peter roar'd out in vain 
His Abracadahra, and t'other words twain : — 

As well might one try A pack in full cry 
To check, and call ofif from their headlong career, 
By hawb'ng out, ' Yoicks 1* with one's hand at one's ear. 
The longer he roar'd and the louder and quicker. 
The £aster the Broomstick was bringing in liquor. 

The poor Lay-brother knew Not on earth what to do— 
He caught hold of the Broomstick and snapt it in twa — 

'Worse and worse ! — ^Like a dart, Each part made a start. 
And he found he'd been adding more fuel to nre, 
For both now came loaded with Meux's entire ; 
Combe's, Delafield's, Hanbury's, Truman's — no stopping — 
Goding's, Charrincton's, W hi thread's continued to drop in. 
With Hodson's pale ale, from the Sun Brewhouse, Wapping. 
The firms differd then, but I can't put a tax on 
My memory to say what their names were in Saxon. 

To be sore the best beer Of all did not appear; 
For Fve said 'twas in June, and so laie in the year 
The ' Trinity Audit Ale ' is not oome-«t-able, 
— As Fve found to my great grief when dining at that table. 

Now extremelv alarm'd, Peter scream'd without ceasing, 
For a flood of orown stout he was up to his knees in. 
Which, thanks to the Broomstick, continued increasing ; 

He fear'd he'd be drown'd. And he yeli'd till the sound 
Of his voice, wing'd by terror, at last peach'd the ear 
Of bt. Dunstan himself, who had finished his beer, 
And had put off his mitre, dalmatic, and shoes. 
And was just stepping into his bed for a snooee. 

His Holiness paused when he heard such a clatter; 
He could not conceive what on earth was the matter. 
Slipping on a few things, for the sake of decorum. 
He issued forthwith from his Sanctum tanctorum^ 
And calling a few of the lAy-brothers near him. 
Who were not yet in bed, and who happen'd to hear him. 

At once led the way, Without further delay, 
To the tower, where he'd been in the course of the day. 
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Poor Peter I — alas I though St Dunstan was quick. 
There were two there before him — Grim Death, and old Nick !— 
When the^r opened the door out the malt-liquor flow'd. 
Just as when the great Yat burst in Tott'u'am Court Boad ; 
The Lay-brothers nearest were up to their necks 
In an instant^ and swimming in strong double X; 
While Peter, who, spite of himself now had drank hard, 
After floating awhile, like a toast in a tankard. 

To the bottom had sunk, And was spied by a monk. 
Stone-dead, like poor Clarence, half drown'd and half drunk. 

In Tain did St Dunstan exclaim, ' Vade retro 
Strongheeruml — discede a Lay-fratre PetroV — 

Queer Latin, you'll say, That prajfix of *Lay^ 
And StrongbeerumI — I own they'd have called me a blockhead if 
At school I had ventured to use such a Vocative ; 
Tifl a barbarous word, and to me it's a query 
If you'll find it in Patrick, Morell, or Moreri ; 
But, the fact is, the Saint was uncommony flurried. 
And apt to be loose in his Latin when hurried ; 
The brown-stout, however, obeys to the letter, 
Quite as well as if talk'd to, in Latin much better, 

By a grave Cambridge Johnian, Or graver Oxonian, 
Whose laziguage, we all know, is quite Ciceronian. 
It retires from the corpse, which is left high and dry ; 
But, in vain do they snufif and hot toweU apply. 
And other means used by tlie faculty try. 

When once a man's dead There's no more to be said ; 
Peter's ' Beer with an e ' was his * Bier with an i /' 

MORAL. 

By way of a moral, permit me to pop in 
The following maxims : — Beware of eaves-dropping !— ^ 
Don't make use of language that isn't well scann'd ! — t 

Don't meddle with matters you don't understand ! — 
Above all, what I'd wish to impress on both sexes ' 

Is, — Keep clear of Broomsticks, Old Nick, and three XXX'a.^ 

L'Envoye. 
In Goldsmiths' Hall there's a handsome glass-case, 
And in it a stone figure, found on the place. 
When, thinking the old Hall no longer a pleasant one, 
They puU'd it all down, and erected the present one. 
If you look, youll perceive that this stone figure twists 
A thin^ like a broomstick in one of its fists 
It's so mjured by time, you can't make out a feature ; 
But it ia not St Dunstan, — so doubtless it's Peter. 
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Qengu^phus, or, as he is usually styled in this oountiy, 'Jingo,* 
was perhaps more in the mouths of the ' general * than any other 
Saint^ on occasions of adjuration (see note, page 133). Mr. Simp- 
kinson from Bath had kindly transmitted me a portion of a primi- 
tive ballad, which has escaped the researches of Bitson and £llis, 
but is yet replete with beauties of no common order. I am happy 
to say that, since these Legends first appeared, I have reooyered the 
whole of it. — Vide infra. 

*^ JPranM^'s liogge IqirD t/bn a stgle, 
SiUj iras name tnas Itttel Bgngo* 
IB Wth a S— 2 ^Jtb an 1^» 
fi. tntt^ a &—& faiith an ®, 
Cijtg callls {jgm littel iSgngo ! 

t2I%8 JFtanftlgn, iSgrs, i^e hxtiatti gooDe agle, 
fLn\iht calltt it Eare gooUe ^tgngo ! 
S>, K p, fi, ®, © ! 
Se call^ it 3&are goolie Btgnga I 



ftfint i» notte tfi^s a prettte mng *i 
tijtnfte it ts, bge Jgn^ 



tijtnite it us, bit Jfgnao ! 
' bjgtije a §— », 6, ®— 
ffyitaxt gt us, bge 3gngo V 



A LAY OF ST. GENGULPflUb. 

' Non multo post, Gengalphus, in domo 8u& dormiens, occisus est k quodaoi 
clerioo qui cum uxore suft adulterare solebat. Cujus corpus dum, in fereto, ia 
sepulturam portaretur, multi infij-mi de tactu sanati sunt.' 

' Cum hoc illius u2ori referretur ab ancillft sua, scilicet dominum suum, qoam 
martyrem sanctum, miracula facei-e, irridens iUa,et subsurrans, ait^ " Ita Geo- 
gulphus miracula facitat ut pulrinai-ium meum cantat," ' &c., &c. 

WoLFU Memob^b 

GENGULPHUS comes from the Holy Land, 
With his scrip, and his bottle, and sandal sboon; 
Full many a day hath he been away, 

Yet his lady deems him returned full soon. 

Full many a day hath he been away, 

Yet scarce had he crossed ayont the sea, 
Ere a spruce young spark of a Learned Clerk 

Had called on his Lady, and stopped to tea. 

This spruce young guest, so trimly drest, 

Stay'd with that Lady, her revels to crown , 
They laughed, and they ate and they drank of the best^ 

And they tum'd the old castle quite upside do\7n. 
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They woald walk in the park, that sprace young Clerk, 

With that froU'CBome Lady ao frank and free, 
Tnring halls'and plays, and all manner of ways, 

To get rid of what French people called Ennui, 



Kow the festlTB hoard with Tiands is stored, 

SaTOQiy dishes he there, I ween, 
Bich paddings- and hig, a harhecued pig^ 

And ox-ta& sonp in a China tureen. 

There's a flaeon of ale as large as a pail — 

When, cockle on hat, and staff in himd. 
While on nought they are thinking save eating and drinking, 

Gtengnlphus walks in from the Holy Land I 

* Yon must he pretty deep to catch weazels asleep,* 
Bays the proverh : that is ' take the Fair unawares ;' 

A maid o'er the hanistera chancing to peep^ 

Whispers^ ' Ma'am, here's Gengulphus arcoming up-stain.' 

Pigpudding, and soup, the electrified group, 
With the flagon, pop under the 80& in haste, 

And contrive to deposit the Clerk in the closet^ 
As the dish least of all to Gengulphus!s taste. 

Then oh I what rapture, what joy was exprest, 
When 'poor dear Glengulphus ' at last appear'dl 

She kiss'd and she press'd ' the dear man ' to her hreast. 
In spite of his great, long, frizzly heard. 

Such hueging and squeezing ! 'twas almost unpleasing, 

A smile on her lip, and a tear in her eye ;* 
She was so yery glad, that she seem'd half mad 

And did not<know whether to lan^ or to cry. 

Then she calls up the maid and the tahle-cloth's laid. 
And she sends for a pint of the hest Brown Stout ; 

On the fire, too^ she pops some nice mutton-chops. 
And she mixes a stiff glass of ' Cold Without. 

Then again she hegan at the 'poor dear* man ; 

She press'd him to drink, and she press'd him to eat, 
And she hrought a foot-pan, with hot water and hran. 

To comfort ms 'poor dear ' travel-worn feet. 

' Nor night nor day since he'd heen away. 
Had she had any rest ' she ' voVd and declared,' 

She 'never could eat one morsel of meat, 
For thinking how "poor dear" Gengulphus fared.' 
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She * really did think she had not slept a wink 
Since he left her, although he*d been absent bo long/ 

He here shook his head, — ri^t little he said. 
But he thought she was ' coming it rather too strong.' 

Now his palate she tickles with the choptf and the picklea^ 
Tilly so great the effect of that stuff «n grog, 

His weakened body, subdued by the to&y. 
Falls out of tlie chair, and he lies like a log. 

Then out comes the Clerk from his secret lair ; 

He lifts up the legs, and she lifts up the head. 
And, between them, this most reprehenaible pair 

Undieas poor Gengulphus and put him to bed. 

Then the bolster they place athwart his face, 
And his nif ht-cap into his mouth they cram ; 

And she pinches his nose underneath the clones, 
Till the ' poor dear soul* goes off like a lamb. 



And now they tried the deed to hide ; 

For a little bird whiqwr'd, ' Peichanoe Toa nay svii^; 
Here's a corpse in the case with a sad gwell'd &/», 

And a Medical Crowner's a queer sort of thing !' 

So the Clerk and wife, they each tock a knife, 
And the nippers that nipped the loaf-sugar for tea « 

With the edges and points they serered tib^ joints 
At the dayicle, elbow, hip» ankle, and knee. 

Thus, limb from limb thev dismembei^d him 
So entirely, that e'en when they came to his wrists, 

With those great sngar-nippers they lupped off his 'ffipfiera^ 
As the Clerk, Tery flippantly, termed nis fists. 

When they'd out off his head, entertaining a dread 
Lest folks should remember Gengulphus's fiioe. 

They determined to throw it where no one oonld know it, 
Down the well, — and the limbs in some different place. 

But first the long beard from the chin ihej sheared, 

And managed to stuff that sanctified hair, 
With a cood deal of pushing, all into the cuiahion 

That filled up the seat of a lai^e arm-cliair. 

They oontriv'd to pack up the trunk in a sack, 
Which they hid in an oeieivbed outside the town. 

The Clerk bearing arms, legs and all on his back, 
Ab that vile Mr. (heoiacce aenred Mn. Brown. 
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Bat to see now how stfamgely thinga sometimes torn <mt, 

And tliat in a manner the least expected I 
"Who could surmise a man ever could rise 

Who*d been thus carbonado'd, oat up, and dissected? 

Ko doubt t wonld sorprise the pupOs at Ony's ; 

I am no imbelieTer — ^no man can say that o' me— 
Bat St. Thomas himself would scarce trust his own eyes 

If he saw such a thing in his School of Anatomy. 

Yon may deal as you please with Hindoos and Chinese, 
Or a Mussulman mddng his heaven iaiaam, or 

A Jew or a Turk, but it's other gness work 
When a man has to do with a Pilgrim or Palmer. 



By chance the Prince Bishop, a Royal Divins^ 

Sends his cards round the neighbourhood next day, and uzges hif 
Wish to receive a snug party to dine 

Of the resident clergy, the gentiy, and buigesses. 

At a quarter past five they are all alive. 

At the palace, for coaches are fast rolling in ; 
And to eveiy guest his card had express'd 

'Half past' as the hour for 'a greasy chin.* 

Some thirty are seated, and handsomely treated 

With the choicest Rhine wines in his Highness's stock 

"When a Count of the Empire, who felt hinuelf heated, 
Bequested some water to mix with his Hock. 

The Butler, who saw it, sent a maid out to draw if« 

But scarce had she given the windlass a twirl. 
Ere Gengulphus's head, from the well's bottom, said 

In mild accents, ' Do help us out, that's a good girl V 

Only fancy her dread when she saw a great head 
In her bucket; — ^with fright she was ready to drop :— ^ 

Conceive^ if vou can, how she roared and she ran. 
With the head rolling after her, bawling out ' Stop !' 

She ran and she roar'd till she came to Hie board 
Where the Prince Bishop sat with his party around. 

When Gengulphus's poll, which continueid to roll 
At her heel4 on the table bounced up with a bound* 

Never touching the cates, or the dishes or platss^ 
The decanters or glasses, the sweetmeats or fruits. 

The head smiles, and ben them to brins him his lef^i, 
As a weUrspokfln genUemen asks for his booliB. 



144 ▲ LAY OF ST. GENeULPHUS. 

Kicking open the casement^ to each one's* amazement^ 
Stn^ght ft right leg steps in, all impediment scorns, 

And near the head stopping, a left follows hopping 
Behind, — ^for the left 1^ was trouhled with corns. 

Next» before the beholders, two great brawny shoulders. 
And arms on their bent elbows dance through the throngs 

While two hands assist, though nipp*d off at the wrist^ 
The said shoulders in bearing a body along. 

They march up to the head, not one syllable said, 
For the thirty guests all stare in wonder and doubt 

As the limbs in their sight arrange and unite. 
Till Gengulphus, though dead, looks as sound as a trout. 

I will venture to say, from that hour to this day, 
Ne'er did such an assembly behold such a scene; 

Or a table divide fifteen guests of a side 
With a dead body placed in the centre between. 

Yes, they stared — ^well they might at so novel a sight : 

No oae utter'd a whisper, a sneeze, or a hem, 
Bat sat all bolt uoright, and pale with affright; 

And they gazed at the dead man, the dead man at them. 

The Prince Bishop's Jester, on punning intent, 
As he view'd the whole thirty, in jocular terms 

Said, * They put him in mind of a Council of Trente 
Engaged in reviewing the Diet of Worms.' 

But what should thev do ? — Oh ! nobody knew 
What was best to be done, either stranger or resident ; 

The Chancellor's self read his Puffendorf through 
In vain, for his books could not furnish a precedent. 

The Prince Bishc^ mutter'd a curse, and a prayer, 

Which his double capacity hit to a nicety ; 
His Princely, or Lay, half induced him to swear. 

His Episcopal moiety said ' JBenedicUe f 

The Coroner sat on the body that night, 

And the iuiy agreed, — ^not a doubt could they harbour, — 
* That the diin of the corpse — the sole thing brought to light — 

Had been recently shaved by a very bad barber.' 

They sent out Von Taunsend, Von Bumie, Von Roe, 
Von Maine, and Von Rowantz — ^through chftlets and ch&teaux, 

Towns, villages, hamlets, they told them to go. 
And they stuek up placaros on the walls of the Stadthaus. 



I 
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•MUBDERI! 

* Whsbias, a dead gentleman, Bumame unknown. 

Has been recently found at his Highnesses banquet, 
Bather shabbily diest in an Amice, or gown 

In appearance resembling a second-hand blanket 
'And Whxrbab, there's great reason indeed to suspect 

That some ill-disposed person, or persons, with malice 
Aforethought, have kill'd, and begun to dinect 

The said Gentleman, not very far from the palace ; 
Cms IB TO GXTB KoTioE I — ^Whoever shall seize, 

And such person, or persons, to justice surrender, 
bhall receive— such Bewabd — as his Highness shall please. 

On oonyiction of him, the aforesaid offender. 
' And, in order the matter more clearly to trace 

To the bottom, his Highneas, the Prince Bishop, further, 
Of his clemency, offers free Pasdon and Grace 

To all such as have nd been concerned in the murther. 

• Done this day, at our palace, — July twenty-five,— 

By command, 

(Signed) 

Johann Yon Biisaell, 

Deceased rather in years — had a squint when alive ; 
And smells slightly of gin — ^linen mark*d with a G.' 

The NewspaperB, too, made no little ado^ 
Though a different version each managed to dish up ; 

Some said 'The Prince Bishop had run a man through,* 
Others said ' an assassin had kill'd the Prince Bishop.' 

The ' Ghent Herald ' fell foul of the ' Bmxelles Gazette,' 
The 'Bruxelles Gassette,' with much sneering iionical, 

Scom'd to remain in the ' Ghent Herald's' debt, 
And the 'Amsterdam Times 'qmzz'd the 'Nuremberg Chronicle. 

In one thing, indeed, all the journals agreed. 

Spite of ' politics,' ' bias,' or ' party collision ;* 
Yiz. : to ' give,' when they'd ' further accounts ' of the deed, 

' Fall particulan ' soon, in 'a later Edition.' 

But now, while on all sides they rode and the^ ran, 
Tiying all sorts of means to oiacover the caitiffs, 

Losmg patience, the holy G^engulphus began 
To think it high time to ' astonish the natives.' 

First, a Bittmeister's Frau, who was weak in both ^es. 
And supposed the most shortnsighted woman in Holland, 

Found greater relief to her joy and surprise. 

From one glimpse of his ' squint ' thui from (glasses by Dolloud« 
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By the slightest approach to the tip of his Nose, 
Megrims^ headacne, and vapours were put to the rout; 

find one single torlch of his precious Great Toes 
Was a certain specific for chilblains and gout. 

Rheumatics, — sciatica^ — ^tie-doloureux I 
Apply to his shin-bones — not one of them lingen;— 

All bilious complaints in an instant withdrew 
If the patient was tickled with one of his fiiigera. 

Much virtue was found to reside in his thumbs ; 

When applied to the (diest they cured scantness of breath ing, 
Bea-siekness, and colic ; or, rubb'd on the gums, 

Were * A blessing to Mothers,' for infants in teething. 

Whoever saluted the nape of his neck. 
Where the mark remained visible still of the knife, 

Notwithstanding east winds perspiration might check. 
Was safe from sore-throat ibr the rest of ^ lifew 

Thus, while each acute and each chronic complaint 
Giving way, proved an influence clearly divine, 

They perceived the dead gentleman must be a Saint^ 
So tney lock'd him up^ body and bones, in a shrine. 

Through country and town his new Saintship's renow& 
As a first-rate physician kept daily increasm^^ 

Till, as Alderman Curtis told Alderman Brown, 
It seemed as if ' Wonders had never done ceasing* 

The Three Kings of Cologne began, it was known, 

A sad falling ofif in their ofiTrings to find, 
His feats were so many-— «till the greatest of any,— 

In every sense of the w<»rd, wa»— behind; 

For the German Police were beginning to cease 
From exertions which each day more fruitless appear^d^ 

When Gengulphus himself, his feme still to increase, 
Unravelrd tne whole l^ the help of — ^his beard 1 

If you look back vou'U see the aforesaid hoHfe gru. 

When divorced from the chin of its morderVl proprietor. 

Had been stufTd in the seat of a kind of settee. 
Or double^rm'd chair, to keep the thing quietoc 

i» may seem rather strasge, that it did not arrange 
Itself in its plaoe when the limbs join*d together; 

P'rhapB it could not get out, for the cushion was stout^ 
And oonstrooted ofgood, straog, maroon-colour'd l^thert 
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Or» what is more likely, Gtengnlpbus might choose, 
For Saints, e*en T^hen dead, still retain their Tolition, 

It should rest there, to aid some particular Tiews, 
Produced by his yeiy peculiar position. 

Be that as it may, on the yery first day 

That the widow Gengulphus sat down on that settee. 

What occurred almost frighten'd her senses away, 
Beside scaring her handmaidens, Gertrude and Betty. 

They were telling; their mistress the wonderful deeds 

61 the new Somt, to whom all the Town said their orisons 

And espedallT how, ss regards invalids, 
His miiaculons cures iar outrivaird Yon Morison*s. 



* The cripples,* said they, * fling their crutches away 
And peq;>le bom blind now can easily see us V — 

But she, (we presume, a disciple of Humep 
Shook ner head, and said angrily, * Credai JindGBUM P 

' Those rascally lian, the Monks and the Frian, 
To bring gnst to their mill, these devices have hit on.— 

He works miracles I — pooh I — Td believe it of you 
Just as soon, yon great Geese,— <nr the Chair that I sit oml 

The Chair, — at that word, — it seems really absurd. 
But the truth must be told, — ^what contortions and grins 

Distorted her face 1 — she sprang up from her place 
Just as though she'd baan sitting on needles and pins 

For, as if the Saint's beard the rash chatlenge had heard 
Which she utter'd, of what was beneath her forgetful. 

Each particular hair stood on end in the chair. 
Like a porcupine's quills when the animars fretfuL 

That stout maroon leather, they pierced altogether. 
Like tenter-hooks holding when clench'd from within, 

And the maids cried ' Good gracious I how very tenacious P 
— ^They as well might andeavour to pull off her skin ! — 

She shriek'd with the pain, but all efforts were vain ; 

In vain did they strain every sinew and muscle, — 
The cushion stuck fast I — From that hour to her last 

She could never get rid of that comfortless ' Bustle P 

And e'en as Macbeth, when devising the death 

Of his King, hsaxd * the very stones prate of his whereaboats; 
80 this shocking bad wife heard a voice all her life 

Crying ' Mnraer P resound from the cushiaD, — or theieaboutSi 
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With regard to the Clerk, we are left in the dark 
Afl to what his fate was ; but I cannot imagine he 

Got off soot-free, though unnotic*d it be 
Both by Bibedaneira and Jacques de Yoragine : 

For culrthroata, we 're snre, can be never secure. 
And * History's Muse ' still to prove it her pen holds, 

As you'll see, if you look in a rather scarce book, 
* OoiePs Revenge offaimt Murder,^ by one Mr. Beynolda 

MOBAL. 

Now, you grave married Pilgrims, who wander away. 
Like Ulysses of old,* (vide Homer and Naso,^ 

Don't lengthen your stay to three years and a oay, 
And when you are coming home, just write and say so . 

And you, learned Clerks, who're not given to roam. 
Stick close to your books, nor lose sight of decorum ; 

Don't visit a house when the master's from home ! 
Shun drinking, — and study the *VitoB Sanctorum P 

Above all, you gay ladies, who &npy neglect 
In your spouses, allow not your patience to £bj1 ; 

But remember Grengulphus's wife 1 — and reflect 
On the moral enforced by her terrible tale ! 



Mr. Barney Maguire has laid claim to the next Saint as a country- 
woman ; and ' Why wouldn't he? when all the world knows the 
U'Uelis were a fine ould, ancient family, sated in Tipperary 

* Ere the Lord Mayor stole his collar of gowld. 
And Bowld it away to a trader V t 

He is manifestly wrong 1 but» as he very rationally observes^ 'N« 

matter for that» — she's a Saint any way 1' 



0' 
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^DILLE was a maid of a dignified race : 
Her father, Count Otto» was lord of Alsace ; 
Such an air, such a grace, Such a form, such a faoe^ 
All agreed, 'twere a fruitless endeavour to trace 
In the Courts or within fifty miles of the place. 

* Qui mores hominnm moltonim vidit et urbei. 

f The ' Inglorious Memory ' of this ould tndeiit transactioii is still, we 
vndentand, kq>t up in Dublin by en annual proclamation at one of the dtj 
galea. The jewel, which has replaced the abstracted ornament, ii said to have 
baenpieaentedby King William, and worn by Daniel O'Connell, Esq. 
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Many ladies in Stnsborg were beautiful, still 
They ware beat all to atmka by the loyely Odille. 

But Odille was devout, and, before she was nine^ 
Had ' ezperienoed a call ' she oonsider'd diyine. 
To put on the veil at St Ermengarde's shrine. — 
Loida, Dukes, and Electors, and Counts Palatine 
Qune to seek her in marriage from both sides the Bhina; 
But vain their design, They are all left to pine^ 
Their oglings and smiles are all useless ; in fine 
^ot one of these gentlefolks, try as they will, 
Qui draw, 'Ask my papa ' from the cruel OdiUe. 

At length one of her suitors, a certain Count Herman, 
A highly respectable num as a Oerman, 
Who smokea like a chimney, and drank like a Merman, 
Paid his court to her father, oonceiying his firman 

Would soon make her bend. And induce her to lend 
An ear to a lovfr-tale in lieu of a sermon. 
He gam'd the old Count, who said, ' Come, Mynheer, fill 1— 
Here's luck to younelf and my daughter Odille !' 

The Lady Odille was c|[uite nervous with fear 
When a little bird whisper'd that toast in her ear ; 

She murmur'd ' Oh, dear 1 My Papa has got queer 
I am sadly afraid, with that nasty strong beer I 
He's so very austere, and severe, that it's clear 
If he eets in his ** tantrums," I can't remain here ; 
But m. Ermensarde's convent is luckily near ; 

It were folly to stay Pour prendre congSy 
I shall put on mv bonnet, and e'en run awav 1 
— She unlock*d tne back door and descended the hill. 
On whose crest stood the towers of the sire of Odille. 

«^When he found she'd levanted, the Count of Alsace 
At first tum'd remarkably red in the face ; 
He anathematised, with much unction and grace. 
Every soul who came near, and consign'd the whole race 
Of runaway girls to a very warm place ; 

With a mghtfnl grimace He gave orders for chase \ 
His vassals set off at a deuce of a pace. 
And of all whom they met, high or low, Jack or Jill, 
Ask*d, * Pray have you seen anything of Lady Odille ?' — 

Now I think Fve been told, — for I'm no sporting man, — 
That the 'knowing-ones' call this by far the best plan, 
' Take the lead and then keep it I' — that is, if you can.-* 
Odille thought so too^ so she set off and ran 



1 
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Put her best leg before^ Starting afe score. 
As I said some lines since, from that Ettle back door. 
And not being miss'd until half after four. 
Had what hunters call ' law ' for a good hour and more ; 

Doing her best^ Without stopping to rest, 
Like 'young Lochinvar who came out of the West' 
* Tis done I — I am gone I^K>ver briar, brook, and rill I 
They^ be sharp lads who catch me t said young Miss Odille. 

But youVe all read in .£8op^ or Phjadrui; or Gay, 
How a tortoise and hare ran together (me day ; 

How the hare, making play, * PiogresB'd right slick away, 
As * them tarnation chaps ' the Americans say ; 
While the tortoise, whose figure is rather outri 
For ladng, crawl'd straight on, without let or stay 
Having no poslrhorse duty or turnpikes to pay, 

Till, ere noon's ruddy ray Changed to eve's sober grey. 
Though her form and obesity caused some delay, 
Ferseyerance and patience brought up her lee-way, 
And she chased her fleet-footed ' praycursor ' until 
She overtook her at last ; — so it fsaed with Odille t 

For although, as I said, she nua gaily at first. 

And shoVd no inclination to pause, if she durst ; 

She at length felt oi^vvst with the heat, and with iMrst 

Its usual attendant ; nor was that the worst, 

Her shoes went down at heel ; at last one of them burst* 

Now a gentleman smiles At a trot of ten mike ; 
But not so the Fair; then consider the stiles^ 
And as then ladies seldom wore things with a frill 
Bound the ankle^ these stiles sadly bothered Odille. 

Still, despite all the obstacles placed in her track, 
She kept steadily on, though the terrible crack 
In her shoe made of course her progT^asion more slack, 
Till she reach'd the Swartz Foreet (in English the Black) 

I cannot divine How the boundary line 
Was pass'd which is somewhere there form'd by the Rhine^- 

Perhaps she'd the knack To float o'er on her back — 
Or, perhaps, cross'd the old bridge of boats at Brisach, 
(Which Vauban, some years after, secured from attack 
By a bastion of stone which the Germans call ' Wacke,') 
All I know is, she took not so much as a snack, 
Till, hungry and worn, feeling wretchedly ill, 
On a mountain's brow sank down the weary Odille. 

I said on its * brow,' but I should have said ' crown,' 
For 'twas quite on the summit^ bleak, barren, and brown« 
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And to high that 'twas frigbtful indeed to look down 
Upon Friburg, a pkce of some Little renown. 
That lay at its foot ; but imagine the frown 
That contracted her brow, when fiill many a clown 
She perceived oomine up from that horrid post-town. 

They had followed her trail. 

And now thought without iail. 
As little boys ny, to * lay salt on her tail ;' 
While the County who knew no other law but bis will. 
Swore that Herman Uiat erening should many Odille. 

Alas, for Odillel poor dear! what oould she do? 
Her fathei^s retainers now had her in view. 
As she found from ^eir raising a joyous baUoo; 
While the Count, ridine on at the head of his crefw. 
In their snuff-colour'd doublets and breeches of blue. 
Was huzzaing and urging them on to pursue— 

What, indeed, ojM she do ? She very well knew 
If they caught her how much she should haT^e to go through 
But then— ihe^d so shocking a hole in her shoe I 
And to go further on was impovaible ; — true 
She might jump o'er the precipice ; — still there are few 
In her place, who oould manage their courage to screw 
Up to bidding the world such a sctdden adieu : — 
Alack I how ^e envied the birds as they flew ; 
No Nassau balloon, with its wicker canoe, 
Came to bear ber from him she loath'd worw than a Jew ; 
So she fell on her knees in a terrible stew. 

Crying *Holy St Ermengardel 

Oh, from these vermin guard 
Her whose last hope rests entirely on you ;-^ 
Don*t let papa catch me, dear Saint ! — rather kill 
At once, mr-U-chawp, your devoted Odllle 1' 

It*8 delightful to see those who strive to oppress 

Get balk'd when they think themselves sure of success. 

The Saint came to the rescue ! — 1 fairly confess 

I don't see, as a Saint, how she well could do less 

Than to get such a votary out of her mess. 

Odille had scarco closed her pathetic address 

AVhen the rock, gaping wide as the Thames at Sheemess 

Closed again, and secured her within its recess. 

In a natural grotto, Which puzzled Count Otto, 
Who could not conceive where the deuce she had got tOb 
Twas her voice 1 — but 'twas Vox et proeterea NU I 
Nor oould any :me guess what was sone with Odillol 
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Then burst from the mountain a splendour that quite ^ 

Eclipsed, in its briUumoe, the finest Bude lights 

And there stood St Ermengarde, drest all in white^ 

A palm-branch in her left hand, her beads in her right ; i 

While, with faces fresh alt, and with wings burnished bright, ' 

A great many little boyir heads took their flight 

Above and around to a very great height^ . 

And seem'd pretty lively considering their plight, j 

Since every one saw, With amazement and awe^ ^ 

They could never sit down, for they hadn't de quoi,^- i 

All at the sights From the knave to the knight, 
Felt a very unpleasant sensation, call'd fright ; 

While the Saint, looking down. With a terrible frown, 
Said, ' My Lords, you are done most remarkably brown ! — 
I am really ashiuned of you both ; — ^my nerves thrill 
At your scandalous conduct to poor, dear Odillo ! 

* Come, make yourselves scarce I — it is useless to stay, 

fou will mn noChing here by a longer delay. 

^ Quick ! Presto I Begone 1" as the conjurors say ; 

For as to the Lady, I ve stow'd her away 

In this hill, in a stratum of London blue clay ; 

And I shan't, I assure you, restore her to-day 

Till you fiuthfuUy promise no more to say ** Kay," 

But declare, ** If she will be a nun, why she may." 

For this you've my word, and I never yet broke it. 

So put that in your pipe, my Lord Otto, and smoke it ! — 

One hint to your vassals, — a month at " the Mill " 

Shall be nuts to what they'll get who worry Odille I' 

The Saint disappear'd as she ended, and so ' 

Bid the little boys' heads, which, above and below, 

As I told you a very few stanzas ago^ 

Had been flying about her, and jumping Jim Grow ; 

Though, without any body, or leg, foot, or toe. 

How they managed such antics, I really don't know ; 

Be that as it may, they all < melted like snow 

Oflf a dyke,' as the Scotch say in Sweet Edinbro'. 

And there stood the County With his men, on tlu mount ^ 

Just like * twenty-four jackasses all on a row.' 
What was best to be done— 'twas a sad bitter pill- 
But gulp it he rnust^ or else lose his Odille. 

The bid of Alsaoe therefore altered his plan, 
And said to himself like a sensible man, 
•I can't do as I would, — ^I must do aa I can' 
It will not do to Ue under any Saint's ban 
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Far yooT hide, when yoa do^ they all manage to tan ; 
So Count Herman mast pick np some Betuey or Nan, 
Instead of my girl, — some Sue, Polly, or Fan ; — 
If he can't get the com he must do with the hian, 
And make shift with the pot if he can*t have the pan. 

With such proverhs as these He went down on his knees 
And said, 'Blessed St. Ermengaide lost as you please — 
Thc^ shall build a new oonyent, — Vi\ pay Uie whole bill, 
(Taking disoount,)— its Abbess shall be my Odille V 

There axe some of my readers^ Fll venture to say. 

Who have never seen Friburg, though some of them may. 

And others, 'tis likely may go there some day. 

Now, if ever you happen to travel that way, 

I do beg and pray, 'twill your pains well n;pay,— 

That youll take what the Cockney folks calls a ' po-shav 

n*hough in Germany these things are more like a dray,) 

Xoa may reach this same hill with a single relay, — 

And do look how the rock. Through the whole of its block, 
Is split open, as though by some violent shock 
From an earthquake, or lightning, or horrid hard knock 
From the dub-bearing fist of some jolly old codL^ 
Of a Germanised gian^ Thor, Woden, or Lok ; 

And see how it rears Its two monstrous great ear% 
For when once you're between them such each side appears , 
And list to the sound of the water one hears 
Dim drip, from the fissures, like rain-drops or tears, 
— Odille's, I believe, — which have flowed all these years ; 
— I think they account for them so ; — but the rill 
I am sure is connected some way with Odille. 

UOBAL. 

Now then, for a moral, which always arrives 
At the end, like the honey bees take to their hives, 
And the more one observes it tlio better one thrives,^ 
We have all heard it said in the course of our lives 
' Needs must when a certain old gentleman drives ;' 
"Tis the same with a lady, — if once she contrives 
To get hold of the ribands, how vainly one strives 
To escape from her lash, or to shake off her gyves ! 
Then let's act like Count Otto, and while one survives, 
Succumb to our She-Saints— videlicet wives I 

(Aside,) 
That is if one has not a good bunch of fives.' — 

S[ can't think how that last line escaped from my quill, 
^ I am sure it has nothing to do with Odille.) 

Now young ladies, to you I — Don't put on the shrew I— 
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And don't be sorpriaed if your father looks blue 
When yonYs pert, and wrai't act as he wants yoa to do\ 
Be sore that yon never elope ; — ^there are fisw, — 
Believe me, yoaH find what I say to be true, — 
Who ran restive, but find as they bake th<^ mnst blew. 
And come off at last with 'a hole in their shoe;' 
6inoe not even Olapham, that sanctified vilk. 
Can piodnoe eooiigD saints to save etwry OdiUe. 



icgtuUf 
§[nli Ijfs fsiHtx fan tsnuiU CyiyTjaiuUf uxiU |ib vntut 3i^tM/ 

Hb was bom on a cold frosty morning, on the 6th of December, 
(npon which day his feast is still observed,) bat in what anno 
Domini is not so dear ; his baptismal register, tpgether with that of 
his friend and colleague, St. Thomas at Hill, having been ^kst in 
the great fire d London.' 

St. Nicholas was a great patron of Marinen^ and, saving your 
presence— of Thieves also, which honourable Maternity have long 
rejoiced in the appellation of his 'Clerks.' Cervantes* stoiy of 
Sancho's detecting a sum of money in a swindler's walking-stick, is 
merely the Spanish version of a ' Lay of St Nicholas^' extant ' in 
choice Italian ' a oentmy before honest Miguel was bom. 



A LAY OF ST. NICHOLAS. 

'Statim sacerdoti tppnniit diabolus in specie paeihe polchritadinlB mine, et 
ccce Diyas, fide cAtholic&y et crace, et aqn& benedicta armatue reoit, et aspernt 
aquRixi in nomine Sancta et Individac Trinitutis, qnam, qaaai ardentem, dia> 
boLiUy nequaquam lostinen valeoa, mugitibus fogit. 

fiooKB Hovznmi' 

' T ORD ABBOT I Lord Abbot I Td fain confess; 
Xj I am a-wcary, and worn with woe ; 
Many a grief doth my heart oppress. 
And l^unt me whithersoever I go !' 

On bended knee spake the beautiful Maid ; 

• Now lithe and listen, Lord Abbot, to me !' — 
'Now naye. Fair Daughter,' the Lord Abbot said, 

'Now naye, in soothi it may hardly bo ; 

♦ rarith. 
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There is Meas Michael, and holy Mess Jchn, 

SasB Penitaancers I ween be they 1 
And nard by doth dwell, in St. Catherine's cell, 
Ambrose, the anchorite old and grey I* 

— * Oh, I will have none of Ambrose or John, 

Though sage PenitaimoerB I trow they be ; 
Shrive me may none save the Abbot alone^ 

Now listen. Lord Abbots I speak to thee. 

'Nor think foul scorn, though mitre adorn 

Thy brow, to listen to shrift of mine I 
I am a Maiden royally born. 

And I oome of old rUntagenet*s linei. 

* Though hither I stray, in lowly amy, 

I am a damsel of high degree ; 
And the Compte of Eu, and the Lord of Ponthieu, 
They serve my jGeither on bended knee I 

'Cknmts a many, and Dukes a few, 

A suitoring came to my fatlier's Hall ; 
But the Duke of Lorraine, with his large domain. 

He pleased my fistther Iwyond them alL 

* Dukes a many, and Counts a few, 

I would have wedded right cheerfulUsf 
But the Duke of Lorraine was uucommonly plain, 
And I vow'd that he ne'er should my bridegroom be 

* So hither I fly, in lowly guise, 

From their dided domes and their princely halls ; 
Fain would 1 dwell in some holy cell. 
Or within some Convent's peaceful walls I' 

— Then oat and spake that proud Lord Abbot, 
* Now rest thee, Fair Daughter, withouten fear, 

Nor Count nor Duke but shall meet the rebuke 
Of Holy Church an he seek thee here : 

*Holy Church denieth all search 

'Midst her sanctified ewes and her saintly rams ; 
And the wolves doth muck who would scathe her flock 

Or, especially, worry her little pet lambs. 

*Then lay, Fair Daughter, thy fears aside, 

For here this day sbalt thou dine with mc ! '-— 

•Now naye, now naye,' the fair maiden cried; 
'In Booth^ Lord Abbot, that scarce may be I 
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* Friends would whisper, and foes would frown, ^ 

Sith tibou art a Chuichnum of hi^ degree, 
And ill mote it match with thy fair renown 
Hiat a wandering damsel dine with thee I 

' There is Simon the Deacon hath pulse in storey 

Wiik beans and lettuces fair to see ; 
His lenten &re now let me share, 

I pray thee, Lord Abbot, in charitie I' i 

— * Though Simon the Deacon hath pulse in storey • 

To our patron Saint foul shame it were 
Should wavwom guest^ with toil oppressed 

Meet in his Aboey such churlish uire. 

* There is Peter the Prior, and Francis the Friar, 

And Roger the Monk shall our convives be ; 
Small scandal I ween shall then be seen 
They are a goodly ccmpanie !' 



The Abbot hath donned his mitre and ring. 
His rich dalmatic^ and maniple fine ; 

And the choristers sing, as the lay-brothers bring 
To the board a magnificent turkey and chine. 

The turkey and chine, they are done to a nicety ; 

Liver, and gizzard, and all are there; 
Ne'er mote Lord Abbot pronounce Benedicite 

Over more luscious or delicate fare. 

But no pious stave, no PaUr or Ave 

Pronounced, as he gazed on that maiden's face : 
She ask'd him for stuffing, she ask'd him for gravy^ 

She ask*d binn for gizzard ; — ^but not for Grace I 

Yet gaily the Lord Abbot smiled, and preas'd. 
And the blood-red wine in the wine-cup fill'd ; 

And he help'd his guest to a bit of the breast, 
And he sent the drumsticks down to be grill'd. 

There was no lack of old Sherris sack. 
Of Hippocras fine, or of Malmsey bright ; 

And aye, as he drain'd off his cup with a smack 
He grew less pious and more polite. 

She pledged him once, and she pledged him twice. 
And she drank as I^y ought not to drink ; 

And he pressed her hand 'ncath the table thrice, 
And he wink*d as Abbot ought not to wink. 



4 
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And Peter the Prior, and Fnncis the Friar, 

Sat each with a napkin nnder hia chin ; 
Bnt Boger the Monk got exceesively drunk, 

So tiiej put him to bed, and they tuck*d him in I 

The lay-brothers gazed on each other, amazed ; 

And Simon the Deacon, with grief and surprise. 
As he peep'd through the key-ho^e^ could scarce fkncy real 

The scene he beheld, or believe his own eyes. 

In his ear was ringing the Lord Abbot singing, — 
He could not distinguish the words yeiy plain, 

Bnt 'twas all about < Cole,' and * jolly old SouV 
And ' Fiddlers,' and ' Punch,' and things quite aa profane. 

Even Porter Paul at the sound of such revelling, 

With fervour himself began to bless ; 
For he thought he must somehow have let the Devil in, — 

And perhaps was not very much out in his guess. 

The Accusing Byers* *flew up to Heaven's Chancery,' 
Blushing like scarlet with shame and concern ; 

The Archangel took down his tale, and in answer he 
Wept— {1^ the works of the late Mr. Sterne). 

Indeed, it is said, a less taking both were in 
When, after a lapse of a great many years 

They book'd Uncle Toby five shillings for swearing, 
And blotted the fine out again wim their tears I 

But St Nicholas' agony who may paint ? 

His senses at first were well-nigh gone ; 
The beatified saint was ready to faint 

When he saw in his Abb^ such sad goings on ! 

For never, I ween, had such doings been seen 
There before, from the time that most excellent Prince 
' Earl Baldwin of Flanders, and other Commanders, 
Had built and endowed it some centuries since. 

— ^But hark I — ^'tis a sound from the outermost gate . 

A startling sound from a powerful blow. — 
Who knocks so late ? — it is naif after eight 

By the clock, — and the clock's five minutes too slow. 

Never, perhaps, had such loud double rape, 
Been neard in St Nicholas' Abbey beiore ; 

All agreod ' it was shocking to keep people knocking,' 
But none seem'd inclinea to 'answer the door.' 

* The Prince of Peripatetic Informers, and terror of Stage Coachmen, when 
Rieh things were. Alack 1 alack! the Railroads have mined his 'vested 
iDteitst' 
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Kow a loader huag through the cloisters rang^ 
And the gate on its hinges wide open flew ; 

And all were aware of a Palmer there, 
WiUi his cockle, hat, stafi^ and his sandal shoe. 

Many a fhrrow, and many a frown 
By toil and time on his hrow were traced; 

And his long loose gown was of ginger brown, 
And his rosary dangled below his waist. 

Now seldom, I ween, in sach costume seen. 
Except at a stage-play or masquerade ; 

But who doth not know it was rather the go 
With Pilgrims and Saints in the second Crusade ? 

With noiseless stride did that Palmer glide 

Across that oaken floor; 
And he made them all jump, he gave such a thump 

Against the Befectory door 1 

Wide cpen it flew, and plain to the view 
The Lord Abbot they all mote see ; 

In his hand was a cap, and he lifted it np^ 
' Here's the Pope's gpod health with three 1 !' 

Bazig in their ears three deafening cheers^ 

'Huzza! huzza! huzza I' 
And one of the party said, * Qo it, my hearty f— 

When outspake that Pilgrim grey — 

* A boon. Lord Abbot I a boon ! a boonl 
Worn is my foot, and empty my scrip; 

And nothing to speak of since yesterday noon 
Of food, Lord Abbot, hath passed my lip. 

'And I am come from a (ar oountree. 
And have visited many a holy shrine; 

And long have I trod the sacred sod 
Where the Saints do rest in Palestine !' — 

An thou art come from a far coimtree. 
And if thou in Paynim lands hast been, 

Kow rede me aright the most wonderful sight 
Thou Palmer grey that thine eyes have seen. 

Arede me aright the most wonderful sights 
Qrey Palmer, that ever thine eyes did see^ 

And a manchette of bread, and a good warm bed» 
And a cup o' the best shall thy guerdon be !* 
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*0h ! I haye been east, and I bare been west. 

And I bays seen many a wonderful sigbt; 
But neyer to me did it bappen to see 

A wonder like that wbicn I iee this nigbt 

' To see a Lord Abbot, in rocbet and stcde, 
Witb Prior and Friar, — a strange njaF>TeIle I— 

CTer a jolly foU bowl, sitting cheek by Jowl, 
And'bob-nobbing away witb a Deyil from Hell 1' 

He felt in bis gown of ginger brown. 

And he pnlTd oat a flask from beneath ; 
It was rather tongb work to get out the cork, 

Bui he drew it at last witb his teetb« 

0*er a pint and a quarter of holy water, 

£b made a sacred sign ; 
And he daah'd the whole on the soi^isant daughter 

Of old Plantagenet's line 1 

Oh I then did she reek, and squeak, and shriek. 

With a wild unearthly scream ; 
And fisal'd, and biased, and produced snch a misl, 

They were all half-dioked by the steam. 

Her doyfr-like eyes tum'd to coals of fire, 

Her beautiful noee to a horrible snout. 
Her hands to paws, with nasty great claws, 

And her bosom went in, and her tail came out 

On her chin there appeared a long Kanny-goat's beardg 
And her tusks and her teeth no man mote tell ; 

And her horns and her hoois gaye infieLllible pioo4 
Twss a fri^tful fiend from the nethermost hell I 

The Palmer threw down his ginger gown. 
His hat and bis cockle ; and, plain to sight. 

Stood St. Nicholas* self, and his shayen crown. 
Had a glow-worm halo of heayenly light. 

The fiend made a grasp, the Abbot to clasp; 

But St Nicholas lifted bis holy too, 
And, just in the nick, let fly sucn a kick 

On his elderly Namesake, he made him let gow 

And out of the window be flew like a shot, 
For the foot flew up with a terrible thwack. 

And caught the foal demon about the spot 
Where his tail Joins on to the small of his back. 
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And he bounded away like a foolr-ball at play, 

Till into the bottomless pit he fell slap, 
Knocking Mammon the meagre o'er puny Belphegor 

And Lucifer into Beelzebiu)*8 lap. 

Oh I happy the slip from his Suocubine gnp, 
That saved the Lord Abbot, — ^though, breathless with fri gh i 

In escaping he tumbled, and fractured his hip, * 

And nis left leg was shorter thenceforth than his right ! ^ 

On the banks of the Bhine, as he's stopping to dine. 
From a certain Lm-window the traveller is shown 

Most picturesque ruins, the scene of these doings. 
Some miles up the river, south-east of Cologne. 

And, while ^wur-kraut* she sells you, the landlady telld yoc 
That there, in those walls, now all roofless and bare. 

One Simon, a Deacon, from a lean grew a sleek one^ ^ 

On filling a drdevatU Abbot's state chsdr. 

How a ei^devarii Abbot, all clothed in drab, but 
Of texture the coarsest, hair shirt, and no dioes, 

(His mitre and ring, and all that sort of thing 
Laid aside,) in yon Gave lived a pious recluse ; 

How he rose with the sun^ limping 'dot and go <me,' 
To yon rill of the mountain, in all sorts of weather. 

Where a Prior and a Friar, who lived somewhat higher 
Up the rock used to come and eat cresses together ; 

How a thirsty old codger, the ndghboucs called Boeer, 
With them drank cold water in lieu cf old wine! 

What its quality wanted he made up in quantity. 
Swigging as tliough he would empty the Bhine I 

And how, as their bodily strength fail'd, the mental man 

Qain'd tenfold vigour and force in all four ; 
And how, to the day of their death, the ' Old Gentleman 

Never attempted to kidnap tiiem more. a 

Aiud how, when at length, in the odour of sanctity, 

All of them died wiuioat grief or complaint ; 
The Monks of St. Nicholas said 'twas ridiculous 

Not to suppose every one was a Saint. 

And howy in the Abbey, no one was so shabby 

As not to say yearly four masses a head. 
On the eve of that supper, and kick on the cruppei i 

Which Satan received for the souls of the de«a \ 
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How folks loDg held in reyerence their reliques and mezDorie% 
How the ci-4evatU Abbot's obtained greater still, 

When some cnpploB^ on touching his fractured OB/emoria 
Threw down tneir crutches and danced a quadrille I 

And how Abbot Simon, (who tum'd out a prime one,) 
These words, which grew into a proverb full soon, 

O'er the late Abbot's grotto^ stuck up as a motto, 
' WBiin soppfs intif tfrt IBtSaiSU sf^oUit ^aSit a Ions ts^tum V 



Bohesiay daughter of Ambrose, and sister to Sir Everard Ingoldsby, 
was bom about the beginning of the 16th century, and was married 
in 1526, at St Giles's, Cripplegate, in the City of London. The 
following narratiye contaiDS all else that is known of 

THE LADY BOHESIA. 

THE Lady Bohesia lay on her death-bed I 
So said the doctor, and doctors are generally allowed to be 
judges in these matters; besides Doctor Butts was the Court 
Fhyaidan : ho carried a orutch-handled staff, with its cross of tho 
blackest ebony, — raison deplta, 

*Jb there no hope, Doctor ?* said Beatrice Grey. 

*Ib there no hope?* said Everard Ingoldsby. 

^Is there no hope?* said Sir Guy de Montgomeri. He was the 
Lady Bohesia's husband ; — ^he spoke the last. 

llie doctor shook his head. He looked at the disconsolate 
widower in poaaey then at the hour-glass ; its waning sand seemed 
sadly to shadow forth the sinking pulse of his patient. Dr. Butts 
was ayery learned man. *Ar8 longa, vita hrevis V said Doctor Butts. 

* I am yery sony to hear it,' quoth Sir Guy de Montgomeri. 
Sir Guy was a braye knight, and a tall ; but he was no scholar. 

* Alas I my poor sister 1' sighed Ingoldsby. 

* Alas 1 my poor mistress 1' sobbed Beatrice. 

Sir Guy neither sighed nor sobbed ; his grief wss too deep-seated 
for outward manifestation. 

'And how long^ Doctor — ? The afflicted husband could not 
finish the sentence. 

Dil Butts withdrew his hand from the wrist of the dying lady. 
He pointed to the horologe ; scarcely a quarter of its sand remained 
in the upper moiety. Again he idiook his head; the eye of the 
patient waxed dimmer, the rattling in the throat increased! 

u 



162 THE LADY B0H£8IA. 

* What's become of Father Francis ?' whimpered Beabaoe 

* The last consolations of the church — * soggested Bvesud. 
A darker shade came over the brow of Sir Gvy. 

'Where is the Confessor?' continued his grieving brother-in-law. 

< In the pantry/ cried lifarion Hacket pertLy, as she tripped down 
stairs in search of that Tenerable eoclesisfitic ; — * in the pantiy, I 
warrant me.' The bower-woman was not wont to be in the wrong ; 
in the pantry was the holy man discovercid,— at his denrotians. 

*Fax vobiscumT said Father Francis, as he entered the chamber 
of death. 

* Vita hrevis!^ retorted Doctor Butts. He was not a maa to be 
browbeat out of his LatLo,— and by a paltry Friar Minim, too. Had 
it been a Bishop, indeed, or even a mitzed Abbot^— -but a miserable 
Franciscan! 

^BenediciUr said the Friar. 

*Ars UmgaV returned the Leech. 

Doctor Butts adjtlsted the taoels of his falling band; draw bis- 
short sad-coloured cloak closer around him ; and, grasping his crQa»* 
handled walking-staff, stalked majestically out of the apaitatiBQt. 
Father Francis had the field to himselfl 

The worthy chaplain ha8t4Sined to administer the last rites of tiie 
church. To all appearance he had little time to lose; as he qod- 
eluded, the dismal toll of the passing-bell sounded from the belfry 
tower, — ^little Hubert, the bandy-legged aaciistan, was pulling with 
all his might. It was a capital oontrivanoe tfast same paasing-beU, — 
which of the XJrbans or Innocents invented it is a query ; but^ w]m»- 
ever he was, he deserved well of his ooontry and of GhristendoiB. 

Ah I our ancestors were not such fools, after all, as we^ their dege- 
nerate children, conceit tibem to have been. The passiBg-beU I a 
most solemn warning to imps of every deacripti^ is not to be re- 
garded with impunity ; the most impudent Suocubua of them all 
dare as well dip his claws in holy water as come within the voge 
of its sound. Old Nick himself^ if he sets any value at all upon his 
tail, had best convey himself clean out of hearings and leave the 
way open to Pamdise. little Hubert continned polling with all 
his might, — and St. Peter began to look out for a ciwtoieec. 

The knell seemed to have some effect even upon the Lftdy 
llohesia; she raised her head slightly; inartinilate somids iaaued 
from her lips,— inarticulate, that is, to the profiuie eaa of the laity. 
Those of Father Fcancifiy indeed, were sharper; nothii^ as he 
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averred, ooald be moie distiDCt thaa the words, ' A thooBand marks 
tu the prioiy of St Mary BomidTal.' 

Now tlie Lady Knhmia Ingoldaby had bfonght her husband broad 
lands and huge pooKsaiaDa ; much of her ample dowry, too^ was at 
ber own dispoaal ; and nnncopative wills had not yet been abolished 
by Act of Farliamfint 

Pioas sooir ejacukted Father IVaocia. 'A thousand marko, 
fibe sai d ' 

'If she did, ni be du>t P said Bir Gray de Moni^omeri. 

< — ^A thousand marks V oontinned the Ckmieawr, fixing his cold 
grey eye upon the knight^ as he went oft heodleis of the interrup- 
tion; — ^'a thoiuuid marksl and as many Aves and Faiers shall be 
duly laid as soan as the money is paid down.' 

Sir Gny ahnnk horn the monk's gaze; he tamed to the window, 
and mnttexed to himself something that soonded like 'Don't you 
wish you may get it?* 

The bell eontinnad to tolL Father Francis had quitted the room, 
taking with him the nmaiBS of the holy oil he had been using for 
Extreme Unction. Everard Ingoldsby wasted on him down stairs. 

* A thousand thanks I' said the latter. 
'A thonsand marks !' said the friar. 

* A thonsand devils I* growled Sir Qny de Montgomeri, from the 
top of the landiog-plaoa. 

Bat his sfloeAts fell imhesdpd ; his bnihep-in-law and the friar 
were gone; he was left alone with his departing lady and Beatrice 
Grey- 
Sir G«y de Mon^gQMSii stood pensively at the foot of the bed*, 
nis aims wece erossed vpon his bosom, his ohin was sank upon his 
breast; hia eyes wesa fflkd with teais; the dim mys of the ihding 
watchlight gpive a daxicer shade to the fonows on his brow, and a 
brighter tint to the little bald patch on the top of his head, — ^for Sir 
Gny was a middle-aged gentleman, taU and portly withal, with 
a slight bend in his shoolders, but that not much ; his complexion 
was somewhat florid,— especially about the nose; but his lady was 
in extremi8f and at this particular moment he was paler tiian nsnai. 
'Biml borne I' went the belL The kni^t groaned audibly; 
Beatrice Gny wiped her eye with hev little square apron of lace de 
Malines; there wm a moment's panse,— & moment of intense aiHic- 
tion; she let it fall,— aU but caub comer, which remained between 
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her fingor and tiiamb. She looked at Sir Guy ; drew the thumb 
and forefinger of hier other hand slowly along its border, till they 
reached the opposite extremity. She sobbed aloud. 'So kind a 
ladyl' said Beatrice Grey. — 'So excellent a wifeT responded Sir 
Guy. — * So good V said the damsel — ' So dear !' said the knight. — 
' So pious !' said she. — * So humble I' said he. — * So good to the poor t* 
-—'So capital a manager 1^ — ^'So punctual at matins I' — 'Dinner 
dished to moment I' — * So deyout I' said Beatrice. — * So fond of me !' 
said Sir Guy. — ^*And of Father Francis !' — ^* What the devil do you 
mean by that? said Sir Guy de Montgomeri 

The knight and the maiden had rung their antiphonic changes on 
the fine qualities of the departing Lady, like the Strophe and 
Jntistrophe of a Greek play. The cardinal Tirtues once disposed of, 
her minor exoellenoes came under review. She would drown a 
witch, drink lambs' wool at CShristmas, beg Dominie Dumps's boys 
a holiday, and dine upon sprats on Good Friday I A low moan 
fix>m the subject of these eulogies seemed to intimate that the enu- 
meration of her good deeds was not altogether lost on her, — ^that the 
parting spirit felt and rejoiced in the testimony. 

' She was too good for earth 1' continued Sir Guy. 

* Ye-ye-yes V sobbed Beatrice. 

* I did not deserve her 1' said the knight. 
' No-CKH) V cried the damseL 

' Not but that I made her an excellent husband, and a kind ; but 
the is going, and — and — ^where^ or when, or how — shall I get such 
another?* 

' Not in broad England — ^not in the whole wide world V responded 
Beatrice Grey ; ' that is, not jtut such another I' Her voice still 
faltered, but her accents on tiie whole were more articulate; she 
dropped the comer of her apron, and had recourse to her handker- 
chief ; in fact^ her eyes were getting red, — and so was the tip of her 
DOse. 

Sir Guy was silent; he gazed for a few moments stedfutly am 
the &oe of his lady. The single word, ' Another I' fell from his lips 
like a distant echo; — ^it is not often that the viewless nymph 
repeats more than is necessary. 

* Bim } home 1' went the belL — ^Bandy-legged Hubert had been toll- 
ing for half an hour; he began to grow tired, and St Peter fidgety. 

' Beatrice Grey 1* said Sir Guy de Montgomeri, ' what's to be done ? 
What's to become of Montgomeri Hall ?^aad tiie buttery, — and the 
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icryantB? And what^what's to lieoome of me, Beatrice Grey ?*— 
There was pathos in his tones, and a solemn pause succeeded. 'I'li 
turn monk myself T aaid Sir Quy. 

' Monk ?* said Beatrice. 

'Pll he a Carthusian 1' repeated the knight, but in a tone leas 
assured : he reLipsed into a reyerie. — Sbaye his head I — ^he did not 
80 much mind that, — he was getting rather hald already; — but, 
beans iot dinner, — and those without butter — and then a hone-hair 
shirt I 

The knight seemed undecided : his eye roamed gloomily around 
the apartment; it paused upon different objects, but as if it saw 
them not ; its sense was shut, and there was no speculation in its 
glance: it rested at last upon the fair face of the sympathising 
damsel at his side, beautiful in her grief. 

Her tears had ceased ; but her eyes were cast down, mournfully 
fixed upon her delicate little foot, which was beating the deyirs 
tattoo. 

There is no talking to a female when she does not look at yon. 
Sir Ouy turned round, — ^he seated himself on the edge of the bed ; 
and, placing his hand beneath the chin of the lady, turned up her 
face in an angle of fifteen degrees. 

'I don't think I shall take the tows, Beatrice; but what's to 
become of me? Poor, miserable, old — that is poor, miserable, 
middle-aged man that I am ! — ^No one to comfort, no one to care for 
me I' — ^Beatrice's tears flowed afresh, but she opened not her lips. — 
* Ton my life 1' continued he, * I don't believe there is a creatum 
now would care a button if I were hanged to-morrow I' 

' Oh I don't say so, Sir Guy 1' sighed Beatrice ; ' you know thereV 
— there's Master Everard, and— and Father Francis—' 

* Pish r cried Sir Guy, testily. 

* And — ^there's your favourite old bitch.' 

'I am not thinking of old bitches!' quoth Sir Guy de Mont- 
zpmen. 

Another pause ensued : the knight had released her chin, and 
taken her hand ; it was a pretty little hand, with long taper fingers 
and filbert-formed nails, and the softness of the palm said little foi 
its owner's industry. 

*Sit down, my dear Beatrice,' said the knight, thoughtfully; 'you 
must be fatigued with your long watching. Take a seat, my child.' 
—Sir Guy did not relinquish her baud; but he sidled along the 
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counterpane, and made loom for his oofmpanion between hiinaelf and 
the bed-post. 

Now this is a yery awkward position for two people to be placed 
in, especially when the right hand of the one holds the right hand 
of the other: — ^in such an attitude, what the deuce can the gentle- 
man do with his left ? Sir Guy closed his till it became an absolute 
fist, and his knuckles rested on the bed a little in the rear of his 
companion. 

'Another!* repeated Sir Guy, musing; *i^ indeed, I could find 
such another!* He was talking to his thought, but Beatrice Grey 
answered him. 

' There's Madam Fitzfoozle.* 

* A frump I' said Sir Guy. 

* Or the Lady Bumbarton.' 

* With her hump V muttered he. 

* There's the Dowager—' 

* Stop — stop 1' said the knight, ' stop one moment 1' — ^He paused ; 
he was all on the tremble ; something seemed rising in his throat, 
but he gave a great gulp, and swallowed it. * Beatrice,* said he, 
' what think you of—* his voice sank into a most seductive softness, 
— * what think you of— Beatrice Grey 7 

The murder was out: — ^the knight felt infinitely refieved; the 
knudkles of his left hand unclosed spontaneously ; and the arm he 
had felt mich a difficulty in disposing o( found itself, — ^nobody knows 
how, — all at once, encircling the jimp waist of the pretty Beatrice. 
The young lady's reply was expressed in three syllables. They 
were,— * Oh, Sir Guy I' The words might be somewhat indefinite, 
but there was no mistaking the look. Their eyes met; Sir Guy's 
left arm contracted itself spasmodically : when the eyes meet, — at 
least, as theirs met, — ^the lips are very apt to follow the example. 
The knight had taken one long, loving kiss-^ncetar and ambrosia ! 
He thought on Doctor Butts and his repetatur hausius, — a prescrip- 
tion Father Francis had taken infinite pains to translate for him : ho 
was about to repeat it, but the dose was interrupted in tmnnttt. — 
Doubtless the adage, 

* There's many a slip 
Twizt the cup and the lip,* 

hath reference to medicine. Sir Guy's lip was again all but in 
Offfgunction with that of his bride elect 
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It has t)ecn hinted already that there was a little roond polished 
patch on the soimnit of the knight's pericranium^ from which his 
loclcs had gradnally receded; a sort of oasis,— oi lather a Mcni 
Bhmui in miniature, rising aWe the highest point of yegetation. 
It was on this little spot, undefended alike hy Art and Natuit, that 
at this interesting moment a blow descended, such as we miist 
borrow a tenn from the Sister Island adequately to describe, — it was 
a'Whackr 

Sir Guy started upon his feet; Beatrios Grey started upon hers: 
but a single glance to the rear rerersed her position,— she fell upon 
her knees and foreamed. 

The knis^t) too^ wheeled about, and behold a sight which might 
hare turned a bolder man to stone. — ^It was She 1 — the all-butr-de- 
funct Bohesiar— there she sat, bolt upright! — ^her eyes no longer 
glaaed with the fifan of impending dissolution, but scintillating like 
flint and steel; while in her hand she grasped the bednstafif, — a 
weapon of mickle might, as her husband's bloody coxcomb could 
now well testify. Words were yet wanting, for the quinsy, which 
her rage had bn^en, still impeded her utterance ; but the strength 
and rapidity of her guttural intonations augured well for her future 
eloquence. 

Sir Guy de Montgomeri stood for a while like a man distraught ; 
this resurrection — for such it seemed — ^had quite overpowered him. 
' A husband ofttimes makes the best physician,' says the proverb ; 
he was a living personification of its truth. Still it was whispered 
he had been content with Dr. Butts; but his lady was restored to 
bless him for many years. — ^Heavens, what a life he led I 

The Lady Bohesia mended apaoe ; her quinsy was cured ; the bell 
was stopped; and little Hubort^ tiie sacristan, kicked ofut of the 
chapelry. St. Peter opened his wicket^ and looked out; — there was 
nobody there ; so he flung-to the gate in a passion, and went back 
to his lodge, grumbling at beittg hoaxed by a runaway ring. 

Years rolled on. — The improvement ci Lady Bohesia's temper did 
not keep pace with that of her health ; and one fine morning Sir 
Guy de Montgomeri was seen to enter the port&^sochhre of Durham 
House, at that time the town residence of Sir Walter Baleigh. 
Nothing more was ever heard of him ; but a boat full of adventurers 
was known to have dropped down with the tide that evening to 
Deptford Hope, where lay the good ship the Darling, commanded by 
Captain Keymis, who sailed next morning on the Virginia voyage. 
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A brass plate, some eighteen inches long, may yet bo soea in 

Denton chanoel, let into a broad slab of Bethenden marble; it 

represents a lady kneeling, in her wimple and hood ; her hands are 

clasped in prayer, and beneath is an inscription in the characten oi 

the age — 

'Igrste iat nt soiole of ge fUto fBUiff», 
%n)y fot aUe Ci^ristm ntfiolaV 

The date is illegible ; but it appears that she snrviTed King Henry 
the Eighth, and that the dissolution of monasteries had lost 8t. 
Mary Boondval her thousand marks. — As for Beatrice Grey, it is 
well known that she was alive in 1559, and then had yiiginity 
enough left to be a maid of honour to * good Queen Bess.' 



It was during the 'Honey (or, as it is sometimes termed, the 
'Treacle,*) Moon' that Mr. and Mrs. Seaforth passed through 
IxmAaa, A ' good-natured friend,' who dropped in to dinner, forced 
them in the evening to the theatre for the purpose of getting rid of 
him. I give Charles's account of the Tragedy, just as it was written, 
without altering even the last couplet— for there would be no making 
*Egerton * rhyme with * Story.' 



THE TRAGEDY. 
Qoaqne ipse miaerrinia vidi. — VmGlL. 

CATHERINE of Gleyes was a Lady of rank : 
She had lands and fine houses, and cash in the Bank ; 

She had Jewels and rings. And a thousand smart things; 

Was lovely and young, With a rather sharp tongue, 
And she wedded a noble of high degree 
With the star of the order of St. Esprit; 

But the Duke de Guise Was, by many degreea^ 
Her senior, and not very easy to please ; 
He'd a sneer on his Up, and a scowl with his eye. 
And a frown on his brow, — and he look'd like a Guy, — 

So she took to intriguing With Monsieur St. Megrin, 
A youn^ man of fashion, and figure, and worth. 
But with no great pretensions to fortune or birth ; 

He would sing, fence, and dance. With the best man in Franco, 
And took his rappee with genteel nonchcdanoe; 
He smiled, and he flatter'd, and flirted with ease. 
And was very superior to Monseigneur de Guiso. 
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Now HoDfiieur St Megrin was cnrioiifl to know 
If the Lady approved of his nuBBion or no ; 

So without more ado^ He put on his turtoutf 
And went to a man with a heara like a Jew, 

One Signor Kuggieri, A Cimning-man near, he 
Goold oonjure, tell fortunes, and calcuktte tides^ 
Perform tricks on the cards, and Heaven knows what hesidei^ 
Bring hack a sbray'd cow, silver ladle, or spoon. 
And was thought to he thick with the Man in the Moon. 

The Sage took his stand With his wand in his hand. 
Drew a circle, then cave the dread word of command. 
Saving solemnlv — * l^resto 1 — Hey, quick 1 — Coch^i-lorufn I V 
When the Duchess immediately popp*d up before 'em. 
Just then a Gonjunction of Venus and Mars, 
Or something peculiar above in the stars. 
Attracted the notice of Signor Kuggieri, 
Who 'bolted,' and left him alone with his deary. — 
Monsieur St Megrin went down on his knees, 
And the Duchess shed tears large as marrow-fat peas, 

When, — &ncy the shock,-* A loud double knock, 
Made the Lady cry ' Get up, you fool I — ^there's De Guise !* 

Twas hi& €h»ce, sure enough ; So Monsieur, looking blu£^ 
Strutted by, with his hat on, and fingering his ruff. 
While, unseen by either, away flew me iMme 
Through the opposite key-hole, the same way she came ; 

But| alack I and alas 1 A mishap came to pass. 
In her hurry she, somehow or other, let fall 
A new silk Bandana she'd worn as a shawl ; 

She had used it for drying Her bright eyes while crying. 
And blowing her nose, as her Beau talk'd of dying ! 

Now the Duke, who had seen it so lately adorn her, 
And knew the great G with the Grown in the comer. 
The instant he spied it, smoked something amiss. 
And said, with some energy, ' D it I what's this ?' 

He went home in a fame. And bounced into her room, 
Cryiuff, ' So, Ma'am, I find Fve some cause to be jealous I 
Look here ! — here's a proof you run after the feUows ! 
— ^Now take up that pen, — ^if it's bad choose a better, — 
And write, as 1 dictate, this moment a letter 

To Monsieur — ^you know who 1' The ^^J looked blue ; 
But replied with much firmncBs — * Hang me if'^I do !' 

De Guise grasped her wrist With his great bony fist, 
And pinch'd it, and gave it so painful a twist, 
Thatnis hard, iron gauntlet the flesh went an inch in, — 
She did not mind death, but she could not stand pinching ; 

So she sat down and wrote This polite little note : — 
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' Dctar Mister St Megrm, The Chiefs of the Les^e ui 
Our house mean to dine This evening at nine; 
I shall, soon after ten, Slip away from the men, 

And you'll find me upstairs in the drawing-room then ; 

Come up the hack way or those impudent thieves 

Of Servants will see you; Yoors 

Cathbbihb of CI£VEB 

She directed and sealed it, all pale as a ghost. 
And De Guise put it into the Twopenny Post 

St. Megrin had almost jumped out of his skin 
For jo¥ that day when the post came in; 

He read the note through. Then hegsn it anew^ 
And thou^t it almost too good news to he true. — 

He ckpp'd on his hat And a hood over that, 
With a clouL to disguise him, and make him look £ii 
So great his impatienoe from half after Four 
He was waiting till Ten at De Qtuse's hack^iooc. 
When he heard the great dock of St Genevieve chimo 
He ran up the hack staircase six steps at a time. 

He had scarce made his how, Me hardly knew hoi\% 

When alas! and aUckl There was no getting hack. 
For the drawing-room door was bang'd to with a whack ; — 

In vain he applied To the handle and tned, 
Somehody or other had locked it outside 1 
And the Duchess in agony moum'd her mishap^ 
' We are caught like a couple of rats in a trap^ 

Kow the Duchess's Bitge^ About twelve years of age^ 
For so little a hoy was remarkably sage ; 
And just in the nick, to their joy and amaaement, 
Popp d the Gas-liditer^ ladder close under the caaement 

But all would not do^ — Though St Megrin got through 
The window, — ^bdow stood De Guise and his crew, 
.\nd thou^ never man was more brave than St Megrin, 
Yet fiffhting a score is extremely fatiguing; 

He thrust earte and tieroa Unoommonly ierce. 
But not BeiSlsebu Vs self oould their ouirasses nieiee ; 

While his doublet and hose, Being holiaay clothes. 
Were soon cut through and throogh from his knees to his nose ; 
Still an old crooked sixpence the Gonjuvar gave him. 
From pistol and sword was sufficient to save him; 

But when beat on his knees, That confinrndsd De Guise 
Came behind with the ' fiogle' that caused all this bresM^ 
Whipp'd it tight louni his neck, and when baokwaid heM jerk'd 

him, 
The rest of the naods jump*d on him and Buik*d him. 
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The poor little F^^ too, himaelf got no qnarter, but 

Was serred the itme way. And was found the next day 

With his heels in the air, and hia bead in the water-butt ; 
Catherine of Cleves Boar'd * Murder 1' and < Thieyee 1' 
From the window above While they miuder*d her love ; 

Till, finding the rogues had acoomplished his skughtsr, 

She drank rrussio add without any water. 

And died like a Duke-and-«i-DuchG88*8 daughter 1 

KOBAL. 

Take warning, vo fidr, from this tale of the Bard's, 

And don't go where ibriones are told on the ouds, 

But steer clear of GonJfOOfs, — never pfut query ' 

To ' Wise Mn. Williams,' or folks like Rnggieri. 

When alone in your room shut the door close, and lock it I 

Above all, — ^kkbf toub havdkbbchief safe in toub pocket I 

Lest you too should stumble, and Lord Leveeon Grower, he 

Be call'd on,— sad poet I — to tell your sad stoiy I 



It was in the summer of 1838 that a party from Tappington 
reached the metropolis with a view of witnessing the coronation of 
their youthful Queen, whom God long preserve I — This purpose 
they were fortunate CDOugh to accomplish by the purdiass of a peer's 
tickets, from a stationer in the Strand, who was enabled so to dis- 
pose of some, greatly to the indignation of the hereditary Earl Mar- 
shal. How Mr. Barney managed to insinuate himself into the 
Abbey remains a mystery : his characteristio modesty and address 
doubtless assisted him, for there he unquestionably was. The result 
of his observations was thus communicated to his associates in the 
Servants' Hall upon his return, to the infinite delectation of Made" 
moisdle Pauline over a Cruisbeen of his own concocting. 



MR. BARNEr MAGUIRE'S ACCOUNT OT THE 

CORONATION. 
Abb. — * The Cfmvm of Blarney.* 

OCR ! the Coronation I what celebration 
For emulation can with it compare? 
When to Westminster the Royal Spinster, 

And the Duke of Leinster, all in order did mpair 1 
Twas thsTO you'd see the New Polishemen 

Making a skrimmage at half after four. 
And the Lords and Ladies, and the Miss O'Qradys 
All standing round before the Abbey door. 
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Their pillows Booming, that self-flame morning 

Themselves adorning, all by the candle-light, 
With roses and lilies, and dafih^-down-dillics, 

And gould and jewels, and rich diamonds bright 
And then approaches fiye hundred coaches. 

With General DuUbeak. — Och I 'twas mighty fine 
To see how asy bould Corporal Casey, 

With his sword drawn, prancing miade them kape the lina 

Then the Gxms* alamms, and the King of Anumt, 

All in his Garters and his Clarence shoes. 
Opening the massy doors to the bould Ambassydors, 

The Priinoe of Potboys, and great burthen Jews ; 
Twould haye made you crazy to see Esterhaasy 

All Jool's from his jasey to his di'mond boots, 
"^A ith Alderman Harmer, and that swate charmer. 

The fiunale heiress. Miss Anjarly Coutts. 

And Wellington, walking with his swoord drawn, talking 

To Hill and Hardinge, haroes of great £une : 
And Sir De Lacy,, and the Duke Dalmasey, 

(They call*d >iiTn Sowlt afore he changed his name,) 
Themselyes presading Lord Melbourne, lading 

The Queen, the darling, to her royal chair. 
And that fine ould fellow, the Duke of Pell-Mello, 

The Queen of Portingal's Chargy-de-fiur. 

Then the Koble Prussians, likewise the Bussians, 

In fine laced jackets wi^ their goulden cufiOs, 
And the Bavarians, and the proud Uungarians, 

And Eyerythingarians all in furs and mufis. 
Then Misthur Sp&er, with Misthur Pays the Quaker, 

All in the Gallery you might persave ; 
But Lord Brougham was missins, and gone a-fishing, 

Ounly crass Lord Essex would not giye him laye. 

There was Baron Alten himself exalting. 

And Prinoe Yon Schwartzenberg, and many more, 
Och I Pd be bothered and entirely smother*d 

To tell the half of 'em was to the fore ; 
With the swate Peeresses, in their crowns and dresses. 

And Aldermanesses, and the Booid of Works ; 
But Mdiemet Ali said, quite gintaly, 

' rd be proud to see the likes among the Turks !' 

Then the Queen, Heayen bless her I och 1 th^ did dross hoT 
In her purple garaments and her goulden Crown ; 

like Venus or Hebe, or the Queen of Sheby, 
With eigiht young ladies houlding up her gown* 
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Bore 'twas erand to see ber, also for to he-ar 
Hie big drums bating^ and the tnimpets blow. 

And Sir George Smart I Ob I be playxL a Gonsarto^ 
Witb bis foor-flud-twenly fiddlers all on a row ! 

Then tbe Lord Aicbbisbop held a goulden dish up, 

For to resaye her boun^ and great wealth. 
Saying, * Plase your Glory, great Queen Vio-tory ! 

xe'U. giye the Clargy laye to dhrink your health !' 
Then bis Biycrence retratLog, discoorsed the matinz ; 

' Boys \ Here's your Queen 1 deny it if you can f 
And if any bould &aitour, or iniarior cray thur, 

Sneezes at that, Fd like to see tbe man V 

Then the Nobles kneeling to tbe Pow'rs appealing, 

' Heayen send your Majesty a glorious reign !' 
And Sir Claudius Hunter he did confront her, 

All in his scarlet sown and goulden chain. 
Tbe great Lord May r, too, sat in his chair, too, 

But mighty sarious, looking fit to cry, 
For tbe f^rl of Surrey, all in his hurry. 

Throwing the ihirteens, bit him in his eye. 

Then there was preaching, and good store of speeching^ 

Witb Dukes and Marquises on bended knee : 
And they did splash her witb raal Macassbur, 

And the Queen said, ' Ah I then thank ye all for me !' — 
Then the trumpets braying, and the organ playing. 

And sweet trombones, with their silyer tones ; 
But Lord Holle was rollms ; — 'twas mighty consoling 

To think his Lordship did not break his bones I 

Then the crames and custard, and the beef and mustani. 

All on the tombstones like a poultherer s shop ; 
Witb lobsters and white-bait, and other swate-meats. 

And wine and nafl;us^ and Imperial Pop 1 
There was cakes and apples in all the Chapels, 

Witb fine polonies, and rich mellow pears, — 
Och I the Count Yon Strogonofif, sure he got prog enougn, 

The sly ould Diyil, undemathe the stairs. 

Then tbe cannons thundcr'd, and tbe people wondered. 

Crying, ' God saye Victoria, our Boyal Queen 1' — 
— Och I if myself should liye to be a hundred. 

Sure it's the proudest day that 111 haye seen ! 
And now, I'ye ended, what I pretended. 

This narration splendid in swate poe-thry, 
Ye <lear bewitcher, just hand tbe pitcher. 

Faith, it's myself that's getting mighty dbry.* 
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Aa SLjpendcmt to the foregoing, I shall ventare to inaert Mr. Simp> 
kinson's IncabratioDfl on a sahject to him, as a Savant of the first 
class, scarcely leas interesting. The aerial Yoyage to which it alludes 
took place about a year and a half previously to the august event 
already recorded, and the excitement manifested in the learned 
Antiquary's effusion may give some faint idea of that which pre- 
vailed generally among the Sons of Science at that m^norablo 
epoch. 

THE • MONBTRE ' BALLOOIT. 

OH I the balloon, the great balloon 
It left Yauzhall one Monday at noon. 
And every one said we should hear of it soon 
With news from Aleppo or Scanderoon. 
But very soon after folks changed their tune : 
' The netting had buist— the sUk — ^the ahaUoon; — 
It had met with a trade-wind — a deuced monsoon — 
It was blown out to sea — ^it was blown to the moon — 
They ought to have put off their journey till June j 
Sure none but a donkey, a goose, or baboon 
Would go up in November in any balloon 1* 

Then they talked about Green—' Oh I where's ICstor Gnecn ? 

And where*s Mr. Holland who hired the win/^Kinfl ? 

And where is Monck Mason, the man that bas been 

Up so often before — ^twelve times or thirteen — 

And who writes such nice letters descrihing the scene ? 

And where's the cold fowl, and the ham, and poteen ? 

The presi^d h&d, with the fat cut off— nothing but leas. 

And the portable soup in the patent tureen ? 

Have they got to Grand Gairo or reaehed Aberdeen ? 

Or Jerusalem — ^^unburg— <nr Ballvporeen? 

Kol they have not been seen! Onl th^ haven^ been seen f 

Stay I here's Mister Gye — ^Mr. Frederick Gye — 
' At Paris,' sa3rB he * Tve been up veir high, 
A couple of hundred of toises, or nigh, 
A cockstEidB the Tufleries* pantikfl^ to spy 
With Dollond's best telescope stuck at my eye^ 
And my umbmlla under my arm like Paul P17, 
But I oould see Bo&ing at all but the sky ; 
So I thought with mywlf 'twas of no use to tiy 
Any longer ; and, feeling rsmariEably dry 
From sitting all day stuck up tbere^ like a Gvy, 
I came down igain, and — ^you see — ^here am IT 
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Bat here's Mr. Hugbetl — ^What says young Mr. HnglKift ?-- 
Why, Tm sorry to sav we've not got any newa 
since the letter they threw down in one of their 8hoe% 
Which gayo the mayor's nose soch a deuce of a bruise. 
As he popp'd up his eye-glass to look at their cruise 
Over Jjover ; and which the folks flocked to peruse 
At Squiers's hazaar, the same evening, in crews — 
Politicians, newB-mongera» town-council, and blocs, 
Turk^ Heretics, Infidels, Jumpers, and Jew% 
Scorning Bachelor's papers, ana Warren's reviews : 
But the wind was then blowing towards Helvoetsluys^ 
And mv father and I are in terrible stews, 
For 80 large a balloon is a sad thing to lose!' — 

Here's news come at last ; — ^Here's news come at last !^ 

A vessel's come in, which has sail'd very fast; 

And a gentleman serving before the mast^— 

Mister Nokes — ^has dedued that * the party has past 

Safe across to the Hague^ where their grapnal thej east, 

As a fat burgomaster was staring aghast 

To see such a monster oome bame on the blaflt» 

And it caught in his waistband, and there it stuck fast !'- 

fie I Mister Kokes, — for shame, Mr. Nokes 1 

To be poking your fW at us plain-dealing folks — 

Sir, this isn't a time to be cracking your jokes. 

And such jesbmg your maHoe but scurvily clc»kB ; 

Such a trumpery tale every one of us smokes, 

And we know very well your whole story's a hoax ! — 

' Oh I what shall we do? — OhI where will it end? — 

Can nobody go?— Can nobody send 

To Galais— or Bergen-oprzoom— or Ostend? 

Can't ^ou go there yourself? — Can't you write to a friend. 

For news upon which we may safely depend ?*— > 

Huzza! huzza! one and eight-pence to pay 

For a letter from Hambonragh, just oome to say 

They descended at Weilbaig, about break of day ; 

And they've lent them the palace there, during their stay. 

And the town is beoofming uncommoDly gay^ 

And they're feasting the party, and soaking their day 

With Johannisbeig^ Budasheim, Moselle, and Tokay 

And the Landgraves, and Maigrayes, and Counts b^ and pro y 

That they won't think, as jei, about going away ; 

Notwithstanding, they d^t mean to make mudi delay, 

But pack up the balloon in a waggon, or dray. 

And pop themselves into a GFerman *p(Hihay* 

And get on to Paris by Lisle and Toumay ; 



176 TKE *M0N8TBE' BALLOON. 

Where they holdly declare, any wager they'll lay 
If the gas people there do not atik them to pay 
Such a sum as must force them at once to say * Kay/ 
Thejrll inflate the balloon in the Champs-Elys^ 
And be back again here the beginning of May. — 

Dear me I what a treat for a juyenile/Zi^ i 

What thousands will flock their arrival to greet I 

Therell be hardly a soul to be seen in the street. 

For at Yauzhall the whole jupulation will meet. 

And Youll scaioely get standing-room, much less a seat» 

For this all preceding attraction must beat : 

Since^ theyll unfold, what we want to be told, 

How they oough'd, — ^how they sneez'd, — ^how they shiver'd with 

oold,-^ 
How they tippled the 'cordial * as racy and old 
As Hodges, or Deady, or Smith ever sold. 
And how they all then felt remarkably bold : 
How they thought the boil*d beef worth its own weight in gold ; 
And how Mr. Green was b^inning to scold 
Becfuise Mr. Mason would tiy to lay hold 
Of tihe moon, and had veiy near overboard roll'd ! 

And there they'll be seen— they'll be all to be seen I 

The great-coats, the cofifee-pot, mugs, and tureen 1 

With the tight-rope, and fire-works, and dancing between. 

If the weather should only prove fair and serene, 

And there, on a beautiful transparent screen, 

In the middle you'll see a large picture of Green, 

Mr. Holland on one side, who hired the machine, 

Mr. Mason on t'other, describing the scene ; 

And Fame, on one leg, in the air, like a queen. 

With three wreaths and a trumpet, will over them lean ; 

While Envy, in serpents and black bombazin, 

Looks on fiom below with an air of chagrin 1 

Then theyll play up a tune in the Royal Saloon, 

And the people will dance by the light of the moon, 

And keep up the ball till the next &j at noon ; 

And the peer and the peasant, the lord and the loon, 

The haughty grandee, and the low picaroon. 

The six-ioot lue-guardsman, and little eossoon, 

WiU all join in three cheers for the ' J/Constte ' Balloon. 



It is much to be regretted that I have not as yet been able to 
discover more than a single specimen of my friend ' Sucklethumb- 
kin's' Muse. The event it alludes to^ probably the etUhamuia of 
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the late Mr. Greeoacre, will scarcely have yet fioded from the recol- 
lection of an admiring public. Although, with the usual diffidence 
of a man of Dskshion, Augustus has *sunk' the fact of his own 
presence on that interesting occasion, I have every reason to believe, 
that^ in describing the party at the auberge hereafter mentioned, he 
might have said, with a brother Exquisite, ' Quorum para magna 
fuV ^ 

HON. MR. SUOKLETHUMBKIN'S STORY. 



THE EXECUTION. 

A BPOBTINa ANECDOTE. 

MY Lord Tomnoddy got up one day ; 
It was half after two, He had nothing to do, 
So his Lordship rang for his cabriolet. 

Tiger Tim Was clean of limb, 
His boots were polish'd, his jacket was trim ; 
With a very smart tie in his smart cravat, 
And a smart cockade on the top of his hat; 
Tallest of boys, or shortest of men. 
He stood in his stockings just four foot ten ; 
And he ask'd, as he held the door on the swing, 
' Pray, did your Lordship please to ring ?* 

My Lord Tomnoddy he raised his head. 
And thus to Tiger Tim he said, 

' Malibran*s dead, Duvemay*s fled, 
Taglioni has not yet arrived in her stead ; 
Tiffer Tim, come tell me true, 
What may a Nobleman find to do?* — 

Tim look'd up, and Tim looked down, 

He paused, and he put on a thoughtful frown. 

And he held up his hat, and he peeped in the crown ; 

He bit his lip, and he scratch'd hia head. 

He let go the handle, and thus he said. 

As the door, released, behind him bang*d : 

' An't please you, my Lord, there's a man to be hangM. 

My Lord Tomnoddy jump'd up at the news, 

' Run to M'Fuze, And Lieutenant Tregooze, 

And run to Sir Camaby Jenks, of the Blues. 
Rope-dancers a score I've seen before — 

Madame Sacchi, Antonio, and Master Black-more ; 

w 
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But to Bee a man swing At the end of a string, 
With his neck in a noose^ mil be quite a new thing • 

My Lord Tomnoddy stent into his cah-— 
Dark rifle green, with a lining of diab ; 

Tluough street and through square, 

His bigh-trotting mare, 
Like one of DucroVs, goes pawing the air. 
Adowa Piccadilly and Waterloo Place 
Went the hish-trotting mare at a veiy quick pace ; 

She tnodnoed some alarm. But did no great barm, 
Save frightening a nurse with a child on her arm. 

Spattering with day Two urchins at play, 
Knocking down — ^veiy much to the sweeper s dismay — 
An old woman who wouldn't get out of the way. 

And unsetting a stall "Nean Exeter Hall, 
AVhich maoe all the pious Church-Mission folks squall. 

But eastwsurd afisir Through Temple Bar, 
My Lord Tomnoddy directs his car; 

Never heeding their squalls, 

Or their calls, or their bawls. 
He passes by Waithman's Emporium for shawls, 
And, merely just catching a ghmpse of St Panics, 

Turns down the Old Bailey, 

Where in front of the gaol, he 
Pulls upat the door of the gin-shop, and gaily 
Cries, 'What must I fork out to-night, mv trump, 
For the whole fiistrflow of the Magpie and Stump ?* 

The clock strikes Twelve — ^it is dark midni^t— 
Yet the Magpie and Stump is one blaze of light. 

The puties are met ; The tables are set ; 
There is ' punch,' * cold wUhomt^ ' hot vnilQ heavy wet, 

Ale-glasses and jugs. And nmmiers and mugs, 
And sand on the floor, without carpets or rugs, 

Cold fowl and cigazs. Pickled onions in jars, 
Welsh rabbits and kidneys — ^rare work for the jaws : — 
And venr large lobsters, with very lai^ge claws ; 

And there is M'Fuze, And Lieutenani TregeoBe ; 
And there is Sir Camaby Jenks, of the Blues, 
All come to see a man 'die in his shoes 1' 

" The clock strikes One 1 Supper is done, 
And Sir Cunaby Jenks is fuU ot his fan. 
Singing ' Jolly companions eveiy one 1' 

My Lord Tomnoddv Is drinking gin-toddfo 
And laughing at eVry tioing, and ev'ry hody. — 
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The clock strikeB Two ! and the clock strikes Throe I 
— < Who so meny, so menj ss we ?* 

Save OB^ftain M'Fue^ Who is taking a mooae, 
While Sir Camahy Jenks is hvmr at work. 
Blacking his nose with a piece or bnznt coik. 

The clock strikes Fov I — Boond the debtors* door 
Are gathered a couple of thousand or more ; 

As many await At the proppy ard gate, 
Till slowly its foldine doors open, and straight 
The mob divides, ana between their nnks 
A waggon comes loaded with posts and with planks. 

The clock strikes Five 1 The Sherifis arrive, 
And the crowd is so great that the street seems alive ; 

But Sir Gamaby Jenks Blink^ and wmks, 
A candle bums down in the socket, and stinka. 

Lieutenant Tregooase Is dreaminx of Jews, 
And acceptances all the bill-brokers refuse; 

My Lord Tomnoddy Has drunk all big toddy, 
And just as the dawn is beginning to peop^ 
The whde of the party are f^i asleep. 

Sweetly, oh I sweetly, the motning breaks. 

With roseate streaks^ 
Like the first fidnt blush on a maiden's cheeks; 
Seem'd as that mild and dear blue sky 
Smiled upon all things far and high. 
On all — save the wretch oofudemird to die 1 
Alack ! that ever so fair a Sun, 
As that which its course has now begun. 
Should rise on such a scene of misery I — 
Should gild with rays so light and &ee 
That dinnal, dark-frowning Gallows-tree! 

And hark I — a sound comes, big with &te ; 

The dock from St Sepulchre's tower strikes^ Eight !— 

List to that low funereal bdl : 

It is tolling, alas I a living man's knell I — 

And ses 1 — ^from forth that qpening door 

They oom^— -Hi steps that threshold o'er 

Who never shall tr^ upon threshold more \ 

— God 1 'tis a fearsome thing to see 

That pale wan man's mute a^ny,—- 

The uare of that wild, despairing eye, 

Now Dent on the crowd, now tuzn'd to the sky 

As though twere scanning, in doubt and in fear 

The path of the Spirit's unknown career* 
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Those pinion'd anns, thoee bands that ne'er 
Shall be lifted again, — ^not even in prayer ; 
That heaving chest 1 — Enough — ^'tis done I 
The bolt has fallen I — ^the spirit is gone — 
For weal or for woe is known bnt to One I— 
—Oh I 'twas a fearsome sight I — Ah me I 
A deed to shudder at, — not to see. 

Again that clock 1 'tis time, 'tis time I 
The hour is past : with its earliest chime 
The cord is severed, the Ufeless clay 
By * dungeon villains' is borne away : 
lime I — ^*twas the last concluding stroke ! 
And then — ^my Lord Tomnoddy awoke I 
And Tregooze and Sir Gamaby Jenks arose, 
And Captain M'Fuze, with the black on his nose • 
And they stared at each other, as much as to say 

'Hollo! Hollo! Here's a rum Go! 
"Why, Captain ! — ^my Lord ! — ^Here's the devil to pay I 
The fellow's been cut down and taken awav ! 

What's to be done ? We've miss'd all the fun I— 
Why, they'll laush at and quiz us all over the town. 
We are idl of us done so uncommonly brown 1' 

What vxis to be done ? — ^'twas perfectly plain 
That they could not well hang the man over again : 
What toas to be done ? — ^The man was dead I 
Nought cotdd be done — ^nought could be said ; 
So— my Lord Tomnoddy went home to bed ! 



The following communication will speak for itself: — 
< On their own actions modest men are dumb ! 



SOME ACCOUNT OF A NEW PLAY, 

IK A FAMHIAB SFIB3US TO KT BBOTHEB-IN-LAW, UXOT. SBAfOBTE, BP^ 
LATB OF THE BQK. E.I.0.'8 2in> BiBQT. OF BOMBAY FENCIBLBB. 

• The plaj** the thing V-^Bctmlet, 
DBAS, Chables, Tavistock ffotd, Nov. 1839. 




LordBroi 

'Twasa ^ , ^ - 

Take anotner *plot>' then, viz, the plot of the Play. 
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The Oouaten of Anmdel, high In deeree^ 
As a lady poBMai'd of an earldom in fee, 
Was imprudent enough, at fifteen years of age^ 
<— A penod of life when we're not over sage, — 
To form a liaiion—'m fact, to engage 
Her hand to a hop-o'-my-thumb of a Page. 

This put her Papa — She had no Mamma— 
As may well he supposed, in a deuce of a rage. 

Mr. Denjamin Franklin was wont to repeat, 

In his budget of proverbs, * Stol'n kisses are sweet V 

But they hare their alloy — Fate assumed, to annoy 
Miss Arundel's peace, and embitter her joy, 
The equivocal shape of a fine little Boy. 

When, through ' the young stranger,' her secret took wiaC 
The old Loord was neither ' to haud nor to bind.' 

He bounced up and down. And so fearful a frown 
Ck>ntracted his brow, you'd have thought he'd been blind. 

The young lady, they say, Having fainted away. 
Was confined to her room for ^e whole of that day ; 
While her beau— no rare thing in the old feudal Bvstem — 
Disappear'd the next morning, and nobody miss'd nim. 

The fact is, his Lordship, who hadn't, it seems, 
Form'd the slightest idea, not ev'n in his dreams. 
That the pair had been wedded according to law, 
Conceived that his daughter had made a/aux pas ; 

So he bribed at a nigh rate A sort of a Pirate 
To knock out the poor dear young Oentleman's brains. 
And gftve him a handsome doitceur for his pains. 
The rage thus disposed of, his Lord^ip now turns 
His attention at once to the Lady's concerns ; 

And, alarm'd for the future. Looks out for a suitor, 
One not fond of raking, nor giv'n to * the pewter,' 
But adapted to act both the nusband and tutor — 
Finds a nighly respectable, middle-aged widower. 
Marries her of^ and thanks Heaven that he's rid of her. 

Believed from his cares. The old Peer now prepares 
To arrange in good earnest his worldly affairs ; 
Has his will made anew by a Special Attorney, 
Sickens, — takes to his bed, — and sets out on his journey. 

Which way he tiaveU'd, Has not been unravellVi ; 
To speculate much on the point were too curious. 
If the climate he reach'd were serene or sulphureous. 
To be sure in his balancenBheet all must dc;plare 
One item— the Page — ^was an awkward afiair ; 
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Bat per contra, he'd lately endow'd a new Chantry 
For Priests, with ten marks, and the run of the pantry. 

Be that as it may, It's sufficient to say 
That his tomh in the cbanoQl ataods there to this day. 
Built of Bethersden marhle— a dark bluishrgrey. 
The figure, a fine one of dutb alabaster, 
Some cleanly churchwaNien has ooyer'd with plaster; 

While some Vandal or Jew, "With a taste for fnrin. 
Has knock*d off his toes, to place, I suppose. 
In some Pickwick Musenm, with part or his nose ; 

Prom his belt and his sword And his miaertccrde 

The enamel's been chipi>'d out, and never restored ; 

His ci-g^ in old French is inscribed all around. 

And his head's in his helm, and his heel's on his houbd. 

The palms of hia hands, as if going to pray, 

Are joined and upraised o'er his bosom — But stay ! 

I forgot that hia tomb's not described in the Play I 

• • • * » 

Lady Arandol, now in her own right a Peeress, 
Perplexes her noddle with no such nice queries. 
But produces in time, to her husband's great joy. 
Another remarkably *fine little boy.' 

As novel connections Oft change the affections^ 
And turn all one's love into different directiou% 
Kow to young ' Johnny Newoome ' she seems to confine hen^ 
N^lecting the poor little dear out at dry-nurse ; 

Nay, fu* worse than that^ She considers ' the brat ' 
As a bore — fears her husband may smell out a lat 

For her legal adviser She takes an old Miser^ 
A sort of 'poor cousin.' She might have been wiser; 

For tms arrant deceiver. By name Maurice Beevor, 
A shocking old scamps should her own issue fail. 
By the law of the land stands the next in entail ; 
So, as soon as she aak'd him to hit on some plan 
To provide for her eldest, away the rc^e ran 
To that self-fiame unprincipled sea-faring man ; 
In hi3 ear whisperd low * • ♦ — *BuUy Qauasen' said 

*Done!— 
I Burked the papa, now FU Bishop the son I' 

Twas agraed; and, wUh Bpeei. To aooompliah Hie d#«d. 
He adopted a seheme he was sure would suooeecL 

By long oock-and-bull stories^ Of Candish and Nereys, 
Of Drake, and bold Baleigh, (then finah in his glories. 
Acquired 'mouflst the Id&hib^ and Bapparee Tories,) 

He so wofk'd^on the lad. That he left, which was bad* 
The oniy true friend in the world tiiat he had, 



\ 
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Father Onslow, a priest^ thoagh to quit hixa most loth, 
Who in diildhood had furaish'd his pap and his broth. 
At no sniall Tiak of ncandal, indeed, to his doth. 

The kidnapping crimp, Took the foolish yoong imp, 
On hoard of his cutter so trim and so Jimp^ 
Then, seizing him jnst as you'd handle a dirimp^ 
Twirl'd him thrioe in the air with a whirligig motion, 
And soused him at once neck and heels in the ocean ; 

This was off Plymouth Sonnd, 

And he mnst have been drofwn'd. 
For 'twas nonsense to think he oonld swim to dry ground, 

If * A very great Warman» Call'd Billy the Sorman, 
Had not just at that moment sail'd by, outward bound. 

A shark of great size. With his neat glassy eyes, 
Sheered off as he came, and relinquished the prize : 
So he picked up the lad,*Bwabb*d, and dry-ruWd, and mopp'd hun, 
And, having no children, resolv'd to adopt him. 

Full many a yeai; Did he hand, ree^ and steer. 
And by no means considered himself as small beei^ 
When old Norman at length died and left him his frigate 
With lots of pistoles in hu coffer to rig it 

A sailor ne'er moans ; So^ consigning ihe bones 
Of his friend to the locker of one Mr. Jones, 

For England he steers. — On the voyage it appears 
That he rescued a maid from the Dey of Algiers; 
And at length reach'd the Sussex coast, where, in a bay, 
Kot a great way from Brighton, most cosey-ly lay 
His vessel at anchor, the very same day 
That the Poet begins — ^thus commencing his pby : 

ActL 

GKles Gaussen accosts old Sir Maurice de Beevor, 
And puts the poor Knight in a deuce of a fever. 
By saying the boy, whom he took out to please hira, 
Is come back a Captain on purpose to tease him. — 
Sir Maurice, who gladlv would see Mr. (xaussen 
Breaking stones on the highway, or sweeping a crossing, 

* An incident Toy bin one in Jack Sheppard — 
A work tome have lauded, and othera hare pepper'd— 
Wbers a Dutch pirate kidnaps, and ioeeei Thamei Darrel 
Jnst 80 in the sea, and he's saved br a barrel*-— 
On the ooast, if I recollect rightlj, it*s flong wkola, 
And the hero, half drown'd, ecrambles out of the bong-hole. 

[It aan*t no nch thing 1 — the hero ain't bung'd in no barrel at all. — lic'i 
piOEed up by a captain, juat aa Norman was arterwards.-— PnDTT. IXbv.I 
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Dissembles— obseryes, It's of no use to fret, — 

And hints he may find some more work for him yet ; 

Then calls at the castle, and tells Lady A. 

That itte boy they had ten years ago sent away 

Is retnm'd a grown man, and, to come to the point, 

Will put her son Percy's nose clean out of joint ; 

But adds, that herself she no longer need vex. 

If ^e'll buy him (Sir Maurice) a £airm near the Ex. 

* Oh 1 take it,* she cries ; * but secure every document/ — 

' A bax^^dn,' says Maurice, — ' including the stock you meant T-^ 

The Captain, meanwhile, With a lover-like smile, 
And a fine cambric handkerdiief, wipes off the tears 
From Miss Violet's eyelash, and hushes her fears. 

8 [that's the Lady he saVd from the Dey of Algiers.) 
ow arises a delicate point, and this is it — 
The young Lady herself is but down on a visit 

She's perplex'd ; and, in fact. Does not know how to act. 
It's her very first visit — and then to begin 
By asking a stranger— a gentleman, in— - 
dna with moustaches too— and a tuft on his chin — 

She * really don't know — He had much better go,' — 
Here the Countess steps in from behind, and says ^ No ! — 
Fair sir, you are welcome. Do, pray, stop and dine — 
Y'oull take our pot-luck — and we've decentish wine.' 
He bows, looks at Miss, — and he does not decline. 

ActIL 

After dinner the Captain recounts, with much glee. 
All he's heard, seen, and done since he first went to sea, 

All his perils and scrapes. And his hair-breadth escapes, 
Talks of boanconstrictors, and lions, and apes, 
And fierce 'Bengal Tigers,' like that whidi, you know. 
If you've ever seen any respectable ' Show,' 
' Carried off the unfortunate Mr. Munro.' 
Then, diverging awhile, he adverts to the mystery 
Wliich hang?, like a cloud, o'er his own private history — 
How he ran off to sea — how they set him afloat, 
(Not a word, though, of barrel or bung-hole — See Note) 

How he happen'd to meet With the Algerine fleet. 
And forc'd them, by sheer dint of arms to retreat, 
Thus saving his Violet — (One of his feet 
Here just tonch'd her toe, and she moved on her seat,) — 

now his vessel was battered — In short he so chatter'il, 
Now lively, now serious, so ogled and flatter'd, 
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That the ladies much ntarvell'd a person ahoald be abla 
To ' make himBelf^' both aaid, ' ao very agreeable.' 

Captain Norman's adventures were soaioely half done^ 
When Percy Lord Ashdale, her ladyship's son. 

In a terrible fomei, Bounces into tne room. 
And talks to his guest as you'd talk to your groom, 
Claps his hand on his rapier, And swears he'll be through him-* 
The Captain does nothing at all but ' pooh I pooh I' him — 

Unable to smother His hate of his brother. 
He ruls at h]a»cousin, and blows up his mother. — 
'Fie! fieT says the first— Says the latter, <In sooth, 
This is sharper by &i than a keen serpent's tooth 1' 
(A remark, W the way, which King Lear had made years ago, 
When he askd for his Knights^ and his Daughters said, * Here's u 

This made Ashdale ashamed ; But he must not be blamed 
Too much for his warmth, for like many young fellows he 
Was apt to lose temper when tortur'd by jealousy. 

Still speaking quite gruff. He goes off in a huff; 
Lady A., who is now what some call * up to snuff^' 

Straight determines to patch Up a clandestine match 
Between tne Sea-Captain she dreads like Old Scratch, 
And Miss, — whom sue does not think any great catch 
For Ashdale ; — besides, he won't kick up such shindies 
Were she onoe fedrly married and off to the Indies. 

Act m. 

Miss Violet takes from the Countess her tone : 
She agrees to meet Korman ' by moonb'ght alone,' 

And slip off to his bark, ' The night being dark/ 
Though 'the moon,' the Sea-Captain says, rises in Heayen 
* One hour before midnight,' i,e. at eleven. 

From which speech I infer, — Though perhaps I may err- 
That^ though weatherwise, doubtless, midst surges and surf, he 
When ' capering on shore ' was by no means a Murphy. 

He starts off, however, at sunset, to reach 
An old chapel in ruins, that stands on the beach. 
Where the Priest is to bring, ns he's promised by letter, a 
Paper to prove his name^ ' tirthright, &c 

Being rather too late^ Gaussen, lying in wait. 
Gives poor Father Onslow a knock on the pate, 
But bolts, seeing Korman, before he has wrested 
From die hand of the Priest, as Sir l^iaurico requested. 
The marriage certificate duly attested. — 
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Nonnan kneels by the dersymaii faintiiig aad goiy. 
And beg? he won't die till he's told him his sts^; 

The Father oompUes, Bo-opens his eyes, 
And tells him all how and about it — and dies I 

Act IV. 

Norman, now call'd Le Mesnil, instructed of all» 
Goes back, though it^ getting quite late for a call, 
Hangs his hat and his cloak on a p^ in the hall. 
And tells the proud Cooniess it*s useless to amother 
The fact any longer — ^he knows she's his Mother f 

His Pa s wedded Spouse. — She questions his v^HfC, 
And threatens to have nim tum'd out of the house. — 

He still peraeveres^ Till, in q>ite of her feais^ 
She admits he's the son she had cast off for years, 
And he giveg her the papers ' all bUster'd with tears,' 
When i^dale, who chances his nose in to poke. 

Takes his hat and his cloak. Just as if in a j<^e. 
Determined to pot in his wheel a new apoks^ 
And slips off thus disguised, when he sees by the dial it 
s time for the rendezvous fixed with Miss Y iolet— 
— Captain Norman, who, after all, feels rather sate 
At his mother's reserve, vows to see her no more, 
Bings the bell for the servant to open the doot, 
And leaves his Mamma in a fit on the floor. 

Act V. 

Now comes the catastrophe I — ^Ashdale, who's wrapt in 
The cloak, with the hat and the plume of the CSaptain, 
Leads Violet down thxouffh the grounds to the chapel 
Where Gaussen's conceal^ — he springs forward to grapple 
The man he's erroneously led to suppose 
Captain Norman himself by the cut of his clothes. 

In the midst of their strife. And just as the knifu 
Of the Pirate is raised to deprive him d life. 
The Captain comes forward, drawn there by the squeals 
Of the lAdy, and, knocking Giles head over heels, 

Fractures his ' nob,* Saves the hangman a job^ 
And executes justice most strictly, the ratiber, 
'Twas the spot where that rascal had murdered his father. 

Then in comes the mother. Who, finding one bnvtbec 
Had the instant before saved the life of the other. 

Explains the whole case. Ashdale puts a good &ic«i 
On the matter ; and, since he's obliged to give place. 
Yields his coronet up with a pretty good grace ; 
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Nonnaoi tows he woa't have it— the kinsmen embrace,-— 
And the Captain, the first in this generous laoe, 

To remove every handle For gossip and scandal, 
Sets the whole of the papers alight with the candle ; 
An arrangement takes placeH-on the very same night, all 
Is settled and done, ana the points tiie most vital 
Are, N. takes the personals ; — ^A., in reqoital. 
Keeps the whole real property, Mansion, and Title.— 
V. falls to the share of the Captain, and tries a 
Sea-voyage, as a Bride, in the 'fioyal Elisa. — ^ 
Both are pleased with the part they aoqoire as joint heir^ 
And old Maurice Beevor is bundled down stairs ! 

HOSAL. 

The public, perhaps, with the drama might quarrel 
If deprived of all epilogue^ prologue, and moral; 
This may servo for all three then: — 

' Toang Ladies of psoperty 
Let Lady A.'s history serve as a stopper t*ye ; 
Don't wed with low people beneath your degree. 
And if you've a baby, don't send it to sea 1 

* Young Noblemen I shun everything Uke a brawl ; 
And be sure when you dine out, or go to a ball, 
Don't take the best hat that you find iu the hall. 
And leave one in its stead that's worth nothing at all F 

* Old Ejiights, don't give bribes I — above all, never urge a man 
To steal people's things, or to stick an old Clergyman I 

'And you, ye Sea^ptains I who've nothins to do 

But to run round the world, fight, and drink till all's blue^ 

And tell us tough yams, and then swear they are true, 

Beflect, notwithstanding your sea-faring life. 

That you can't get on well long, without you've a wife ; 

So get one at once, treat her kindly and gently, 

Write a nautical novel,— and send it to &ntiey 1' 



It has been already hinted that Hr. Peters had been a ' trsvellcr ' 
in his day. The only story which his lady would ever allow ' her 
P.' to finish — ^he began as many as would furnish an additional 
volume to the ' Thousand and One l^^ghts ' — ^is the last I shall offer. 
The subject, I fear me, is not over new, but will remind my fricnos 

* Of somethings better they have seen before.' 
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Mil. PETERS'S STORY. 



THE BAGMAN'S DOG. 
Stant littore Puppies 1— Yiaail*, 

IT was a litter, a litter of five, 
Four aro drown'd, and one left alive, 
He was thooght worthy alone to surviye ; 
And the Ba^nan resolved upon bringing him up^ 
To eat of hia bread and drinK of his cap^ 
He was sach a dear little cock-tail*d pup I 

The Bagman taught him manv a trick ; 

He womd carry, and fetch, and run after a stick. 
Could well understand The word of command. 
And appear to dosse With a crust on his nose 

Till the Bagman pennisaively waved his hand : 

Then to throw up and catch it he never would Ml, 

As he sat up on end, on his little cock-taiL 

Never was puppy so Hen instruit. 

Or poflsess'a of such natural talent aa be ; 
And as he grew older, Every beholder 

Agreed he grew handsomer, sleeker, and bolder. — 

Time^ however his wheels we may clog, 

Wends steadily still with onward jog. 

And the cock-tail'd puppy*s a curly-tail'd dogl 

When, Just at the time He was reaching his primes 
And all thought he'd be turning out somethi^ sublime^ 

One unlucky day, How, no one could say, 
Whetiier soft liaison induced him to stray. 
Or some kidnapping vagabond coax'd him away. 

He was lost to the view. Like the morning dew ;— • 
He had been, and was not — that's all that ^ey knew 
And the Bamman storm'd, and the Bagman swore 
As never a Bagman had sworn before; 
But storming or swearing but little avails 
To recover lost dogs with great curly tails. — 

In a large paved courts close by BilUter Square, 
Stands a mansion, old, but in thorough repair, 
The only thing strange, from the general air 
Of its size and appearance, is how it got there ; 
In front is a short semicircular stair 

Of stone steps, — some half score, — 

Then you reach the ground floor, 
With a shell-pattem'd arohitrave over the door« 
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It is spacioTU, and seeniB to be built on the plan 
Of a Gentleman's houae in the reign of Queen Anne; 

Which ia odd, for, although. As we very well know 
Under Tudors and Stuarts the City could show 
liany Noblemen's seats above Bridge and below, 
Tet that fashion soon after induced them to go 
From St. Michael Comhill, aUd St. Mary-le-Bow, 
To St. Jamei^ and St. George, and St. Anne in Soho.«- 
Be this as it may, — at the date I assi^ 
To my tale, — that's about Seyenteen Sixty Nine, — 
This mansion, now rather upon the decline. 
Had less dignified owners,— -belonging, in fine. 
To Turner, Dry, Weipersyde, Boeers, and Pyne — 
A respectable House in the Mandiester line. 

There were a score Of Bagmen, and more. 
Who had travell'd full oft for the firm before ; 
But just at this period they wanted to send 
S<nne person on whom they could safely depend — 
A trustworthy body, half agent, half friend, — 
On some mercantile matter as for as Ostend ; 
And the person they pitch'd on was Anthony Blogg, 
A grave, steady man, not addicted to grog, — 
The Bagman, in shorty who had lost this great dog. 

'The Seal the Seal the open Seal— 
That is the place where we all wish to be, 
BoUing about on it merrily 1' — 

So all sing and say by night and by day, 
In the haudair, the street, at the concert, and play. 
In a sort of coxcombical roundelay ; — 
You may roam through the City, transversely or straighti 
From Whiteohapel turnpike to Cumberland gate, 
And every young Lady who thrums a guitar, 
Bv'ry mustachio^ Shopman who smokes a cigar. 

With affected devotion. Promulgates his notion, 
Of being a 'Bover ' and 'child ci the Ooean' — 
Whate'er their age, sex, or condition may be. 
They all of them long for the < Wide, Wide Sea 1 

But, however they dote. Only set them afloat 
In any craft bigger at all than a boat, 

Take them down to the Nore, And you'll see that, befcn? 
The * Wessel ' they * Woyage ' in has made half her way 
Between Shell-Ness Point and the pier at Heme Bay, 
Let the wind meet the tide in the slightest degree. 
They'll be all of them heartily sick of ' the Sea 1' 
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I've stood in Miareate, on a bridge of size 

Inferior far to uiat described by Byron, 
Where * palaoee and pris'ns on eauch hand rise,— 

— That too's a stone one^ this is made of Itymi— 

And little donkey-boys yonr steps enTiron, 
Each proffermg for your chdoe his tiny hack, 

Taunting its exoeUenoe ; and, should yon hirs one, 
For sixpence, will he nige, with fireqnent thwack. 
The much-enduring beast to Boeoos Ayres— and back* 

And there, on many a raw and gusty dav, 

Fyc stood, and tum*d my gaze upon the pier, 
And seen the crews, that did embark so gay 

^Hiat self-same mom, now disembark so queer ; 

Then to myself Fve sigh'd and said, 'Oh dearl 
Who would believe yon sickly-looking man 's a 

London Jack Tar, — a CSieapside Buccaneer 1— 
But hold, my Muse 1 — for this temfic stanza 
Is all too stiffly giand for oar Extravaganza. 

So now well go up^ up, up, 

And now we'll go down, down, down* 
ind now we*ll go backwards and forwaids, 

And now we^l go roun*, roun*, rounV — 
— ^I hope you've sufficient discernment to see. 
Gentle B^er, that here the discarding tiie d 
la a &ult which you must not attribute Co me : 
Thus my Nurse cut it off when, 'with counterfeit giee^' 
She sung, as she danced me about on her knee. 
In the year of our Lord eighteen hundved and three: — 
All I mean to say is, that the Muse is now free 
From the sel^imposed trammels put on by her betters, 
And no longer like Filch, midst uie felons and debton 
At Drury lisne, dances her hornpipe in fetters. 

Besuminff her track, At once she goes back 
To our heio^ the BagnuoL— Alas 1 and Alack 1 
Poor Anthony Blogs Is as sick as a dog^ 
Spite of sundry unwonSd notations of grpg. 
By the time the Dutch packet is fidrly at sea. 
With the sands called the Gk)odwin1i a league on her loe. 

And now, my good friends, Fve a fine opportunity 
To obfosoate you all by sea terms with impunity. 

And talking of ' caulking,' And ' quaiter-deck walkings 

* Fore and ^' And 'abaft,' 
' Hookers,' ' barkeys,' and ' craft,' 
(At wiich Mr. Poole has so wickedly laught,) 
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Of biimaclefl, — ^bilbooBy— the boom calFd the spanker. 
The belt bower cable, — ^the Jib, — and dieet anchor ; 
Of lowerdeck gnna,— 4nd of broadsides and chases, 
Of taffraila and topsails, and splicing main-braoes. 
And 'fiHiiyer my timben V and other odd phruses 
Employed by old pilots with faaid-ffeatnTed iietoes; — 
Of tne expletiyes sear&ring Gentlemen nse. 
The allusions they make to the eyes of their crews ) — 

How the Sailon, too^ swear. How they cherish their nair, 
And what very long pigtails a great many wear. — 
But, Beader, I soom it — ^the fen^ is, I fear. 
To be candid, I oan*t make these matten so dear 
As Marryat, or Cooper, or Oaptain Chamier, 
Or Sir E. Lytton Baiwer, who brought up the rear 
Of die ' Nanticals,' just at the end <? the year 
Ei^teen thirty-nine— (how Tune flies 1 — Oh, dear!) — 
With a well-written prefiaoe, to make it appear 
That his plsy, the * 8earOi^>tain,' 's by no means small beer. 
There ! — ^ brought up the rear ' — yon see there^i a mistake 
Which none of the authors Vve mentioned would make, 
I ought to have said, that he 'sail'd in their wi^e.' — 
So ni merriy observe, as the water grew rougher 
The more my poer hefo cantaimed to soffnr. 
Till the Sailon themselves oriedy in pity, * Poor Bufier i* 

Still rougher it grew. And stiU harder it blew, 
^d the thunder kick'd up such a haUiballoo^ 
That even the Skipper began to look blue ; 

While the crew, who were few, Look*d vexy queer, too^ 
And seem'd not to luiow what exactly to do^ 
And they who'd the charge of them wrote in the logi^ 
* Wind N.E. — ^blows a huiricane — rains cats and dpgs. 
In ^ort it soon grew to a tempest as rude as 
That Shakspeaie describes near the * still vext Bermudas.'* 

When the winds, in their sport, Drove aside from its port 
The King's ship^ with the whole Neapditaa Court, 
And swamp*d it to give ' the Kinc's wm, Ferdinand,* a 
Soft moment or two with the Lady Miranda, 
While her Fa met the rest, and severely rebuked *em 
For unhandsomely doing hxm out of his Dukedom. 
Tou dont want me, however, to paint you a Stonn, 
As so niany have done, and in colours so warm : 
Lord Byron, for instance, in manner fiicetious, 
Mr. Ainsworth more gravely, — see also Lucretius, 

* S«e AppcDdiz, p. 201. 
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^— A writer who gave me ao trifling vexation 

When a youngster at school on Dean Colet's foundation.^- 

Suffioe it to say That the whole of that day, 
And the nezt, and the next, they were scudding away 

Quite out of their course, Propelled by the force 
Of those flatulent folks known in Ctassical stoiy as 
Aquilo, libs, Notus, Auster, and Boreas, 

Driven quite at their mercy Twixt Guernsey and Jersey 
Till at length they came bump on the rocks and the shallowi^ 
In West longitude, One, flftynseven, near St. Haloes ; I 

There you will not be surprised That the vessel capsized, ^ 
Or that Blogg, who had made, from intestine commotions. 
His speciflcal gravity less than the Ocean's, 

bhould go floating away, Midst the surges and spra^ 
Like a cork in a gutter, which, swoln by a shower, 
Buns down Holbom-hill about nine knots an hour. 

You've seen, Fve no doubt, at Bartholomew fisdr, 

(Jentle Beader, — that is, if you've ever been there, — 

With their himds tied behind them, some two or three ^)aL 

Of boys round a bucket set up on a chair, ^ 

Skipping, and dipping Eyes, nose, chin, and lip in. 
Their faces and hair with the water all dripping, 
In an anxious attempt to catch hold of a pippin. 
That bobs up and down in the water whenever 
They touch it, as mocking the fruitless endeavour ; 
Exactly as Poets say, — ^how, though, they can't tell us, — 
Old Nick's Nonpareils play at bob with poor Tantalus. 

— Stay ! — ^I'm not clear. But I'm rather out here ; 
Twas the water itaelf that slipp'd from him, I fear ; 
Faith, I can't recollect — and 1 haven't Lempriere. — 
No matter, — ^poor Blogg went on ducking and bobbing. 
Sneezing out the salt water, and gulping and sobbing. 
Just as Clarence, in Shakspeare, describes all the qualms he 
Experienced while dreaming they'd drown'd him in Malmsey 

' Lord,' he thoueht^ ' what pain it was to drown !' 

And saw great fishes with great goggling eyes, 
Glaring as he was bobbing up and down. 

And looking as they thought him quite a prize ; 
When, as he sank, and all was growing dark, 

A something seized him with its Jaws 1— A shark ?-» 

No such thing, Beader : — ^most opportunely for Blogg, 
TVas a very large, web-footed, curly-taird Dog I 

I'm not much of a trav'ller, and really can't boost 
That I know a great deal of the Brittany coast. 
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Bat IVe often heard say That e'en to this da j, 
The people of GranyiUe, St. Maloea, and thereaboac 
Arc a cImb that society doesn^t much care about ; 
1^ who gain a subsistence by contraband dealing, 
And a mode of abstraction strict people call ' stealing ;* 
Notwithstanding all which, they are civil of speech, 
AhoTo aU to a stranger who comes within reac& ; 

And they were so to Blogg When the curly-tail*d Dog 
At last dxagg d him out> high and dry on the boich. 

But we all have been told. By the proverb of old. 
By no means to think 'all that glitters is gold ;' 

And, in fact, some advance That most people in Fmnce 
Join the manners and air of a Maikre de Dante^ 
To the morals — (as Johnson of Chesterfield said)^ 
)f an elderly Lady, in Babylon bred. 
Much addicted to flirting, and dressing in red.-^ 

Be tlus as it might, It embarrass'd Blogg quite 
To find those about him so veiy polite. 

A sospicious observer perhaps might have traced 
The piBtttei wins, tendered with so much good taste. 
To the su;ht of an old feohioned pocket-book, placed , 
In a black leather belt well secured round his waist, 
And a ring set with diamonds, his finger that graced 
Bo brilliant no one could have guess'd th^ were paste. 

The group on the shore Consisted ox four ; 
Toa will wonder, perhaps, there were not a few more ; 
But the fact is thej^ve not, in that nart of the nation. 
What Malthus would term, a ' too aense population,' 
Indeed the sole sign there of man's habitation 

Was merely a single Bude hut in a dingle 
That led away inland direct from the shingle. 
Its sides clothed with underwood, gloomy and dark. 
Some two hundred yards above hi^-water mark ; 

And thither the party, So cordial and hearty, 
YiJLf an old man, his wife, and two lads, made a start, ne, 

The Bagman, proceeding, With equal good breedings 
To expresB^ in indifferent French all he feels. 
The great curly-*tail'd Dog keeping close to his heels.— 
They soon reach'd the hut, which seem'd partly in ruin. 
All the way bowing, chattering, shrugging, Mon JDieuing, 
Grimacing, and wlmt sailors call jparUy-vooing* 



Is it Paris, or Kitchener, Reader, exhorts 

You, whenever your stomach's at all out of aorts^ 
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To try, if you find richer vianda won't stop in it, 
A basin of good mutton broth with a chop in it ? 
(Such a basin and chop as I once hcatd a witty one 
Call, at the Gairick, a ' c— d Committee one,' 
An expression, I own, I do not think a pretty one.) 

However, it's clear That, with sound table beei^ 
Such a mess as I speak of is very good cheer ; 

Especially too When a person's wet through, 
And is hungry, and tired, and don't know what to do. 
Kow just such a mess of delicious hot pottage 
Was smoking away when they enter'd the cottage. 
And casting a truly delicious perfume 
Through the whole of an ugly, old, ill-famish'd room; 

* Hot, smoking hot,' On the fire was a pot 
Well replenish'd, but really I can't say with what; 
For, famed as the French always are for ragouts, 
No creature can tell what they put in their stews. 
Whether bull-frogs, old gloves, or old wigs, or old ahooB; i 

Notwithstanding, when offer'd I rarely refuse, ' 

Any more than poor Blogg did, when, seeing the reeky ^ 

Kepast placed before him, scarce able to spe^ he 
In ecstacy muttered * By Jove, Cocky-le^^ i' 

In an instant, as soon Aj9 they gave him a spooo^ 
Every feeling and faculty bent on the gruel, he 
No more bhmied Fortune for treating l^n crueUy, 
But fell tooth and nail on the soup fmd tJie bouUlL 




Meanwhile that old man standing b; 

Subducted his long coat-tails on hi, 

With his back to the fire, as if to 

A part of his dress which the watery sky 

Had visited rather inclemently. — , 

Blandly he smiled, but still he looked sly, ' 

And a something sinister lurk'd in his eye. 

)udeed, had you seen him his maritime dress in. 

You'd have own'd his appearance was not prepossesaing. 

He'd a * dreadnought' coat, and heavy sabots 

With thick wooden soies turned up at the toes, ^ 

His nether man cased in a striped qudqite chose^ 

And a hump on his back, and a great hook'd nose. 

So that nine out of ten would be led to suppose 

That the person before them was Punch in plain clothes. 

Yet still, as I told you, he smiled ott all present. 
And did all that lay in his power to look pleasant 
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rinted hy €axtm or SSSmd^, 
jTOverb it ia to my thinking. 
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The old woman, too^ Made a mighty ado^ 
Helping her gneat to a deal of the stew ; 
She fish'd np the meat, and she help'd him to that, 
8he help'd him to lean, and she helped him to &t, 
And it look'd like Hare — but it might have been Gat. 
The little garforu too strove to express 
Their sympathy towards the 'Child of distress' 
With a great deal of juvenile French poUtesse : 

But the Bagman blufif Continued to 'stuff' 
Of the fat, and ihe lean, and the tender and tough, 
Till they thought he would never ciy * Hold, enough !' 
And the old woman's tones became mr less agreeaHeiy 
Sounding ]ikej>egte ! and sacre I and didbU I 

Fve seen aa old saw, which is well worth repeating^ 
That says, 

'6ootr6flii]inge 

Yonll jQnd it so print 

And a very good proverb It is to my 

Blogg thought so too ; — As he finished his stew. 
His ear eaught we sound of the word ' MorUeu P 
Pronounced by the old woman under her breath. 
Kow, not knowing what she could mean by ' Blue Death ? 
He conoelyed she referred to a delicate brewing 
Which 18 almost synonymous, — namely, 'Blue Buin.' 
So he poised up his lip to a smile, and with glee^ 
In his cockneyiy'd accent, responded, ' Oh, Vie P 

Which made her understand he Was asking for brandy 
So she tiim*d to the cupboard, and, having some handy, 
Produced, rightly deeming he would not object to it. 
An orbicular bulb with a very long neck to it; 
In fact YOU perceive her mistake was the same as his, 
Each of them ' reasoning right from wrong premises ;' 

—And here by the way. Allow me to say, 
Kind Header, you sometimes permit me to stray— 
'Tis strange the French prove, when they take to aspersing. 
So inferior to us in the science of cursing ; 

Kick a Frenchman down stairs, How absurdly he s^^cars 
And how odd 'tis to hear him, when beat to a jelly. 
Boar out^ in a passion, ' Blue Death !' znd * Blue Belly 1' 

' To return to our sheep ' from this little digression : — 

Blocg's features assumed a complacent expression 

As he emjjtied his glass, and she gave him a fresh one ; 

Too little he heeded. How &st they succeeded. 
Perhaps you or I might have done, though, as he did ' 



^ 
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For ^ben once Madam Fortune deals out ber hard raiw, 

It*i amazing to tbink, How one ' cottons ' to Dunk ! 
At BQch times, of all tbings in nature, perbaps, 
Hiere's not one tbat is balf so seducing as Schnape, 

Mr. Blogg, besides being uncommonly diy, 
Was, like most other Bagmen, remarkably shy, 

— * Did not like to deny * — * Felt obliged to comply * 
Every time that she asked him to ' wet t'other eye ;* 
For 'twas worthy remark that she spared not the stonp^ 
Though before &e bad seem'd so to grudge him the soup. 

At length the fumes rose l^o his brain ; and bis noso 
Gave bints of a strong disposition to doze, 
And a yearning to seek ' horizontal repose.' — 

His qaeer4ooking host, Who^ firm at bis post^ 
Daring all the long meal had continued to toast 

TuBt garment 'twere rude to Do more than allude to^ 
Peroeived, from bis breathing and nodding, the views 
Of bis guest were directed to ' taking a snooze :' 
So he cau^t up a lamp in bis huge dirty paw. 
With (as Slogg used to tell it) 'Moutueer, stoiwy mawP 

And ' marsbaird ' him so ' The way he should go^' 
Upstairs to an attic, large, gloomy, and low, 

Without table or chair, Or a moveable there, 
Save an old-fashion'd bedstead, much out of repair. 
That stood at the end most removed from the stair.— 

With a grin and a shrug The host points to the rug. 
Just as Inuch as to say, ' There 1 — ^I think you'll be snug r 

Fats the light on the floor. Walks to the door, 
Makes a formal Saiaam, and is then seen no more : 
When Just as the ear lost the sound of his tread, 
To the Bagman's surprise, and, at first, to his dread. 
The great curly-tail'd Dog crept from under the bed I — 

— ^It'i a very nice thing when a man's in a fright. 
And thinks matters all wrong, to find matters all right; 
As, for instance, when going home late-isb at night 
Through a Churchyard, and seeing a thing all in white. 
Which, of course, one is led to consider a Sprite, 

To find tbat the Ghost Is merely a post, 
Or a miller, or chalky-fiBboed donkey at moet ; 
Or, when taking a walk as the evenings begin 
To dose, or, as some people call it, 'draw in.' 
And some undefined form, ' looming larfre ' tbrotigb the haze^ 
Presents itself right in your path, to your gaze. 

Inducing a dread Of a Kno6k on the head. 
Or A sever'd carotid, to find that, instead 
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Of one of those rufiBans who murder and fleece meziy 
It's your nncle, or one of the ' Rural Polioemen ;* — 

Then the blood flows again Through artery and vein ; 
ToaVe delighted with what just before gave you pain : 
You laugh at your fears — and your friend in the fog 
Meets a welcome as cordial as Anthony Blogg 
Now bestow'd on his friend — the great ourly-tail'd Dog. 

For the Dog leap'd up, and his paws found a place 
On each side his neck in a canine embrace, 
And he lick*d Blo^*s hands, aud he iick*d his iaoe» 
And he waggled his tail as much as to say, 
Mr. Blogg, we've foregathered before to-day 1' 
And the%2man saw, as he now sprang up^ 

What, beyond all doubt. He mi^t have found out 
Before, had he not been so eager to sup, 
'T^vas Sancho 1 — ^the Dog he had reared from a pup 1^ 
The Dog who when sinking had seized his hair,— 
The Dog who had saved, and conducted him there,— 
The Dog he had lost out of Billiter Squarol I 



If 8 paosing sweet, An absolute treaty 
m fhends, long i 



When fhends, long sever'd by distance, meet, — 

With what warmth and affection each other they greet i 

Especially too, as we veiy well know. 

If there seems any chance of a little cadeaUf 

A ' Present from Brighton,' or ' Token ' to show. 

In the shape of a work-box, ring, bracelet, or so^ 

That our friends don't forget us, although they may go 

To Bams^pate, or Rome, or Fernando Pa 

If some bttle advantage seems likely to start, 

From a fifty-pound note to a two-penny tart, 

It's surpriang to see how it softens the heart. 

And you'll find those whose hopes from the other are strongest, 

Use, m common, endearments the thickest and longest 

But, it was not so here ; For although it is clear. 
When abroad, and we have not a single fnend near, 
E'en a cur that will love us becomes very dear, 
And the balance of interest 'twixt him and the Dog 
Of course was inclining to Anthony Blogg, 

Yet he, first of alC ceased To encourage the beast^ 
Perhaps thinking ' Enough is as good as a feast ;' 
And besides, as we've said, being sleepy and mellow. 
He grew tired of patting, and crying ' roor fellow 1' 
So ms smile by degrees harden'd into a frown, 
And his 'That's a good dogl' into 'Down, Sancho! downT 
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But nothing could stop his mute iav'rite's caressing^ 
Who, in £etct^ seemed resolved to prevent his undiessiiig^ 

tlsing paws, tail, and head. As if he had said, 
'Most beloved of masters, pray, don't go to bed ; 
You had much better sit up, and pat me instead!* 
Kay, at but, when determined to take some repose^ 
Blogg threw himself down on the outside the clothes. 

Spite of all he could do. The dpg jump'd. up too^ 
And kept him awake with his very cold nose ; 

Scratching and whining. And moaning and pining. 
Till Blogg reaUv believed he must have some design in 
Thus breaking his rest; above all, when at length 
The dog scratch*d him o£f from the bed by sheer strength, . 

Extremely annoyed by the ' tarnation whop,' as it 
's call'd in Kentuck, on his head and its opposite, 

Blogg showed fight ; When he saw, by the light 
Of the flickering candle, that had not yet quite 
Burnt down in the socket, though not over bright^ 
Certain dark-colour'd stains, as of blood newly sfnlt^ \ 

Reveal'd by the dog's having scratch'd oflf the quilt,— 
Which hinted a story of horror and guilt 1 — 

'Twas * no mistake,' — He was * wide awake • 
In an instant ; for, when only decently drunk. 
Nothing sobers a man so completely as ' funk.' 

And hark ! — what 's that ? — They have got into chat 
In the kitchen below — what the deuce are they at? — 
There's the ugly old fisherman scolding his wife-^ 
And she — by the Pope I she's whetting a knife .— • 

At each twist Of her wrist, 
And her great mutton fist, 
The edge of the weapon sounds shriller and louder I — 

The fierce kitchen fire Had not made Blogg perspire 
Half so much, or a dose of the best James's powder. — 
It ceases — all's silent I — and now, I declare 
There 's son;ebody crawls up that rickety stair. 

The horrid old ruffian comes, cat-like, creeping ; — 

He opens the door just sufficient to peep in. 

And sees, as he fancies, the Bagman sleeping I 

For Blogg, when hn'd once ascertain'd that Qiere was some 

* Precious mischief on foot, had resolv'd to play * Tossnm ;' — 

Down he went, legs and head, Flat on the bed. 
Apparently sleeping as sound as the dead ; 
While, though none who look'd at him would think such a thing 
Fivery nerve in his frame was braced up for a spring. 
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Then, jniit as the villain Crept, stealthily still, in 
And yon 'd not have insured his guest's life for a shilling, 
As the knife gieam'd on high, bright and sharp as a razor, 
Blogg, starting upright, * tipped * the fellow * a facer ;* — 
— ^Down went man and weapon. — Of all sorts of blows, 
From what Mr. Jackson reports, I suppose 
lliere are few that surpass a flush hit on the nose. 

Kow bud I the pen of old Ossian or Homer, 

(Though each of these names some pronounce a misnomer. 

And say the first person Was call'd James M^Pherson, 
While, as to the second, they stoutly declare 
He was no one knows who, and bom no one knows where,) 
Or had I the auill of Pierce Egan, a writer 
Acknowledgea the best theoretical fighter 

For the last twenty years, By the lively young Peers, 
Who^ doffing their coronets, collars, and ermine, treat 
Boxers to * Max,* at the One Tun in Jermjm Street ; — 
— I say, could I borrow these Gentlemen's Muses, 
More skilled than my meek one in ' fibbings ' and bruiice, 

I'd describe now to you As ' prime a Set-to^' 
And * regular tum-up,' as ever vou knew ; 
Not inferior in 'bottom ' to aught vou have read of 
Since Oribb, years ago, half knock d Molynenx's head off. 
But my dunty Urania says, ' Such things are shocking V 

Lace mittens she loves. Detesting ' The Gloves ;' 
And turning, with air most disdainfully mocking. 
From Melpomene's buskin, adopts the silk stocking. 

So^ as far as I «in see, I must leave you to ' fancy ' 
The thumps and the bumi)8, and the ups and the downs. 
And the tape, and the slaps, and the rape on the crowns. 
That pass'd 'twixt the Husband, Wife, Bagman, and Dog, 
As Blogg rolled over them, and they roli'd over Blogg ; 

While what 's called * The Claret ' Flew over the garret 

Merely stating the fact. As each other they whack'd. 
The Dog Ms old master most gallantly back'd ; 
Making both the gar^ons, who came running in, sheer off. 
With * Hippolyte's * thumb, and * Alphonse's * left ear off; 

Next, making a stoop on The buffeting group cm 
The floor, rent in tatters the old woman's y;£po7^ ; 
Then the old man tum'd up, and a fresh bite of Sancho's 
Tore out the whole seat of his striped Calimancoes. — 

Beally, which way This desperate fray 
Might have ended at last, I'm nut able to say, 
Tlie dog keeping thus the assassins at bay : 
But a few fresh arrivals decided the day ; 
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For "boimce went the door, *In came half a aoore 
Of the pcmengers, sailors, and one or two more 
THio had aid^ the party in gaining the shore ! 

It 's a great many years ago— mine then were few — 
Sinoe I spent a short time in old Courageux ; — 

I thmk that they say She had been, in her day, 
A Fuvt-rate, — but was then what they termed a Basefy-^ 
And they took me on board in the Downs, where she lay* 
(Captain Wilkinson held the oonmiand, by the way.) 
In her I picked up, on that single occasion. 
The little I know that concerns Kavi^tion, 
And obtained, inter alia^ some vague information 
Of a practice which often, in cases of robbing, 
Is adopted on shipboard — ^I think it 's call'd 'cobbing. 
How it 's managed exactly I really can't say, 
But I think that a boot-jack is brought into play — 
That is if I 'm right : — it exceeds my ability 

To tell how t is done ; But the system is one 
Of which Sancho's exploit would increase the fadli^^. 
And, from all I can learn, I' d much rather be robb'd 
Of the little I have in my purse, than be 'cobVd;' — 

That 's mere matter of taste : 

But the Frenchman was pIao*d— ^ 
I mean the old scoundrel whose actions we "ve traced— 
In such a position, that, on this unmasking, 
His consent was the last thing the men thought of asking. 

The old woman, to(\ Was obliged to go through. 
With her boys, the rough discipline used by the crew, 
Who^ before they let one of the set see the back of them, 
* Cobb'd ' the whole party, — ay, ' eveiy man Jack of them*.* 

MOBAL. 

And now. Gentle Header, before that I say 
Farewell for the present, and wish you good day. 
Attend to the moral I draw from my lay I — 

If ever you tmvel, like Anthony Blogg 
Be wary of stransers ! — don't take too much grog I 
And don't iall asleep, if you should, like a Log 1^ 
Above all— cany with you a curly-tail'd l)og 1 

Lastly, don't act like Blogg, who, I say it with blushing; 
Sold Sancho next month for two guineas at Flushing ; 
But still on these words of the Bard keep a fix'd eje, 
Ingbatum si nnuBBis, omhia dixtiI 1 1 
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VEnvoye, 

I felt 80 diflgiuted with Blog& from sheer shame of him 
I never onoe thought to inquire what hecame of him ; 
If you want to know, Beader, the way, I opine, 

To achieve year design, — — Mind, it's no wish of mine,— 
Ifl^— ^a p6nir7 will do 't)~l)y addressing a line 
To Tuner, Diy, Weipersyde, Bogera, and Pyne. 



APPENDIX,* 

Siscx penning this stanza, a leam'd Antiqaary 
Has pat my poor Muse in- no trifling quanduy. 
By writing an essay to prove that he knows a 

Spot which, in truth is, The real ' Bennoothos, 
In the Mediterranean, — ^now called Lampedosa; 
— ^For proofs, having made, as he farther alleges, stir. 
An entry was found in the old Parish Besister, 
The which at his instance the excellent Vicar ex- 
tracted: viz. 'Caliban, base son of Sycovax.' 

— fie had rather, by hal( Have found Prospero's ' Staff; 
But 't was useless to dig, for the want of a pick or axe.— 
Colonel Pasley, however, 't is everywhere said. 
Now he's blown up the old Boyal George at Spitheod, 
And the great diff at Dover, of which we Ve all read, 
Takes his whole apparatus, and goes out to look 
And see if he can't try and blow up ' the Book.' 
— ^Gtotle Beader, fEtrewell ! — If I add one more line^ 
*&e'U be, in all likelihood blowing up tmmV 

* Sm ptge 19U 
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SECOND SEBIES. 



TO EICHARD BENTLEY, ESQ. 

Mr DEAR Sib, 

Yoa teU me that 'a generons and enlightened Pablic' has 
given a fietYonrable reception to those extracts from our family 
papers, which, at your suggestion, were laid before it some two years 
since; — ^and you hint, with all possible delicacy, that a seocmd 
volume might not be altogether unacceptable at a period of the year 
when 'auld-warld stories* are more especially in request With all 
my heart, — the old oak chest is not yet empty; in addition to 
which I have recently laid my hand upon a long MS. correspond- 
ence of my greatp-uncle, Sir Peregrine Ingoldaby, a cadet of the 
fiEunily, who somehow contrived to attract the notice of George the 
Second, and received from his 'honour-giving-hand' the aoodade of 
knighthood. To this last>named source I am indebted for several 
of the accompanying histories, while my inestimable friend Simpkin- 
son has bent all the powers of his mighty mind to the task. From 
Father John's stories I have drawn largely. Our 'Honourable' 
friend Sucklethumbkin — by the way, he has been beating our 
covers lately, when he shot a woodoo^ and one of the Governor's 
pointers — gives a graphic account of the Operatic * row ' in which he 
was heretofore so conspicuous; while even Mrs. Barney Maguire 
(n^ Mademoiselle Fatdine)^ whose horror of Mrs. Botherby's cap 
has no jot diminished, furnishes me with the opening Legend of the 
series from the historiettes of her own bdle France. 

Why will you not run do^vn to Tappington this Christmas? — 
We have been rather busy of late in carrying into execution the 
enclosure of Swingfield Minnis under the auspices of my Lord 
Radnor, and Her Majesty's visit to the neighbourhood has kept ns 
quite alive : tha Prince in one of his rides pulled up at the end oi 
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the ayenOB^ and, as A * * told Sucklethnmbkin, was much takea 
with the pictareaqae appearanoe of our old gable enda. Unlackily we 
were all at Ganterburj that morning, or proud indeed should we 
have been to offer his Royal Highness the humble hospitalities of 
the Hall, — and then — ^fancy Mrs. Botherby*8 'My Gracious!* By 
the way, the old lady tells me you left your nightcap here on your 
last Tisit; it is laid up in lavender for you ; — come and reclaim it 
The Yule log will bum bright as ever in the cedar room. Bin Ko. 6 
is still one liquid ruby — the old October yet smiles like mantling \^ 
amber, in ntter disdain of that vile concoction of camomile which 
you so pseudGnymously dignify with the title of * Bitter Ale.' — ^Make 
a starts then;— pitch printer Vink to old Hany, — and come aoi 
ftpend a fortnight with 

YoniB, till the crack of doom. 

THOMAS INGOLDSBY 

TAFnBr01!<OK EVBBABD, 

Dec 16^ 1842. 



THE BLACK MOUSQUETAIRE. 
▲ LBOKHD or rSANd. 

ITBAVOon Xayisb AuauBTB was a gay Mousquetaire, 
J? The Pride of the Camp, the delignt of the Fair : 
He'd a mien so distinguS and so d^xmnaire. 
And shrugg'd with a grace so reekerehd and rare, 
And he twirl'd his moustache with so charming an air, 
— ^His moustaches I should say, because he*d a pair, — 
And, in shorty show'd so much of the true sgaimrfaire. 
All the ladies in Paris were wont to declare, 

That could any one draw Them from Dian's strict law 
Into what Mrs. Bamsbottom calls a * Fox Paw,' 
It would be Fnin9ois Xavier Auguste de St. Fobc. 

Now, Fm Bony to say. At that time of day, 
The Court of Versailles was a little too gay ; 
The Courtiers were all much addicted to Play, 
To Bourdeaux, Chambertin, Frontignac, St. reray, 

Lafitte, Chateau Margaux, A^nd Sillery (a cargo 
On which John Bull sensibly (?) lays an embargo), 

While Louis Quatorze Kept about him, in scores, 
What the Noblesse, in courtesy, term'd his ' Jane Shores,* 
— Th^ were call'd by a much coarser name out of doom. 
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This, we all must admit, in A King's not befitting! 
Tot such couneB, when followed by peiBQna of qualitj. 
Are apt to detract on the score of molality. 

Fran9oi8 Xavier Auguste acted much like the rest of them. 

Dress'd, drank, and fought, and chcutee^d with the best of them; ( 

Took hiaosUde pcrdrix Till ho searcely could see^ a 

He would then sally out in the streets for a ' spree ;' A 

His rapier he'd draw, Fink a Bourgeois^ \ 

(A. word which the English translate ' Johnny Baw,*) 
For your thorough French Courtier, whenerer the fit he*8 m 
Thinks it prime fun to astonish a citizen ; * 

And perhaps it's no wonder that this kind of scrapei^ 
In a nation which Voltaire, in one of his japea 
Defines ' an amalgam of Tigers and Apes,' 
Should be merely considered as ' Little f^pes.' 

But Fm sorry to add. Things are almost as bad 
A great deal nearer home, and that similar pranks 
Amongst young men who move in the very first ranks^ 
Are by no means confined to the land of the Franks. 

Be this as it will. In the general, still. 

Though blame him we must, It is really bat just 
To GUT lively voung friend, FTan9ois Xavier Auguste, 

To say, that howe'er Well known his fkaXta were, 
At his Baoi^ianal parties he always drank iair. 
And, when gambling his worst^ always play'd on the square i 
So that^ being mi;ch more of pigeon than rook, he 4 

Lost laree sums at faro (a game like ' Blind Hookey *), 

And continued to lose, And to give 1 U's, 
Till he lost e'en the credit he had with the Jews ; 
And, a parallel if I may venture to draw 
Between Franpois Xavier Auguste de St Foix, 
And his namesake, a still more distinguished Fnm9ois, 

Who wrote to his ' sasur ** From Pavia, ' Man Coeur, 
I have lost all I had in the world /ors Vhcnneur,* 

So St. Foix might have wrote No ^^iMimilar note 
*Vive la hagaJtdU I Umjoum gai — idem semper-^ 
Pve lost all I had in the world but — my temper I* 
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* Mrs. Ingoldsbj, who if deeply read in Robertson, informs me that (Ui 
is a mistake ; that the lady to whom this memorable hiUet was delivered by 
the hands of Pennalosa, was the unfortunate monarch's mamma, and not his 
sister. I would gladly rectify the error, but, then, — what am I to do for a 
rhyme ?— On the whole, I fear I must content myself, like Talleyrand, with i 

admitting that ' it is worse than a fault — it's a blunder ! for which enormity. ^ 

— as honest old Pepys says when he records haTinjjr kissed his oookauid^— ^ 1 
hamUj beg pudon of Heaven, and llrs. IngoUsbyr 
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Fiom tlie very beginning, Indeed of his summg. 
His air was so cheerful, his manners so winning, 
That onoe he preTailed— or his friends coin the tale for him-^ 
On Ui6 bailiff who *nabbed ' him, himself to 'go hail ' iar him. 

Well — ^we know in these cases 

Tonr 'Grabs' and ' Deuce Aces' 
Are wont to promote frequent changes of places ; 
Town docton, indeed, are most apt to declare 
That there's nothing so good as the pure ' country air,* 
Whenever exhaustion of person, or purae, in 
An mvalid orampa him, and sets him a-cursing ; 
A halnt, I'm very much grieved at divulging 
Francois Xavier Auguste was too prone to indulge in. 

But what could be done ? It s clear as the sun. 
That, though nothing's more easy than say ' Cut and run !* 
Yet a Ghiardsman can't live without some sort of fun — 

E'en I or you. If we'd nothing to do, 
Should soon find ourselves looking remarkably blue. 

And, since no one denies W hat's so plain to all eyes, 
It won't, I am sure, create any surprise, 
That reflections like these half reduced to despair 
Fiim9ois Xavier Auguste, the gay Black Mousquetaiie. 

Paiienoe par force I He eonHderedf of course, 
But in vain— he could hit on no sort of resource- 
Love ? — ^Liquor ? — Law ? — Loo ? 

They would each of them do, 
There's excitement enough in all four, but in none he 
Could hope to get on aans Vargeni — ». e. money. 
Love?— no; — ^ladies like little oadeaux from a suitor. 
Liquor ? — ^no^ — ^that won't do, when reduced to ' the Pewter.' — 

Then Law ? — ^'tis the same ; It's a very fine game, 
But the fees and delays of ' the Courts ' are a shame, 
As Lord Brougham says himself — who's a very great name, 
Though the ISmxa made it dear he was perfectly lost in his 
Classio attempt at translating Demosthenes, 

And don t know his ' particles.'— Who wrote the articles. 
Shewing his Gtreek up so, is not known very well ; 
Many thought Barnes, others Mitchell— some Merivale ; 

But it's scarce worth debate, Because from the date 
Of my tale one conclusion we safely may draw. 
Viz. : 'twas not Fran9oiB Xavier Auguste de St. Foix 1 

Loo ? — ^No \ — that he had tried ; 'Twas, in fact, his weak side, 
But required more than any a purse well supplied. 
* Love r— Liquor ? — ^Law ?— Loo ? No ! 'tis all the same story. 
Stay i I have it- Mafoil (that's 'Odd's Bobs!') there is Gi^obt 
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Away with dull caro! Vive le Boil Vive la Oueml 
Pette I rd almost forgot I'm a Black Monaquetairal 

When a man ia like me^ Sans eix sous, eane couci, 

A bankrapt in purser And in character wacse^ 
With a shocking bad hat, and his credit at zero^ 
What on earth can he hope to become,— but a Qero ? 

What a fiEunous thought this is 1 HI go as Ulysses 
Of old did — like him Fil see manners and know countries f 
Cut Paris, — and gaming,— and throats in the Low Countries.' 

Ho said, and so done — he arranged his affidrs^ 
And was off like a shot to his Slack Mousquetaiies. 

Now it happened just then That Field-Manshal Turenne 
Was a good deal in want of * some actiye young men,' | 

To fill up the gaps Which through Bun£y mishaAs, t 

Had been made in his ranks by a certain * Great Cond^ ^ 

A General unrivall*d — at least in his own day — I 

Whose valour was such, That he did not care much 
If he fought with the Frenchy—or the Spaniards, — or Butchy—- 
A fact which has stamped him a rather ' Cool hand,' 
Being nearly related to Louis le OrairuL 
It lud been all the same had that King been his brother ; 
He fought sometimes with one, and sometimes with another ; 

For war, so exciting. He took such delight in. 
He did not care whom he fought, so he was fighting. i 

And, as I've just said, had amused himself then ] 

By tickling the tail of Field-Marshal Turenne ; ^ 

Since whidi, the Field-MarBhal's most pressing ooxmeca i 

Was to tickle some other Chiefs tail in his turn. 
What a fine thing a battle is I — ^not one of those 
Which one saw at the late Mr. Andrew Duorow's, 
Where a dozen of soene-shifters, drawn up in, rowa^ 
Would a dozen more scene-shifters boldly opfOBi^ 

Taking great care their blows Did not mjuie their foes, . 

And alike, save in colour and cut oi their clothes^ fi 

Which were varied, to give more effect to * Tableaiiu^* 'i 

While Stickney the Great Flung the gauntlet to Fate^ ' 

And made us all tremble, so gallantly did he oome 
On to encounter bold General Widdicombe-^ 
But a real good fight, like Pultowa, or LUtzen^ 
(Which Gustavus the Great ended all his dis^tes iui) 
Or that which Suwarrow engaged without boots in. 
Or Dettingen, Fantenoy, Blenheim, or Minden, 



* Qai mores hominton multomin vidit et urbet. 
Who viewed men'* maimen, Londoafl, Yorb, aad Derbyi. 
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Or the one Mr. Campbell de8oril)e8, Hohenlmden, 

Where ' the sun waa low,' The ground all over snow, 
And dark as mid-winter the swift laePs flow,— 
Till its colour was altered by General Moreau : 
While the big drum was heard in the dead of the night, 
Whidi ratUed the Bard out of bed in a fright^ 
Ati<^ he ran np the steeple to look at the f^t. 

Twas in just such another one, (Names only bother one-^ 
Dutch ones indeed are sufficient to smother one — ) 
In the Netherlands somewhere— I cannot say where — 

Suffice it that there La Fortune de guerre 
Gave a cast of her calling to our Housquetaixe. 
One fine morning, in 8Tx>rt, Francois Xavier Anguste, 
After making some son res of his foes ' bite the dust,' 
Got a moutl&l himself of the veiy same cmst; 
And though, as the Bard says, ' No law is more just 
Than for Necu artifices,* — so they call'd fiery 
Soldados at Bome, — ' arte md perire. 

Yet Fate did not draw This poetical law 
To its fullest extent in the case of St. Foix. 
His Good G^us most probably found out some flaw, 

And diverted the shot From some deadlier spot 
To a bone which, I think, to the best of my memory, 's 
Call'd by Professional men the *0B/emcri8;* 
And the ball being one of those named from its shape. 
And some fancied resemblance it bean to l^e grape, 

St. Foix went down. With a groan and a frown. 
And a hole in his small-clothes the size of a crown. — 

— Stagger'd a bit By this * palpable hit»' 
He tum'd on his &ce, and went off in a fit. 

Yes I a Battle's a very fine thing while you're fighting 
These same Upe-aud-Downs are so veiy exciting. 

But a sombre sight is a Battle-field 

To the sad survivor's sorrowing eye^ 
Where those, who scom'd to fly or yield. 

In one promiscuous carnage lie; 
When the cannon's roar Is heard no mare. 
And the thick dun smoke has roll'd away, 
And the victor comes for a last survey 
Of the well-fought field of yesterday 1 

No triumphs flush that haughty brow, — 

No proud exulting look is there,— 
His eagle glance is humbled now, 

As, earthward bent^ in anxious care 
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It seeks the form whose stalwart pride 
Bat yester-mom was by his side I 

And there it lies I— on yonder hank 

Of oorsesy which themselves had breath 
Bat yester-mom — ^now cold and dank, 

W ith other dews than those of deaUi ! 
Powerless as it had ne*er been bom 
The hand that clasp*d his — yester-mom I 

And there are widows wand*ring there, 

That roam the blood-besprinkled plain. 
And listen in their domb despair 

For Boonds they ne'er may near again 1 
One word, however £unt and low, — 
Ay, e*en a groan, — ^were music now 1 

And this is Glory ! — ^Fame I — 

But, pshaw; 

Hiss Muse, you're growing sentimental ; 
Besides, such things we never saw ; 

In &ct they're merely GontinentaL 
And then your Ladyship forgets 
Some widows came for epaulettes. 

So go back to your canter ; for one, I declare, 

li now fumbling about our capsized Moosquetaire, 

A beetle-biowed hag, With a knife and a bag^ 
And an old tatter'd bonnet which, thrown back, 
The ginger complexion, and one of those noses 
Peculiar to females named Levy and Moses, 
Such as nervous folks still, when they come in their way,shan 
Old vixen-£M)ed tramps of the Hebrew perBunsion. 

You remember, I trusty Francois Xavier Auguste^ 
Had uncommon fine limbs, and a very fine bust. 
Now there's something — ^I cannot tell what it may bfr^ . 

About good-looking gentlemen tum'd twenty-three, r 

Above all when laid up with a wound in the knee^ I 

Which affects female hearts in no common degree^ 
With emotions in which many feelings combine^ 
Very easy to fancy, though hard to define ; 

Ugly or pretty Stupid or witty, 
Young or old, they experience, in country or city. 
What's clearly not Love — ^yet it 's warmer than Pity— 
And some such a feeling, no doubt, 'tis that stays J 

The hand you may see that old Jezebel raise, 

Arm'd with the blade, So oft used in her trader 
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Hie horri'ble calling e'en now she is plying. 
Despoiling the dead, and despatching the dying f 
For these ' nimble Conveyancers/ after such battles, 
Begarding as treasure trove all goods and chattels, 
ThLik nought, in ' perusing and settling ' the titles, 
So safe as six inches of steel in the vitflds. 

Now don't make a joke of. That feeling I spoke of; 
For, as sure as you're bom, that same feeling, — ^wnale'er 
It may be, saves the life of the young Mousquetaire t — 
The knife, that was levell'd erewhile at his tiiroat, 
Is employ'd now in ripping the lace from his coat^ 
And from what, I suppose, I must call his calotte; 

And his pockets, no doubt. Being turned inside out. 
That his mouchoir and gloves may be put * up the spout,* 
(For of coin, you may well conceive, aU she can do 
Fails to ferret out even a single Scu ;) 
As a muscular Giant would handle an elf. 
The virago at last lifts the soldier himself. 
And, like a She-Samson, at length lays him down 
In a hospital form'd in the neighbouring town ! 

I am not very sure. But I think 'twas Namur; 
And there she now leaves him, expecting a cure. 

CANTO n. 

I ABOKiNATB physio — I care not who knows 

That there's nothing on earth I detest like ' a dose,'— 

That yellowish-green-looking fluid, whose hue 

I consider extremely unpleasant to view. 

With its sickly appearance, that trenches so near 

On what Homer defines the complexion of Fear; 

TSXopov dcof, I mean, A nastv pale green, 

Though for want of some word tnat may better avail, 

I presume, our translators have rendered it.' pale ;' 

For consider the cheeks Of those ' well-booted Greeks,^ 
Their Egyptian descent was a question of weeks; 
Their complexion, of course, like a half-decayed leek's ; . 
And you'll see in an instant the thing that I mean in i<^ 
A Greek face in a funk had a good deal of green in it. 

I repeat, I abominate physic; but then, 

If folks wUL go campaigning about with such men 

As the Great Prince de Cond^ and Marshal Turenne, 

They may fairly expect To be now and then chock'd 
By a bullet, or sabre-cut. Then their best solace is 
Fonsd, I admits in green potions and boluses; 

p 
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So^ of OGorse, I don t blame St. Fotx, vonndad and kme 
If lie swallowed a decent ^uo/iL tmf. of the aanie ; 
Tboagh Fm told, in such cases, it & not the French plan 
To poor in their drastics as fast as they can. 
The practioe of many an English Stivan^ 

Bat to let off a man With a liule 
And gently to chafe thejpateUa (knee-pan). 

' Oh, woman V Sir Walter obserres, ' when the bnnr 
*8 wrung with pain, what a ministering Angel art thoaf 
Thon'rt a * mimst'ring Angel ' in no leas d^ree^ 
I can boldly assert, when the pain's in the knee: 

And medical friction Is, past oontradictiop» 
Mnch better performed by a She than a He. 
A fact which, indeed, comes within my own knowled^^ 
For I well recollect^ when a yoongster at College, 

And, therefore^ can quote A suigeon of note 
Mr. GroBYenor of Oxford, who not only wioto 
On the subfect a very fine treatise, but, still as his 
Patients came in, certain soft-handed Phyllises 
Were at once set to work on their legs, anns^ and bacu^ 
And rubbed out their complaints in a ooaple of cracks. — 

Now, they say, To this day, 

When sick people can't pay 
On the Gontinenty many of this kind of nurse 
Attend, without any demand on their panes; 
Aiyi these females, some old, others stul in theii teens. 
Some call ' Sisters of Charity,' others 'Begoines.' 
They don't take the vows ; bat^ half-Nun and hall>L^y, 
Attend yon; and when you've got better, they s^y, 
* You're exceedingly welocsie 1 There's nothing to pi^. 

Our task is now done ; You are able to run. 
We never take money ; we cure you for fun I' 
Then they drop you a oourt'sy, and wish you good day. 
And go off to cure somebody else the same way. 
— A great many of these, at the date of my tale^ 
In Namor walk'd the hospital^ workhouse^ and jaiL 

Among them was one, A most sweet Demi-nun, 
Her cheek pensive and pale ; tresses bright as the Sun,— 
Not carroty — ^no ; thou^ you'd £uicv you saw bum 
Such locks as the Greeks lov'd, whicm modems call auburn. 
These were partially seen through the veil which tiiey wore all 
Her teeth were of pearl, and her lips were of coral ; 
Her eye-lashes silken ; her eyes, fine large blue ones, 
Were sapphires (I don't call these similes new ones; 
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But^ in .metaphon^ freely ocmfess IVe a leaning 

To sacb, new or old, an convey beet one'a meaning).^ 

Then, for figure ? In faith it waa downright barbanty 

To muffle a fonn Might an auchorite warm 
In the fusty stuff gown of a Soeur de la Charitd; 
And no poet could &ncy, no painter could draw 
One more perfect in all points, more free from a flaw, 
Than hers who now sits by the couch of St Foiz, 

Chafing there, With such care, 

At^H 80 dove-like an air, 
His leg, till her delicate fingers are charr'd * 
With the Steer's opodeldoc, joint-oil« and eoulard ; 
— Their Dutch appellatioDs are really too hard 
To be brought into verse by a transmarine Bard.— 

Now youll see. And agree, 

I am certain, with me. 
When a young man's laid up with a wound in his knee 

And a Lady sits there. On a rush-bottom'd chair. 
To hand him the mixtures his doctors prepare, 
And a bit of lump-sugar to make matters square; 
Above all, when the Lady's remarkably £ur, 
And the wounded young man is a gay Mousquetaire^ 
It 's a ticklish affair, you may swear, for the pair. 
And may lead on to mischief before they *re aware. 

I really don't think, spite of what friends would call his 

^Fenmud for liaisons^' and graver men 'follies,' 

(For my own part, I think planting thorns on their pillows^ 

And leaving poor maidens to weep and wear willows, 

Is not to be classed among mere peccadillos), 

HiB 'faidUf* I should say — ^I don t think Francois Xavier 

Entertain'd any thoughts of improper behaviour 

Tow'rds bis nurse, or that once to induce her to sin he meant 

While superintending his draughts and his liniment : 

But, as he grew stout, And was getting about, 
'. houghts came into his head that had better been out ; 

While Cupid's an urchin We know deserves birching. 
He's so prone to delude folks, and leave them the lurch in. 

'Twas doubtless his doing That absolute ruin 
Was the end of all poor dear There's shampooing. — 
Tis a subject I don t like to dweU on ; but such 
Things will happen — ay, e'en 'mongst the phlegmatic Dutch. 

' When Woman,' as Goldsmith deelaree^ ' stoops to folly 
And finds out too late that &l8e man can betj»y,' 

She is apt to look dismal, and grow * melan-chdly,' 
And, in short, to bo anything rather than gay. 
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Hegoes on to remark that * to puniflh her lorer. 
Wring his boBom, and draw the tear into his eyo^ 

There is but one method' which he can disooyer 
That's likely to answer— that one is ' to die F 

He's wrong — the wan and withering cheek; 

The thin lips, pale, and drawn apart; 
The dim yet tearless eyes, that spoJ^ 

The miseiy of the breaking heart; 

The wasted form, th' enfeebled tone 

That whispering mocks the pitying ear; 
Th' imploring glances heaven-wfl^ thrown 

As heedless, helpless, hopeless here 

These wring the false one's heart enongh. 
If ' made of penetrable stuff.' 

And poor Ther^ Thus pines and decays; 
Till, stung with remorse, St. Foix takes a post-chaise 

WitJ^ for * wheelers,' two bays. And, for ' leaden^' two gix'js^ 
And soon reaches France, by the help of relays. 
Flying shabbily off from the sight of his victim. 
And <mYing as fast as if Old Nick had kick'd him. 

She, poor sinner. Grows thinner and thinner. 
Leaves off eating breakfast, and luncheon, and dinner, ■ 
Till you'd really suppose she could have nothing in her. — 
One evening — ^'twas just as the clock struck eleven — 
They saw she'd been sinking fast ever since seven, — 
She breath'd one deep sigh, threw one look up to Heaven, 

And all was o'er ! — Poor Therdse was no more^ 
She was gone 1 — the last breath that she managed to draw 
Escaped in one half-utter'd word — 'twas ' St. Foix !' 
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Who can fly from himself? Bitter cares, when you feel 'em. 

Are not cured by travel — as Horace says, * Ccdum 

Ncn animum mutant qui currurU irana marer 

It 's climate, not mind, that by roaming men vary — 

Bemorse for temptation to which you l^ve yielded, is 

A shadow yon can't sell as Peter SchlemU did his ; 

It haunts vou for ever — ^in bed and at board. — { 

Ay, e en in your dreams. And you can't find, it seems; f 

Any proof that a guilty man ever vet snored I 
It is much if he slumbers at all, which but few, 
•^Francois Xavier Auguste was an instance— can do. 

Indeed, from the time He oommitted the crime 
Which cnt off poor sister Therte in her prime, 
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He was not the same man that he had been — his plan 
Was qnite changed — in wild freaks he no more led the van ; 

He'd scarce sleep a wink in A week; but sit thinking, 

From company shrinking-— He quite gaye up drinking. 
At the mess-table, too, where now seldom he came, 
Viah,/rieaaBee,/ricandeaUj fotage^ oTjguaxe^ 
IHndtm aux truffet^ or turvoi a la eretMy 
Nol— ^ still shook his head, — it was always the same, 
8till he never complained that the cook was to blame I 
Twas his appetite fail*d him — no matter how rare 
And rtehtrchi the diuh, how delicious the fare, — 
What he used to like best he no longer could bear ; 

Bat he'd there sit and stare With an air of despair ; 

Took no care, but would wear Boots that wanted repair ; 
Such a shirt too I you'd think he'd no linen to spare. 
He omitted to shaye ; he neglected his hair, 
And look'd more like a Guy than a gay Mousquetaire. 

One thing, above all, most excited remark ; 
In the evening he seldom sat long after dark. 
Not that then, as of yore, he'd go out for ' a lark' 

With his friends ; but when they. After taking cafet 
Wonld have broiled bones and kidneys brought in on a tray, 
— ^Which I own I consider a very good way. 
If a man's not dyspeptic, to wind up the day— 
No persuasion on earth could induce him to stay ; 
But he'd take up his candlestick, just nod his head, 
By way of ' Good evening 1' and walk off to bed. 
Tet even when there he seem'd no better off. 
For he'd wheeze, and he'd sneeze, and he'd hem I and he'd cough. 

And they'd hear him all night, Sometimes, sobbing outrighti 
While his valet, who often endeavour'd to peep^ 
Declared that * his master was never asleep ! 
Bat would sigh, and would groan, slap his forehead, and weep ; 

That about ten o'clock His door he would lock, 
And then never would open \% let who would knock ! — 

He had heard him,' ne said, ' Sometimes jump out of bed. 
And talk as if speaking to one who was dead I 

He'd groan, and he'd moan. In so piteous a tone. 
Begging some one or other to let him alone, 
That it really would soften the heart of a stone 
To hear him exclaim so, and call upon Heaven 
Then — ^The bother began always just at eleven f 

Franfois Xavier Auguste, as Pve told you before, 
I believe was a popular man in his corpi^ 
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And his oomrades, not one Of whom knew of the Nvd« 
Now began to consult what was best to be done. 

Count Cordon Bleu And the Sieur de la Boue 
Confessed thay did not know at all what to do : 
But the Chevalier Hippolyte Hector Achille 
Alphonse Stanislaus Emile de Qiandville ] 

Made a fervent apj^l To the zeal they must feel m. 

For their friend, so distmguished an officer, 's weal. ' 

^ The first thing,' he said, ' was to find out the matter 
That bored their poor friend so, and caused all this dattei^^ ' 

Mart de ma vie r — Here he took some rappee— 

* Be the cause what it may, he shall tell it to me !' — I 
He was right, sure enough — in a couple of days ' 
He worms out the whole story of Sister Thertee, 1 
Now entomVd, poor dear soul ! in some Dutdi P^ &». Chaue^ I 
— ^ But the worst thing of all,' Francois Xavier declares, 'l 
' Is, whenever I've taken my candle up stairs, \ 
There's Thertee sitting there — ^upon one of those chairs ! 

Such a frown, too, she wears, And so frightfully glares. 
That I 'm really prevented from saying my pray're, 
While an odour, — the very reverso of perfume, — 
More like rhubarb or senna, pervades the whole room I' 

Hector Achille Stanislaus Emile, 
When he heard him talk so felt an odd sort of feel; 
Not that he cared for Ghosts — ^he was far too genteel ; 
Still a queerish sensation came on when he saw 

Him, whom, for fun, They'd, by way of a pun 
On his person and principles nick-named !San» Foi, 

A man whom they had, you see, Mark'd as a Sadduccc,- 
In his horns, all at once, so completely to draw. 
And to talk of a Ghost with such manifest awe !— 
It excited the Chevalier Grand ville's surprise ; 
He shrugg'd up his shoulders, he turned up his ^es, 
And he thought with himself that he could not do less 
Than lay the whole matter before the whole Mess. 

Repetition 's detestable ; — So^ as you Ve best able 
Paint to yourself the effect at the Mess-table — 

How the bold Brigadiers Prick'd up their ears. 
And received the account, some with fears, some with-soeeiS. 

How the Sieur de la Boue Said to Count Cordon Bleu, 

* Ma/oi — c^est hien drSle — Monseigneur, what say you ?' — 

How Count Cordon Bleu Declared he * thought so too ;•— 
How the Colonel affirm'd that * the case was quite new ;' — 
How the Captains and Majors Began to lay wagen 
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How for ihe Ghost part of the ttory was trae; — 
How, at last, whan asked ' What was the best thing ta do ?^ 
Everybody was silent, — for nobody knew I— 
And bow, in the end, they said, ' No one could deal 
Witii the matter so well, from his prudence and «al, 
As the Grentleman who was the first to reveal 
This strange story — ^viz. Hippolyte Hector Achilla 
Alphonse Stanislaus Emile de Qrandville V 

I need scarcely relate The plans, little and great, 
Which came into the Chevalier Hippolyte*s pate 
To rescue his friend from his terrible foes, 
Those mischievous Imps, whom the world, I suppose 
From extravagant notions respecting their hue, 
Has strangely agreed to denominate * Blue,' 
Inasmuch as his schemes were of no more avail 
Than those he had, early in life, found to fail. 
When he strove to lay salt on some little bird's taQ. 

In vain did he try With strong waters to ply 
His friend, on the ground that he never could spy 
Such a thing as a Ghost, with a drop in his eye ; 
St. Foiz never would drink now unlesB he was dry; 
Besides, what the vulgar call 'suckine the monkey' 
Has much less effect on a man when he's funky. 
In vain did he strive to detain him at table 
Till his * dark hour ' was over — he never was able. 

Save once, when at Mess, With that sort of address, 
Which the British call * Humbug,' and Frenchmen * Finesse^ 
(It's ' Blarney ' in Irish — ^I don't know the Scotch,) 
He feU to admiring his friend's English watch.* 

He examined the face. And the back of the case. 
And the young Lady's portrait there, done on enamel, he 
' Saw by the likeness was one of the fomily ;' 

Cried ' Superbe I — Magniftque 1* (With his tongue in bis 
check)— 
Then he open'd the case, just to take a peep in it, and 
Seized the occasion to pop back the minute hand. 
With a demi-cong^y and a shrug, and a grin, he 
Returns the bijou and — «'es^ une affaire finie — 
*rve done him,' thinks he, * now HI wager a guinea I' 

It happen'd that day They were all vary gay, 
Twas the Urand Manarqtte'B birthday — that is, 'twas St Louii's, 
Which in Catholic countries, of course, they would view as br 

So when Hippolyte saw Him about to withdraw, 

* * Tompion's, I prisamc?* — Faisqchab 
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He oried, 'Gome — tibat woa't da, my fine fellow, St Foix,-^ 
Qive ru five minutes longer, and dxink Vive U BoiP. 

Fran9oi8 Xavier Augnste^ Without any mistnut, 
Of the trick that was play'd, drew his watch from his fob^ 
Just glanced at the hoar, then agreed to * hob-noh^' 

Fill*d a bumper, and rose With ' Messieurs, I propose— 
He paused — his hlanch'd lips fieul'd to utter the toast 
Twas eleven I — he thought it half-past ten at most-^ 
Ev'iT limh^ nerve^ and muscle grew stiff as a POst,» 
His jBkW diopp'd — ^his eyes Swelled to twice their own size— 
And he stood as a pointer would stand — at a Ghost ! 
— ^Then shriek'd, as he fell on the floor like a stone, 
'Ahl Sister Therte I now — do let me alone I*^ 

It's amanng hy sheer perseverance what men do,— > 

As water wears stone by the ' Soepe oadendo,* 

If they stick to Lord Somebody's motto, * Agendo!* 

Was it not Bobert Bruce ? — ^I declare I've foigot 

But I think it was Bobert--you'll find it in £x>tt— 

Who^ when curaing Dame Fortune, was taught by a Spider, 

' She's sure to come round, if you will but abide her.' 

Then another great Bob, Called * White-headed Bob^ 
Whom I once saw receive such a thump on the ' nob' 
From a fist which might almost an elephant brain, . 
That I really believed, at the firsts he was slain. 
For he lay like a log on his back on the plain. 
Till a gentleman present accustomed to train. 
Drew out a small lancet, and open'd a vein 
Just below his left eye, which relieving the nun. 
He stood up like a trump, with an air of disdain, 

While his * backer ' was fEun— For he could not refrain^ 

2e was dress'd in pea-green, with a pin and gold chain, 
d I think I heard somebody call hun ' Squire Hayne,*) 
To whisper ten words one should always retain, 
— ' Take a buok at ths lemon and at mu again ! 1 1' — 
A hint ne'er surpass'd, though thus spoken at random. 
Since Teuoer's apostrophe — Nil desperanduml 
Ghranville acted on it, and order'd his Tandem, 

He had heard St Foiz say. That no very ereat way 
From Namur was a snug little town called Qranaprd, 
Kear which, a few miles from the banks of the Maose^ 
Dwelt a pretty twin-sister of poor dear Thertee, 
Of the same age, of course, the same father, same mother, 
And as like to Ther^ as one pea to another ; 

She liv'd with her Mamma, Having lost her Papa, 
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Lite of oontraband tehnap§ an unlioenaed distiller, 

And her name was Des Moalins (in Knglmh^ Miss Miller). 



Now, though Hippolyte Hector Gould hardly expsct hor 
To feel much r^iard for her sister's * protector/ 
When she'd seen him so shamefully leave and neglect her; 

Still, he very well knew In this world there are few 
But are ready much Christian forgiveness to show. 
For other folk's wrongs — if well paid so to do— 
And he'd seen to what acts ' JHes angtuta ' compel beaux 
And Idles, whose affiurs have once got out at eloows, 
With the magic effect of a handful of crowns 
Upon people whoso pockets hoast nothing but * browns :' 

A few franca well applied He'd no doubt would decide 
Miss Agnes Des Moulins to jump up and ride 
As &r as head-quarters, next day, by his side ; 
For the distance was nothing, to speak by comparison, 
To the town where the Mousquetaiits now lay in garrison ; 

Then he thought, by the aid Of a veil, and sown made 
lake those worn by the Lady his friend had betra^d, 
The^ might dress up Miss Agnes so like to the Shade, 
Which he &ncied he saw, of that poor injured maid, 
Come each night, with her pale &oe, his guilt to upbraid ; 
That if once introduced to his room, thus array'd. 
And then unmask'd as soon as she'd long enough stay'd, 
Twould be no very difficult task to persuade 
Him the whole was a scurvy trick, cleverly play'd, 
Out of spite and revenge, by a mischievous jade 1 

With respect to the scheme — though I do not call that a gemr* 
Still Fve known soldiers adopt a worse stratagem, 
And that, too^ among the decided approvera 
Of General Sir David Dundas's ' Manoeuvres.' 

There's a proverb, however, Fve always thought clever^ 
Which my Grandmother never was tired of repeating^ 
* The proof of the Pudding is found in the eating 1' 
.We shall see, in the sequel, how Hector Achille 
Had mix'd up the suet and plums for his meaL 

The night had set in ; — 'twas a dark and a gloomy one :— 
Off went St. Foix to his chamber ; a roomy one. 

Five stories high, The firat floor from the sky, 
And lofty enough to afford great facility 
For playing a game, with the youthful nobility. 

Of ' crack corps,^ a deal in Request, when they're feeling, 
In dull country quarters, ennui on tiiem stealing ; 

A wet waiei^s applied To a sixpence's side, 
Then it's spun with the thumb up to stick on tho ceiling ; 
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InteUectual amiMemeiit> "vrfaich cuBtom allows old troopB,-* 
I've seen it heTe practised at horns by oar Honeehold troops 

He'd a table, and bed. And thjree chairs ; and all's said.— 
A bachelor's barrack, where'er you discern it, you're 
Sure not to find overburthen'd with furniture. 

Francois ^Xavier Auguste lock'd and bolted his door 
With just the same caution he'd practised before ; 

lattle he knew That the Count Cordon BleUy 
With Hector Aohille, and the Sieur de la Boue^ 
Had been up there before him, and drawn ev'iy screw ! 

And now comes the moment — the watches and docks 

All point to eleven ! — the bolts and the locks 

Give way — and the party turn out their ba^-fox ! — 

With step noiseless and light, Though half in a fright, 
A cup in her left hand, a draught in her rights 
In her robe long and black, and her yeil long and white, 
Ma'amselle Agnes des Moulins walks in as a sprite 1 — 

She approaches the bed With the same silent tread 
Just as though she had been at least half a year dead J 
Then seating herself on the ' rush-bottom'd chair,' 
Throws a odd stony glance on the Black Mousquetaire. 

If you're one of the ' play-going public^' kind reader^ 
And not a Moravian or rigid Moeder, 

You've seen Mr. Kean, I mean in that scene 
Of Macbeth, — ^by some thought the crack one of the pieoe, J 

Which has been so well painted by Mr. M'Clise^-^ \ 

When he wants, after having stood up to say graoe^* 
To sit down to his haggis, and can't find a place ; j 

Tou remember hjs stare At the high-back'd arm-chaix j 

Where the Ghost sits that nobody else £iows is there^ 
And how, after saying ' What man dares 1 dare I' 

He proceeds to declare He should not so mudi care 
If it came in the shape of a ' tiger ' or ' bear,' 
But he don't like it shaking its long goiy hair ! 
While the obstinate Ghost^ as determined to brave him. 

With a horrible grin, Sits, and cocks up his chin. 
Just as though he was asking the tyrant to shave him. 

And Lennox and Bosse Seem quite at a loss 
If thev ought to go on with their sheep's head and nuce; 
And Lady Macbeth looks uncommonly cross, 

And says in a huff It's all * Proper stuff r— . 

All this you'll have seen, Beader, often enough ; I 

* Hay good digestion wait on appetite. 
And health oa hoth.-^Maob^, 
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Scs perbiipe 'twill vaakt yaa in forming ioiim notioQ 
01 what must have been Fian9oi0 Xavitir's emotion 

If you fancy what troubled Macbeth to be doubled, 
And, instead of one Banquo to stare in his Uob 
Without 'speculatioD,* suj^Kwe he'd a brace i 

I wish rd poor Fuseli's pencil, who ne'er I bel* 
ieve was exceeded in painting the terrible, 

Or that of Sir Joshua Reynolds, who was so ar 
droit in depicting it — vide his piece 
Descriptive of Cardinal Beaufort's decease. 

Where that prelate is lying, Decidedly dyings 

With the King and his suite. Standing just at ho feet, 
And his hands, as Dame Quickly says, fumbling the sheet *, 
While, close at his ear, with the air of a soomer, 
' Busy, meddling,' Old Nick's grinning up in the comer. 
But painting's an art I confess I am raw in. 
The fact is, I never took lessons in drawing, 

Had I done so, instead Of the lines you have read, 
rd have giv'n you a sketch should have fill'd you with dread I 
Francois Aavier Auguste squatting up in his bed. 

His hands widely spread. His complexion like lead, 
EVry hair that he has standing up on hw head. 
As when, Agnes dee Moalins ml catching hia view 
Kow right, and now left, rapid glances he threw, 
Then ^riek'd with a wild and unearthly halloo^ 

' Mon Dieu I v'la dettx I By thb ropB these abb two ! ! T 

He fell back— one long aspiration he drew. 
In flew De la Boue, Ana Count Cordon Bleu, 
Pommade, Pomme-de-terre, and the rest of their crew, 
He stirr'd not» — he spoke not, — ^he none of them knew 
And Achille cried ' Odzooks ! I fear by his looks. 
Our friend, Francois Xavier, has popp'd off the hooks I' 

Twas too true I MoUheureux ! ! 
It was done I — ^he had ended his earthly careery— 
He had gone off at once with a flea in his ear ; 
— ^The Black Mousquetaire was as dead aa Sxnall^beer ! 1 

UEnvoye, 

A moral more in noint I scarce could hope 
Than this, from Mr. Alexander Pope. 

If ever chance should bring some Comet gay 
And pious Maid, — as, possibly, it may, — 
From Knightsbridge Barracks, and the shades serene 
Of Clapham Rise, as fiftr as Kensal Qxea ; 
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0*er some pale marble when they join their heads 

To kifls the &lling tears each other sheds ; 

Oh 1 nuiy they pause 1 — and think, in silent awe, 

He, that reads the words, '(Hg%t8t. FoiaaV 

She^ that the tombstone which her eye smreys 

Bean this sad line,~* J7tc joce^ Soeur Ther^ f— 

Then shall l^ey sigh, and weep, and murmuring say, 

• Oh ! may we never play such tricks as they V — 

And if at such a time some Bard there be^ 

Some sober Bard, addicted much to tea 

And sentimental song — like Ingoldsby — 

If sudh there be— who sin^s and sips so well. 

Let him this sad, this tender stoiy tell I 

Wam'd by the tale, the eentle pair shall boast, 

Tye 'scaped the Broken Heart P—* and I the Ghost ! !* 



The next in order of these * lays of many lands ' refers to a period 
far earlier in point of date, and has for its scene the banks of what 
our Tentonio friends are wont to call their 'own imperial Biyerl* 
The incidents which it records afford suffident proof (and these are 
days of demoinstration), that a propensity to flirtation is not oonfined 
to age or oountiy, and that its consequences were not less disastrous 
to the mail-clad Uttter of the dark ages than to the silken courtier 
of the seyenteenth century. The whole narratiye bears about it the 
stamp of truth, and from the papers among which it was discovered 
I am inclined to think it must have been picked up by Sir Peregrine 
in the coaxse of one of his valetudinaiy visits to ' The German Spa.' 



SIR RUPERT THE FEARLESS. 

A LEOEND OF OEBMANY. 

SIE Rupert the Feabless, a gallant young knight^ 
Was equally ready to tipple or fight, 
Crack a crown, or a bottle. Cut sirloin, or throttle I 
Li brie( or, as Hume says, ' to sum up the tottle^ 
Unstain'd bv dishonour, unsullied by fear, 
All his neighbours pronounced him a preux chevalier, 

Dennte these perfections, corporeal and mental. 
He had one slight defect, viz., a rather lean rental ; 
Bendes, as 'tis own'd thero are spots in the sun, 
So it must be confessed that Sir Rupert had one ; 

Being rather unthinking, He'd scarce sleep a wink in 
A nighty but addict himself sadly to drinldng^ 
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And what moralista say, Is as naughty — to play, 
To Rouge et Noir, Hasard, Short Whist, EeofU} 
Till these, and a few less defensible fandes 
Brought ^e Knight to the end of his slender fit^ftn^^flUt 

When at length through his boozing, And tenants refusing 
Their rents, swearing ' times were so bid they were losing,' 

His steward said, ' 0, sir, It's some time ago^ sir. 
Since aught through my hands reached the baker or grooer. 
And the tradesmen in general are grown great complainers,' 
Sir Rupert the Brave thus addres8*d his retainers : 

'My friends, since the stock Of my father's old hock 
Is oat, with the KUrchwasser, Barsac, Moselle, 
And we're fairly reduced to the pump and the well, 

I presume to suggest, We shall all find it best 
For eadi to shake hands with his friends ere he goes. 
Mount his horse, if he has one, and — follow his nose ; 

As to me, I opine. Left sans money or wine, 
1^ best way is to throw myself into the Rhine, 
Where pitying trav'llers may sigh, as they cross over, 
^ Though he Uved a roud, yet he died a philosopher." ' 

The knight, having bow'd out his friends thus politely, 
Got into his skiff, SiefuU moon shining brightly. 

By the light of whose beam, He soon spied on the stream 
A dame, whose complexion was fair as new cream ; 

Pretty pink silken hose Gover'd ankles and toes, 
In other respects she was scanty of clothes ; 
For, so says tradition, both written and oral. 
Her one garment was loop'd up with bunches of coraL 

Full sweetly she sang to a sparkling guitar, 
With silver chords stretch'd over Derbyshire spar. 

And she smiled on the Ejiight, Who, amazed at the sight, 
Soon found his astonishment merged in delight ; 

But the stream by degrees Now rose up to her knees. 
Till at length it invaded her very chemise. 
While the neavenly strain, as the wave seem'd to swallow her. 
And slowly she sank, sounded fainter and hoUower ; 
—Jumping up in his boat And discarding his coa^ 
* Here goes,' cried Sir Rupert, * by jingo Til follow her I* 
Then into the water he plunged with a souse 
That was heard quite distinctly by those in the house. 

Down, down, forty fathom and more firom the brink. 
Sir Rupert the Fearless continues to sink, 

Aiid, as downward he goes. Still the cold water flows 
Through his ears, and his eyes, and his mouth, and his nose, 
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Till ilie ram and the brandy he'd swallow'd sinoe Inneh 
Wanted nothin,; but lemon to fill him with punch ; 
Some minutes elapaed since he entered the flood. 
Ere hk heels touoh'd the botlom, and stuck in the mud. 

But oh ! what a sight Met the eyes of the Elnight, 
When he stood in the depth of the stream bolt upright I— 

A grand stalactite hall, Like the cave of Fmgal, 
Bose above and about him ; — great fishes and small 
Came thronging aroimd him, regardless of danger, 
And seem'd all agog for a peep at the stranger. 

Their figures and forms to describe, language fedls — 
They'd such very odd heads, and such veiy odd tails; 
Of their genus or species a sample to gain. 

You would ransack all Hungerford market in vain ; ^ 

E'en the £amed Mr. MyeiSy Would scarcely find buyers, 1 

Though hundreds of passengers doubtless would stop 
To sture, were such monsters exposed in his shop. 

But little ledcM Bupert these queer-looking brutes^ 

Or the efts and the newts That crawled up his boots. 

For a sightk beyond any of which Fve made mention. 

In a moment completoly absorb'd his attention. 

A huge oystal bath, which, with water &r dearer 

Than Ghorge Bobins' filters, or Thorpe's (which are dearer). 
Have eyer distill'd. To the summit was fill'd. 

Lay stretch'd out before him, — and eveir nerve thriU'd 

As scores of young women Were diving and swimming, 

Till the vision a perfect quandary put him in ; — 

All slightly accoutred in gauzes and lawns, 

They came floating about him like so many prawns. 

8ir Bapert, who (barrin|; the few peocadUloet 
Alluded to) ere he lept mto the biilowB 
Possessed iireproachable morals, began 
To feel rather queer, as a modest young man ; 
When forth st^^p'd a dame, whom he recognized soon 
As the one he had seen by the light of the moon, 
And lisp'd, while a soft smile attended each sentence^ 
* Sir Bupert, Fm happ^ to make your acquaintance ; 

My name is Lurlme, And the ladies you've seen. 
All do me the honour to call me their Queen ; 
I'm delighted to see you, air, down in the Bhine here. 
And hope you can xaake it convenient to dine here.' 

The Knight blush'd and bow'd. As he ogled the'ciowd 
Of subaqueous beauties, then aitswer'd aloud: 



▲ LiaXNO OF GBLMANT. 223 

'Ma'am» Ton do me much honour, — ^I cannot exprasn 
The delight I shall feel — ^if you'll pardon my dreaa.— 
May I Tenture to aay, when a gentlemen jumps 
In the river at midnight for want of '^ the dumpet" 
He rarely puts on his knee-hreeches and pumps ; 
If I could out have gueas'd — ^what I sensibly feel^ 
Your politeness — I'd not have come en desluibille. 
But haye put on my iilk tights in lieu of my steeL* 
Quoth the lady, * liear sir, no apologies, pray, 
You will take our ** pot-luck ** in the fstinily way ; 

We can give you a dish Of some decentish fish. 
And our water's thought fairish ; but here in the Rhine 
I can't aay we pique ourselves much on our wineu' 

The Eni^t made a bow more profound than before^ 
When a Dory-faced page oped the dining-room door. 

And said, bending his knee, ' Mcumme, on a atrvi f 
Eupert tendered his aim, led Lurline to her plaoe, 
Ana a fiat little Mer-man stood up and said grace. 

What boote it to tell of the viands, or how she 
Apoloeised much for their plain water-souchy, 

Want of Harvey's, and Crosse's, And Burgess's sauces ? 
Or how Bupert, on his side, protested, by Jove, he 
Freferr'd his fish plain, without soy or anchovy. 

^ Suffice it the meal Boasted trout, perch, and eel* 
Besides some remarkably fine salmon peeL 
The Enight, sooth to say, thought much less of the fishes 
Than of what they were served on, the massive gold dij^es; 
While his eye, as it glanced now and then on the girls. 
Was caught by their persons much less than their pearls^ 
And a thought came across him and caused him to muse, 

' If I could but get hold Of some of that gold, 
I might manage to pay off my rascally Jews I' 

When dinner was done, at a sign to the lasses. 
The table was clear'd, and they put on fresh glasses; 

Then the lady addrest Her redoubtable guest 
^uch as Dido^ of old, did the pious Eneas, 
Dear sir, what induced you to come down and see us ?'— 
Bupert gave her a glance most bewitchingly tender, 
LoU'd back in his cnair, put his toes on the fender, 

And t(dd her outright How that he^a young Knight, 
Had never been last at a feast or a fight ; 

But that keeping good cheer, Every day in the year, 
And drinking neat wines all the same as small-be^, 

Had ex^iusted his rent. And, his money all spent, 
How he bonow'd large sums at two hundred per CbnK. • 
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How they follow'd — and then. The once oivillest ci men, 
Messrs. Howard and Gibbs, made him bitterly me it he 
'd ever raised money by way of annuity ; 
Andy his mortgagee bemg about to foreclosOy 
How he jumped in the riyer to finish his woes ! 

Lurline was afifected, and, own'd, with a tear. 
That a story so mournful had ne*er met her ear; 

Buperty hearing her sigh, Look'd unoommanlysly. 
And said with some emphi^ ' Ah I miss, had I 

A few pounds of those metals You waste here on kcttlea^ 

Then, tjord once again Of my spacious domain* 
A free Count of the Empire once more I might reign, 

With Lurline at my side, Mv adorable bride, 
(For the parson should come, and the knot should be tied ;) 
No couple so happy on earth should be seen 
As Sir Bupert the Brave and his charming Lurline ; 
Not that money's my object — No, hang it I I scorn it — 
And as for my rank — ^but that you'd so adorn it — 

rd abandon it all To remain your true thrall. 
And instead of *the Great; be call'd 'Rupert ikieSmaUf 
— ^To gain but your smiles, were I Sardanapalus, 
rd descend from my throne, and be boots at an alehouse.** 

Lurline hung her head Tum'd pale, and then red, 
Ghrowing faint at this sudden proposal to wed. 
As thou^ his abruptness, in 'popping the question' 
So soon after dinner, disturbed her digestion. 

Then, averting her eye. With a lover-like sigh, 
' You are welcome, she murmur'd in tones most bewitching^ 
' To every utensil I have in my kitchen I' 

Up started the Knight, Half mad with delight, 

Bound her finely-form'd waist He immediately placed 
One arm, which the lady most closely embraced, 
Of her lily-white finders the other made capture, 
And he press'd his adored to his bosom witn rapture. 
* And, oh V he exclaim'd, ' let them go cateh my skiff^ I 
11 be home in a twinkling and back in a ji£^, 
Nor one moment procrastmate loneer my journey 
Than to put up the banns and kick out the attorney.' 

One kiss to her lip, and one squeeze to her hand. 
And Sir Bupert already was half-way to luid, 

For a souT-visaged Triton, With features would frighten 
Old Nick, caught him up in one hand, though no light one^ 

* ' Sardaoapalqs ' and Boots,' the ZenUh and NaUr of hiwiBn society. 
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Sprang up through the waves, popp'd him into nu tunny, 
Which some others already had liklf-fiird with money ; 
In &ct, 'twas 80 hoavily laden with ore 
.^d pearls, 'twas a mercy he got it to shore : 

But Sir Rupert was strong. And while pulling alongp 
Still he heajd^ faintly sounding the water-nymphs' gou^z. 

LAY OF THE NAIADS, 

Away I away I to the moontain's brow. 

Where the castle is darkly frowning ; 
And the yassals, all in goodly row, 

Weep for their lord a-drowning 1 
Away I away 1 to the steward's room, 

Where law with its wig and robe is ; 
Throw us out John Doe and Richard Roe, 

And sweetly we*ll tickle their tobies I' 

The unearthly voices scarce had ceased their yelling. 
When Rupert reach'd his old baronial dwelling. 

What rejoicing was there I How the vassals did stare I 
The old housekeeper put a clean shirt down to air. 

For she saw by her lamp That her master's was damp, 
And she fear'd he'd catch cold, and lumbago and cramp ; 

But, scorning what she did, The Emght never heeded 
Wet jacket or trousers, nor thought of repining, 
Since their pockets had got such a delicate lining, 

But oh I what dismay Fill'd the tribe of Ca Sa, 
When they found he'd the cash, and intended to pay I 
Away went ' cognovitSy * biUs,' ' bonds,' and ' escheats,' — 
Rupert clear'd off all scores, and took proper receipts. 

Now no moro he sends out For pots of brown stoitt, 
Or aehnapSf but resolves to do henceforth without, 
Abjure from this hour all excess and ebriety, 
£nrol himself one of a Temp'rance Society, 

All liot eschew, Begin life anew. 
And new-cushion and hassock the family pew I 
Nay, to strengthen him more in his new mode of life. 
He boldly determines to take him a wife. 

Now, many would think that the Knight, from a nice sense 
Of honour, should put Lurline's name in the licence, 
And that, for a man of his breeding and quality. 

To break faith and troth, Gonfirm'd by an oath, 
Is not quite consistent with rigid morality; 

Q 
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Bat whether the nymph was foTgot> or he thought hoi 
From her eesenoe scarce wife, but sA best wife-and-watcr, 
And declined as unsoitedf A bride so diluted — 
Be this as it may, He, I'm sony to say, 
(For, all things oonsider'd, I own 'twas a run thing,) 
Made proposals in form to Mias Una Fbf»-H9omething, 
(Her name has escaped me,) sole heiress, and niece 
To a highly respectable Justice of Peace. 

' Thrice hi^y's the wooing That's not long a-doing I* 
So much time ia sayed in the billing and cooing — 
The ring is now bought, the white Styours, and gloves. 
And all the et cetera which crown people's loves ; 
A magnificent bride-cake comes home from the baker. 
And lastly appears, from the German Long Acre, 
That shaft wmch the sharpest in all Cupid's quiver is, 
A plam-colour'd coach, and rich Pompadour liveries. 

Twas a comely sight To behold the Knight, 
With his boiutiful bride, dress'd all in white. 
And the bridesmaids fair with their long lace veils. 
As they all walk'd up to the altar rails, 
While nice little boys, the incense dispensers^ 
March'd in front witii white surplices, bands^ and gilt ocnseti. 

With a gracious air, and a smiline look. 

Mess John had opened his awful book, 

And had read so far as to ask if to w^ he meant? 

And if ' he knew any just cause of impediment ?' 

When from base to turret the castle snook 1 1 ! 

Then came a sound of a mighty rain 

Dashing against each storied pane, 

The wind blew loud, ibid a coal-black cloud 
<)'ershadow'd the church, and the party, and crowd ; 
How it could happen they could not divine^ 
The morning had been so remarkably fine I 

Still the darkness increased, till it reach'd such a paai 
That the sextoness hasten'd to turn on the gas ; 

But harder it pour'd. And the thundor roar'd^ 
As if heaven and earth were coming together : 
None ever had witness'd such terrible weather. 

Now louder it orash'd. And ^e lightning flash'd. 
Exciting the feais Of the sweet little dean 
In the veils, as it danced on the brass chandeliers ; 
The parson ran off, though a stout-hearted Saxon, 
When he found that a fash had aet fire to his caxon. 
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Though all the iwt trembled, as might be expected, 
Sir Bupert was perfectly cool and collected. 

And endeaToar*d to cheer His bride, in her ear 
Whisp'ring tenderly, ' Pray don't be frighten'd, my dear ; 
Should it even set fire to ue castle, and bum it, you'ru 
Amply insured both for buildings and furniture.* 

B^i now, from without, A trustworthy scout 

Bnsh'd hurriedly in. Wet through to the skin. 
Informing his master ' the river was rising, 
And floooing the grounds in a w^ quite surprising.* 

He'd no time to say more, For already the roar 
Of the watem was heard as they reach'd the church-door. 
While, high on the first wave that roU'd in, was seen, 
Riding jsoudly, the fonn of the angry Lurline ; 
And aU might observe, by her glance fierce and stormy, 
She was stmig by the ipreUz injuria foTTnas. 

What she said to the Knight^ what she said to tiie bride. 
What die said to the ladies who stood by her side. 
What she said to the nice little boys in white clotlies, 
Oh, nobody mentions, — ^for nobody knows ; 
For tile rem tumbled in, and the walls tumbled ont, 
And the folks tumbled down, all confusion and rout, 

The run kept on pouring. The flood kept on roaring. 
The bilbws and water-nymphs roll'd more and more in ; 

Ere the close of the day All was clean wash*d away — 
One only survived who could hand down the news, 
A little old woman that opai'd tihe pews ; 

She was borne ofiE^ but stuck, ^y the greatest good luck, 
In an oak-tree, and there she hung, crying and screaming, 
And saw all the rest swallow'd up the wild stream in ; 

In vain, all the week, Did the fishermen seek 
For the bodies, and poke in each cranny and creek ; 

IxL vain was their search. After ausht in the church. 
They caught nothing but weeds, and perhaps a few perch ; 

Tlie Humane Society Tried a variety 
Of methods, and brought down, to drag for the wreck, tackles 
But they only fiah'd up the clerk's tortoiseshell spectacles, 

XOBAL. 

This tale has a moral. Ye youths, oh, beware 

Of liquor, and bow you run after the fair ! 

Shun playing at tihorU — ^avoid quarrels and jars — 

And don't tsuce to 8moki]\g those nasty cigars ! 

—Let no run of bad luck, or despair for some Jewess-eyed 

Damsel, induce you to contemplate suicide I 
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Don't sit up much later than ten or eleven I — 

Be up in the morning by half after seven ! 

Keep from flirting — ^nor risk, wam'd by Rupert's miscanu^e^ 

An action for br^ch of a promise of marriage;—* 

Don't £uicy odd fishes 1 Don't prig silver dishes I 
And to sum up the whole, in the shortest phrase I know^ 
Bewabb of the Bhinb, akd take gabe of the Bbino I 



And now for * Sunny Italy,'— the ^ Land of the unJEbrgotten brave, 
— the land of blue skies and black-eyed Signoras. — ^I cannot diih 
cover from any recorded memoranda that ' Uncle Perry* was ever in 
Venice, even in Carnival time, — ^that he ever saw Garrick in Shy- 
look. I do not believe, and am satisfied that he knew nothing of 
Shakspeare, a circumstance that would by no means disqualify him 
from publishing an edition of that Poet's works. I can only con- 
clude that, in the course of his Continental wanderings, Sir Pere- 
grine had either read, or heard of the following history, especially 
as he famishes us with some particulars of the eventual desti- 
nation of his dramcais penoncR which the Bard of Avon has omitted. 
If this solution be not accepted, I can only say, with Mr. Pu£^ that 
probably *two men hit upon the same idea, and Shakspeare made 
nse of it first' 

THE MERCHANT OP VENIOK 
A LB0E3n> or rCALT. 

* * * Of the Merchant of Venice there sre two 4to editions in 1800» one 
by Heyes and the other by Roberts. The Doke of Dsronshire and Lord 
Krands Egerton hare copies of the edition by Heyes, and they vary imporicuUly, 

* * * It most be acknowledged that this is a very easy and happj emenda- 
tion, which does not admit of a moment's doabt or dispute. 

* * * Readers in general are not at all aware of the nonsense they have in 
many cases been aooostomed to receive as the genuine teit of Shakspeare I 

Reasons for a New Edition of Shakspeare^s Works, by /. Payne Collier, 

BELIEVE there are few 

But have heaxd of a Jew, 
Named Shylock, of Venice, as arrant a ' screw' 
In money transactions as ever you knew ; 
An exorbitant miser, who never yet lent 
A ducat at less than three hundred per cent, 
Insomuch that the veriest spendthrift in Venice, 
Who'd take no more care of his pounds than his pennies, 



I 
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When profli'd for a loan, at the Tory first sight 

Oi his tennfl^ would bac^ oat^ and take refuge in Flight. 

It is not my pupoee to pause and inquire 

If he might not, in managing thus to retire. 

Jump out of the fiying-pan into the fire ; 

SufiBoe it» Umt folks would have nothing to do^ 

Who could poasibly help it^ with Shyk^ the Jew. 

But, howeyer discreetly one cuts and contrives, 

We 've been most of us taught in the course of our lives, 

That ' Needs must when the Elderly Gentleman drives !' 

In proof of this rule, A thoughtless young fool, 
Bassanio^ a Lord of the Tomnoddy school, 
Wh(^ by showing at Operas, Balls, Plays, and Court, 
A 'swelling* (Payne Collier would read ' swilling*) ' port/ 
And inviting his friends to dine, break&st, and sup, 
Had shrunk his ' weak means,' and was * stum^'d ' and ' hard up. 

Took occasion to send To his very good triend 
Antonio, a merchant whose wealth had no end. 
And who 'd often before had the kindness to lend 
TfiTn large sums, on his note, which he 'd managed to rpcnd. 

* Antonio,' said he, 'Now listen to me ; 
I Ve just hit on a scheme which, I think youll agree. 
All matters considered, is no bad design. 
And whidi, if it succeeds, will suit your book and mine. 

* In the first place, you know all the money Pve got. 
Time and often, fh>m you has been long gone to pot. 
And in mi^ng those loans you have made a bad shot ; 
Now do as the boys do when, shooting at sparrows 
And torn-tits, they chance to lose one of their arrows, 

— Shoot another the same way — ^I'll watch well its track. 
And, turtle to tripe^ 111 bring both of them back ! — 

So list to my plan. And do what you can 
To attend to and second it, that's a good man I 

* There's a Lady, yoimg, handsome, beyond all compare, at 
A place l^ey call Belmont, whom, when I was there, at 
The suppers and parties my friend Lord Mountferrat 
Was giving last season, we all used to stare at. 

Then, as to her wealth, her solicitor told mine. 
Besides vast estates, a pearl-fishery, and gold mine. 

Her iron strong box Seems bursting its locks. 
It's stuffed so with shares in *^ Grand Junctions" and " Docks," 
Not to speak of the money she's got in the Stocks, 

French, Dutch, and Brazilian, Columbian, and Chilian, 
In English Exchequer-bills full half a million. 
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Kot " kites," mannfftctnred to cheat and mTeigtey 
But the lig^t sort of ^ flixDsy," all signed by Montea^le. 
Then I know not how much in Oanalnshajras and Bailwajqi^ 
And more specnlatioDS I need not detail, ways 
Of vesting which, if not so safe as some think 'em, 
CSontribute a deal to improving one's ineome ; 

In shorty she's a lunt I «^Now I say, deuce is in*t 
I^ with all my experience, I can't take a hint^ 
And her ** eye's speechless messagefli'' plainer than print 
At the time that! told you o( know irom a squint 

In shorty my dear Tony, My trusty old crony, 
Do stump up three thousand once more as a loan — I 
Am sure of my ^une — though, of course there are brutes, • 

Of all sorts and sizes, preferring their suits 
To her, you may call the Italian Miss Goutts, 

Yefc Portia — sh^s named from that daughter of Gate's — i 

Is not to be snapp'd up like little potatoes, i 

And I have not a doubt I shall rout every lout 
Ere you'll whisper Jack Robinson — cut them all out — 

Surmount every barrier. Cany her, many her ! 
— ^Then hey ! my old Tony, when once &irly noosed, 
For her Three-«uid-arhalf per Gen^s — New and Reduced I' 

With a wink of his eye His friend made reply , 

In his jocular manner, sly, caustic^ and dry. 
* Still tiie same boy, BasKuiio — ^never sav ** die " 1 
—Well— I hardly know how I shall do\ but Fll try,— 
Don't suppose my affairs are at all in a hash, 
But the tact is, at present I'm quite out of cash ; 
The bulk of my property, merged in rich cargoes, is 
Tossing about> as you know, in my Argosies, 

Tendi]^, of course, my resources to cripple, — I i 

've one bound to England, — another to Tripoli — -j 

Gyprus — ^Masulipatam — end Bombay ; — ] 

A sixth, by the way, I consigned t'other day 
To Sir Ghregor ITGhregor, Gaoique <S Poyais, 
A country where silver 's as common as clay. 

Meantime, till they tack. And come, some of them, baok^ 
What with Guistom-honse duties, and bills falling due. 
My accoimt with Jones Loyd and Go. looks rather blue ; i 

While, as for the ** ready," I 'm like a Ghuroh-monse,— I 

I really don't think there's five pounds in the house. ^ 

But, no matter for that, I«t me just get my hat| 
And my new silk umbrella that stands on &e matt 
And we'll so forth at once to the market— we two,— 
And try what my credit in Venice can do ; 
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I stand well on 'Ghaage, and, when ftU*8 said and done, I 
Don't doubt I ahall get it for lore or for numey.' 

They wen going to go^ When, lo I down helow, 
Ln the street, they heard somebody dying, ' Old Clo' I' 
— * By the Pope, there's the man for onr purpose I — ^I knew 
We should not have to search long. Solamo^ run you, 
— Salaiino^ — quick I — haste 1 ere he get out of view. 
And call in tluit scoundrel, dd Shylmsk the Jew V 

With a pack, like a sack 

Of old clothes at his hack. 
And three hats on his head, Shylock came in a crack. 
Saying, * Rest you fair, Signior Antonio i — ^vat, pray, 
Might your Yorahip be pleashed for to vant in ma yay ?* 

— * Why, Shylock, although. As yon very well know, 
I am what they call *^ warm," — ^pay my way as I go, 
And, as to myself neither borrow nor lend, 
I can break through a rule to oblige an old friend ; 
And that's the case now — ^Lord Basaanio would raise 
Some three thousand ducats—well, — ^knowinff your ways, 
And that nought's to be got from you, say what one will, 
Unless yon'ye a couple of names to the bill. 

Why, for once, Til put mine to it, Yea, seal and sign tc it— > 
Now, then, old Sinner, let's hear what you'll say 
As to " doing* a bill at three months from to-day? 
Three thousand gold ducats, mind — all in good bags 
Of hard money — ^no sealing-wax, slippem, or lafls r 

' — ^Vell, ma tear,' says the Jew, ' I'll see yat I can do 1 
But Mlshter Antonio, hark you, tish fanny 
You say to me, " Shylock, ma tear, ye'd hsye money ?" 

Yen you yeiy veil knows. How you shpit on my cluthoa. 
And use naughty yords — call me Dog — and ayouch 
Dat I put too much int'resht py half in ma pooch. 
And yhile 1, like de resht of ma tribe, shrug and crouch. 
You find &ult mit ma pargains, and aay I'm a Smouch. 

— ^Vell 1 — ^no matters, ma tear, — Von yoxd in your car I 
I'd be friends mit you bote — and to make dat appear, 
y y, 111 find you de monies as soon as you yiU, 
Only yon littel joke musht be put in oe pill ; — 

Ma tear, you musht say. If on such and such day 
Such sum or such sums, you shall fail to repay, 
I shall cut yhere I like, as de pargain is proke, 
A fair pound of your flesh — chest by yay of a joke. 

So noyel a clause Caused Bassanio to pause ; 
But Antonio^ like most of those sago ' Johnny Baws 
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Who care not three straws About Lawyen or Lu\v% 
And think cheaply of ' Old Father Antic,' because 
They have never experienced a giipa from his claws^ 
'Poohpooh'd ' the whole thing. — 'Let the Smouch have his way, 

miy, what care I, pray, For his penalty ? — ^Nay, 
It's a forfeit he 'd never expect me to pay : 

And, come what come may, I biardly need say 
My ships will be back a full month ere the day.' 
So^ anxious to see his friend off on his journey. 
And thinking the whole but a paltry oonoem, he 

AfELx'd with all speed His name to a deed, 
Duly stamp'd and drawn up by a sharp Jew attorney^ 
Thus again fumish'd forth. Lord Bassanio^ instead 
Of squandering the cash, after giving one spread. 
With fiddling and masques, at the Saracen s Head, 

In the morning ' made play,' And without more delay. 
Started off in the steamboat for Belmont next day. 

But scarcely had he From the harbour got free, 
And leit the Lc^unes for the broad open sea. 
Ere the 'Change and Rialto both rung with the news 
That he'd carried off more than mere cash from the Jeu-'s. 

Though Shylock was old. And, if rolling in gold. 
Was as uglv a dog as you'd mdsh to behold. 
For few in ms trioe 'mongst their Levis and Moseses 
Sported so Jewish an eye, beard, and nose as his. 
Still, whate'er the opinions of Horace and some be, 
Your aquikB generate somdimes Cotumbce^* 
Like Jephthah, as Hamlet says, he'd 'one fair dauahter/ 
And every gallant, who caught sight of her, thought her 
A jewel —a gem of the very first water ; 

A great many sought her. Till one at last caught hor, 
And, upsetting all that the Rabbis had taught her, 
To feelmgs so truly reciprocal brought her, 

That the very same nizht Bananio thought right 
To sive all his old friends that farewell ' invit^ 
And while Shylock was gone there to feed out of spite. 
On * wings made by a tailor' the damsel took flight. 

By these ' wings ' Fd express A grey duffle dress, 
With brass badge and muffin cap, made, as by rule. 
For an upper-class boy in the National School. 
Jessy nmiBack'd the house, popp'd her breeks on, and when m 
Disguised, bolted off with her beau — one Lorenzo^ 

* Neo imbdlcm ftroces 
FroKeoeraat aquil« oolumbam.-^HoB. 
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An ' Unthiifti* who lost not a moment in whisking 

Her into the boat, And was fiurly afloat 
Ere her Pa had got rid of the smell of the griskin. 

Next day, while old Shylock was making a racket, 
And thieatening how well he'd dust every man*s jacket 
Who'd help'd her in getting aboard of the packet, 
Baasanio at Belmont was capering and prancing. 
And bowing, and scraping, and singing, and dancing, 
Makmcr eycs at Miss Portia, and doing his best 
To neriorm the polite, and to cut oat the rest; 
Ana, if left to herself he no doubt had succeeded. 
For none of them waltz'd so genteelly as he did ; 

But an obstacle lay. Of some weight, in his way, 
The defunct Mr. P. who was now turned to clay, 
IHaA hoea an odd man, and, though all for the hest he meant. 
Left but a queer sort of ' Last will and testament,' — 

Bequeathing her hand. With her houses and land, 
&&, froEO. motives one don't understand. 
As she rey'renoed his memoiy, and valued his blessing, 
To him who should turn out the best hand at guessing ! 

Like a good girl, she did Just what she was bid. 
In one of three caskets her picture she hid. 
And dapp'd a conundrum a-top of each lid. 

A couple of Princes, a black and a white one. 

Tried fint, but they both fail'd in choosing the right one. 

Another from Naples, who shoe'd his own horses ; 

A Frmch Lord, whose graces might vie with Count D'Or(iay*s;- 

A yoone English Baron ; — a Sootch Peer his neighbour : — 

A duU drunken Saxon, all moustache and sabre ; 

All foUow'd, and all had their pains for their labour. 

Baasanio came last — ^happy man be his dole ! 

Put his coiguiing cap on, — considered the whole, — 
The gold put aside as Mere ' hard food for Midas/ 
The silver bade trudge As a ' pale common drudge ;' 

Then dhoosing the little lead box in the middle, 

CSame plump on the picture, and found out the riddle. 

Now, you're not such a goose as to think, I dare say, 
GenUe fieader, that all Ihis was done in a day, 

Any more than the dome Of 8t Peter's at Borne 
Was built in the same space of time ; and, in fact, 

Whilst Bassanio was doing His billing and cooing. 
Three months had gone by ere he reach'd the fifth act ; 
Meanwhile that unrortunate bQl became due, 
Which his Lordship had almost forgot, to the Jew, 
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And Antonio grew In a deuce of a stew, 
For he could not cuh up, spite of all he could do; 
(The bitter old Isxaelite would not renew,) 
What with contrary winds, storms, and wrecks, and embargoes^ his 
Funds were all stopp'd, or gone down in his argosies, 
None of the set having come into port, 
And Shylock's attorney was moving the Court 
For the forfeit supposed to bo set down in sport 

The serious news Of this step of the Jew's, 
And his fix'd resolution all terms to refuse. 
Gave the newly-made Brid^room a fit of ' the Blue^* 
Especially, too, as it came from the pen 
Of nis poor friend himself on the wedding-day,— then. 
When the Parson had scarce shut his book up, and when 
The Clerk was yet uttering the final Amen. ' 

* Dear Friend,' it continued, * all's up with me — I 
Have nothing on earth now to do but to die 1 

And, as death dears all scores, you're no longer my debtor; 

I should take it as kind Could you come— never mind — 
If you're love don't persuade you, why, — don't let this letter !' 

I hardly need say this was scarcely read e'er 

Ere a post-chaise and four Was brought round to the door. 
And Bassanio, though, doubtless, he thought it a bore, 
Gave his lady one kiss, and then started at score. 

But scarce in his flight Had he got out of sight 
Ere Portia, addressing a groom, said, 'My lad, you a 
Journey must take on the instant to Padua; 
Find out there BeUario, a Doctor of Laws, 
Who, like FoUett, is never left out of a cause. 

And give him this note. Which Pve hastily wtotc. 
Take the papers hell give you — ^then push for the ferry 
Below, where Fll meet you, you'll do't ui a wherry. 
If you can't find a boat on the Brenta with sails to it 
— Stay, bring his gown too, and wig with thioe tails to it' 

Giovanni Tthat's Jack) Brought out his hack. 
Made a bow to nis mistress, then jump'd on its back, 
Put his hand to his hat, and was off in a crack. 
The Signora soon ibllow'd, herself, taking, as her 
Own escort^ Nerissa, her maid, and BaltSwar 

* The Court is prepared, the Lawyen are met, 

The Judges all ranged, a terrible show I' 
As Captain Macheath says, — and when one's in debt. 
The sight's as unpleasant a cme as I know. 
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Yet still not to lad after all, I sappoae, 

Ab ii^ when one cannot diaohaige what one owes. 

They should bid people oat off one's toes or one's nose ; 

Tet here, a worse £ate, Stands Antonio, of late 
A Merchant, might Tie e'en with Princes in state. 
'With his waistcoat onbutton'd, prepared for the knife, 
"Which, in taking a pound of flesh, must take his life ; 
—On the other side Shvlook, his bag on the floor. 
And three shocking bad hats on his need, as before. 

Imperturbable stands^ As he waits their oommandi 
With his scales and his great tntcker-'tnee in his hands : 
— ^Between them, equipt in a wig, ^wn and bands, 
With a very smooth fiioe, a young dandified Lawyer, 
Whose air, ne'ertheless, speaks him quite a topnaawyer, 

Thoush his hopes are but feeble. Does his jpoatUie 
To make uie hard Hebrew to mercr^ incline. 
And in lieu of his three thousand ducats take nine. 
Which Baasanio, for reasons we well may divine^ 
Shows in so many bags all drawn up in a line. 
But Tain are all efforts to soften him— «till 

He points to the bond He so often has 0Qnn*d, 
And says in plain terms hell be shot if he wilL 
So the dandified Lawyer, with talking grown hoarse, 
Says, ' I can say no moro— let the law take its couiBb.' 

Just &ncy the gleam of the eye of the Jew, 
As he sluurpen'd his knife on the sole of his shoe 

From the toe to the heel. And grasping the steel. 
With a business-like air was beginning to feel 
Whereabouts he should cut, as a butcher would yeal. 
When the dandified Judge put a spoke in his wheeL 

* Stay, Shylock,* says he, * Here's one thing— you see 
This bond of yours giyes you here no jot of blood 1 
— ^The words are *^ A pound of flesh,"— that's clear as mud«* 
Slice away, then, old fellow — ^but mind I — ^if you spill 
One drc^ of his claret that's not in your bill, 
m hang you, like Haman 1 — \ff Jingo I willl 



When apprised of this flaw. You neyer yet 
Such an awfully mark'd elpneation of jaw 
As in Shylock, who cried, ' Flesh ma heart 1 ish dat law ?*-« 

Off went his three hats, And he look'd as the cats 
Do, wheneTer a mouse has escaped from their claw. 
* — ^lah't the law T — ^why the thmg won't admit of a qucTy— 

'No doubt of the fact. Only look at the act; 
Acto qutnto^ ca$ : tertio^ Dogi Falter i — 



^ 
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Nay, if^ rather than cat, you'd relinquish the debt. 
The Law, Master Shy, has a hold on you yet. 
See Foscari's ** Statutes at large " — *^ If a Stranger 
A Citizen's life shall, with malice, endanger. 
The whole of his pn)perty, little or greats 
Shall go, on oonviction, one half to the State, 
And one to the person pursued by his hate; 
And, not to create Any farther debate. 
The Doge, if he pleases, may cut off his pate." 
So down on your marrowbones, Jew, and ask mercy ! 
DefendsJit and Plaintiff are now vnsy wersyJ 

What need to declare How pleased they all were 
At so joyful an end to so sad an affair? 
Or Bassanio's delight at the turn things had taken. 
His friend having saved, to the letter, his bacon ? — 
How Shylock got shaved, and tum'd Christian, though late. 
To save a lUe-int'rest in half his estate ? 
How the dandified Lawyer, who'd managed the thing, 
Would not take any fee for his paios but a ring 
Which Mis. BasMuuo had given to her spouse, 
With injunctions to keep it on leaving die house ? — 

How when he, and the spark Who appeared as his clerk. 
Had thiovm off their wiga, and their gowns, and their jetty ooat^ 
There stood Nerissa and Portia in petticoats ? — 
How they pouted, and flouted, and acted the cruel. 
Because Lord Bassanio had not kept his jewel ? — 

How they scolded and broke out, Till, havinz their joke out. 
They kissed, and were friends, and, all blessing and blessed 

Drove home by the light Of a moonshiny night, 
Like the one in wmch Troilus, the brave Trojan knight. 
Sat astride on a wall, and sigh'd after his Cressid? — 

All this, if 'twere meet, I'd go on to repeat. 
But a story spun out so's by no means a treat, 
So, m merely relate what, in spite .of the pains 
I have taken to nxanmage among his remains. 
No edition of Shakspeare, Tve met with, contains ; 
But, if the account which Pve heard be the true one, 
We shall have it, no doubt, before long, in a new one. 

Li an MS., then, sold For its full weight in gold. 
And knoQk'd down to my friend. Lord Tomnoddy, I'm told 
It's recorded that Jessy, coquettish and vain. 
Gave her husband, Lorenzo, a good deal of pain ; 
Being mildly rehired, she levanted again. 
Ban away with a Scotchman, and, crossing the main, 
Becama kaaown by tne name of the * Flower of Domblane. 
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That Antonio^ whose pietj caused, as we've seen. 
Him to spit upon eveiy old Jew's gaberdine, 

Ana whose goodness to paint All oolouis were faint. 
Acquired the well-merited prefix of ' Saint,' 
Ana the Doge, his admirer, of honour the fount. 
Having given him a patent and made him a Count, 
He went over to England, got nat'ralis'd there. 
And espons'd a rich heireaB in Hanover Square. 

That Shylock came with him, no longer a Jew, 
But converted, I think may be possibTy true, 
But that Walpole, as these selfrsame papers aver, 
Bv changing the y in his name into er, 
Should aUow him a fictitious surname to dish up. 
And in Seventeen-twenty-eight make him a Bishop, 
I cannot believe — ^but shall still think them two men 
Till some Sage proves the £act ' with his usual acumen.'* 



MOBAL. 

From this tale of the Bard It's uncommonly hard 
If an editor can't draw a moral. — Tis clear. 
Then, — ^In ev'ry yoxmg wif&4eeking Bachelor's ear 
A TnaTJin, 'bove all other stories, tms one drums, 
*■ PiTOH Gbeek to old Habbt, and stick to Odnundbums ! r 

To new-married Ladies this lesson it teaches, 

' You're " no that far wrong" in assuming the breeches !' 

Monied men upon 'Change, and rich Merchants it schools 

To look well to assets— nor play with edge tools I 

Last of all, this remarkable History shows men. 

What caution they need when they deal with old-clothesmen I 

So bid John and Maiy To mind and be wary. 
And never let one of them come down the are' 1 



From St. Mark to St. Lawrence — ^from the Bialto to the Escurial^ 
(rom one Peninsula to another 1 — ^it is but a hop^ step, and jump— *• 
your toe at Genoa, your heel at Marseilles, and a good hearty spring 
[lops you down at once in the very heart of Old Castille. That Sir 
Peregrine Ingoldsby, then a young man, was at Madrid soon after 
the peace c^ Byswidk, there is extant a long correspondence of his to 
prove. Various passages in it countenance the supposition that his 
tour was partly undertaken for political purposes ; and this opinion 
is much strengthened by certain allusions in several of his letters 
addressed, in after life, to his friend, Sir Horace Mann, then acting 
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in the capacity of Envoy to the Conrt of Toacany. Altiioagh the 
Knight spent seyeral months in Spain, and visited many of her 
principal dties, there is no proof of his having actnally 'seen 
Seville,' beyond the internal evidence incidentally supplied hy the 
following legend. The events to which it allodes were, of cooiBe, of 
a much earlier date, though the genealogical records of the ^Eingg 
of both the Indies' have been in vain consulted for the purpose of 
fixing their precise date, and even Mr. Simpkinson's nseaioh has 
failed to determine which of the royal stock rejoicing in the name 
of Ferdinand is the hero of the legend. The ocmglomeratiaQ of 
Christian names usual in the &milies of the katUe notHesse of Spain 
adds to the difi&oulty ; not that this inconvenient accumulatiozi of 
prefixes is peculiar to the country in question, witness my excellent 
friend Field-Marshal Count Herman Earl Heinrich Socrates von der 
Nodgerrie zii Pfefferkom, whose appellations puzzled the recording 
clerk of one of our Courts lately, — and that not a little. 

That a splendid specimen of the Rentes J?omo, spsetes Monk^ 
flourished in the earlier moiety of the 16th century, under the 
appellation of Toiquemada, is notorious, — ^and this fieict might seem 
to establish the era of the stoiy ; but then his name was John — ^not 
Dominic— though he was a i>omtniban, and hence the mistake^ if 
any, may perhaps have originated — but then again the Spanish 
Queen to whom he was Confessor was called Isabella, and not Blanche 
— ^it IS a pn&sling affiiir altogether. 

From his own silence on [the subject it may well be doubted 
whether the worthy transcriber know himself the date of tiie trans- 
actions he has recorded; the authenticily of tiie details, however, 
cannot be well called in question. — ^Be this as it may, I shall make 
QO further question, but at once introduce my 'pensive public' to 

THE AUTO-DA-FE. 

A LBQBKD OF SPADI. 

a moody air, from mom till noon. 

King Ferdmand paces the royal saloon ; 

From mom till eve He does nothing but grieve; 

Sighings and sobbings his midriff heave. 
And he wipes his eyes with his ermined sleeve, 
And he presBes his feverish hand to his brow, 
jknd he frowns and he looks I can't toll you how , 

And the Spanish Grandees, in tiieir degree^ 
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Are whispering about in twos and in threes, 
And there is not a man of them seems at 1^ ease^ 
But they gaze on the monarch, as watching what he doei^ 
With their very long whiskers, and longer Toledos. 
Don Graspar, Don Gnsman, Don Juan, Don Diego^ 
Don Gomez, Don Pedio, Don Bias, Don Bodrigo^ 
Don Jerome, Don Giaocono join Don Alphonso 

In making inquiries Of gmve Don Bamirez, 
The Chamberlain, what it is maJuM him take on so; 
A Monaich so great that the soundest opinions* 
Maintain the sun can't set throughout his dominions. 

But graye Don Bamirez In guessinff no nigher is 
Than the other gnye Dons who propound these inquiries * 
When, pausing at length, as beginning to tire, his 
Majes^ beckcxDS, with stately civility, 

To Sefior Don Lewis Gond^ d'Aianjuez, 
Who in birth, wealth, and consequence second to few is, 
And Sefior Don Manuel, Count de Pacheco, 
A lineal descendant from Siug Pharaoh Neco, 
Both Knights of the Golden Fleece, highborn Hidalgos, 
With whom e'en the King himself quite as a < pal' goes. 

'Dca Lewis,' says he, 'Just listen to me ; 
And yon. Count Pacneoo,— I think that we three 
On matters of state, for the most part agzee, — 

Now you both of you know That some six years aga 
Being then, for a King, no indifferent Beau, 
At the altar I took, like my forbears of old. 

The Peninsula's paragon. Fair Blanche of Aiagon, 
For better, for worse, and to have and to hold — 

And you're fully aware. When the matter took air. 
How ihev shouted, and fired the great guns in the Square, 
Cried ' Viva /' and rung all the bells in the steeple. 

And all that sort of thing The mob do when a King 
Brings a Queen-Consort home for the good of his people. 

• Well !— six years and a day Have flitted away 
Since that blessed event, yet I'm sony to say — 
In &ct it's the principal cause of my pain^- 
I don't see any signs of an Infant of Spidn! — 

Now I want to a^ you. Cavaliers true, 
And Counsellors sage— what the deaoe shall I do?*— 
The State— don't you see ?— hey ?— an heir to the tiirone— 

Every monarch, ^ou know, should have one of his own 

Disputed succession — hey ? — terrible Go ! — 

Hum— hey ?— Old fellows— you see I— don't you know ? 

Now Header, dear, If you've ever been near 
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Enough to a Court to enoonnteT a Peer 
When his principal tenant's gone off in arrear. 
And his brewer has sent in a long bill for beer, 
And his batcher and baker, with faces austere, 

Ask him to clear Off, for fumish'd good cheer, 
Bills, they say, 'have been standing for more than a yeai* 
And the tailor and shoemaker also appear 

With their ' little account ' Of ' trifiins; amount,' 
For Wellingtons, waistcoats, pearjackets, and — gear 
Which to ntfme in society's thought rather queer, — 
While Drummond*s chief clerk, with his pen in his ear. 
And a kind of a sneer, says, * WeVe no effects here I' 

— Or if ever youVe seen An Alderman keen 

After turtle, peep into a silver tureen. 
In search of the &t call'd jpar excellence ' green.' 
When there's none of the meat left— not even the lean I— 
— Or if ever you've witness'd the &ce of a sailor 
Betum'd from a voyage, and escaped from a gale, or 
Poetic^ * Boreas,' that * blustering railer,' 
To find that his wife, when he mLstens to * hail ' her. 
Has just run away with his cash — and a tailor — 
If one of these cases you've ever survey'd, 

You'll, without my aid, To yourself have portray'd 
The beautiful mystification display'd. 
And the nuzzled expression of manner and air 
Exhibited now by the dignified pair, 
When thus unexpectedly ask'd to declare 
Their opinions as Councillors, several and jomt, 
On so delicate, grave, and important a point 

SeSor Don Lewis Cond^ d'Aranjuez 
At length forced a smile 'twixt the prim and the grim. 
And look'd at Pacheco— Pacheco at nim — 
Then, making a rev'renoe, and dropping his e^es, 
Cough'd, hemm'd, and deliver'd himself in this wise : 

' My liege I — ^unaocustom'd as I am to speaking 
In public — an art I'm remarkably weak in — 
I feel I should be— quite unworthy the name 
Of a man and a Spaniard — and highly to blame. 

Were there not in my breast What — can't be expreoli-* 
And can therefore, — ^your Maje8ty,^nly be guess'd — 
— ^What I mean to say is — since your Majesty deigns 
To ask my advice on your welfare — and Spain's, — 
And on that of your Majesty's Bride — that is, Wife 
It 's the — as I may say — proudest day of my life I 
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But as to the point — on a sabject so nice 
It*8 a delicate matter to give one'0 advice, 

Eiqpedally, too^ When one don't clearly view 
The beet mode of prooeeding,~or know what to do ; 
My decided opinion, however, is this, 
And I fearleflBly say that you can't do amiss, 

If; with all that fine tact Both to think and to act, 
In which all know your Majesty so mnch excels — 
Yon are gracionsly pleased to— «sk somebody else !' 

Here the noble Grandee Made that sort of cong^% 
Which, as Hill used to say * I once happen d to $ee ' 
The great Indian conjuror, Bamo Samee, 
Make, while swallowing what all thought a regular choker. 
Viz, a small sword as long and as stiff as a poker. 

Then the Count de Pacheco^ Whose turn 'twas to speak, <^ 
-mitting all preface^ exclaim'd with devotion, 
' Sire, I beg leave to second Don Lewis's motion 1' 

Now a Monarch of Spain Of course could not deign 
To expostulate, argue, or, much less, complain 
Of an answer thus giv'n, or to ask them again ; 
So he merely observ'd, with an air of disdain, 

* Well, Gentlemen, — since you both shrink from the task 
Of advising your Sovereign — yr&j whom shall I ask ? 

Each felt the rub And m Spain not a Sub 
Much less an Hidalgo, can stomacn a snub, 

So the noses of these Gastilian Grandees 
Bise at once in an angle of several degrees. 
Till the under-lip's ahnost becoming tne upper, 
Each nerceptibly grows, too, more rtiff in tne crupper ; 

Their right lutnds rest On the left side the oreast, 
While the hilts of their swords, by their left hands deprcst. 
Make the ends df their scabbards to code up behind, 
Till they're quite horizontal instead of inclined, 
And Don Lewis, with scarce an attempt to disguise 
The disgust he experiences, gravely replies, 

* Sire, a& the Anmbishop— his Grace of Toledo ! — 
He understands these things much better than we do !' 

— Fauea Fer6a /— enough. Each turns off in a huff. 
This twirling his mustadie, Uiat fingering his rufi^ 
Like a blue-bottle fly on a rather larae sade, 
With a rather large corking-pin stuck throng his tail. 

Kins Ferdinand paces the royal saloon. 

With a moody brow, and he looks like a * Spoon,' 
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And all the Court Nobles, who form the xmg, 

Have a Bpoony appearance, of course, like tibe 'Kind 

All of them eyeing King Ferdinand 

As he goes up and down, with his watch in his bandy 

Which he claps to his ear as he walks to and fio^^ 

< What is it can make the Archbishop so slow ?' 

Hark! — at last there's a sound in the courtyard below, 

Where the Beefeaters all are drawn up in a row, — 

I would say the ' Guards,' for in Spain theVre in chief eateiMi 

Of omeletUs and garlick, and can't be call'd Beefeaters ; 

In fact, of the few Individuals I knew 
Who ever had happened to travel in Spain, 
There has scarce been a person who did not complain 
Of their cookeiy and dishes as all bad in grain, 
And no one Fm sure will deny it who's tried a 
Tile compound they have that's called OUapodndcu 

(This, by-the-by, 's a mere rhyme to wa eye. 
For in Spanish the % is pronounced Uke an ^ 
And they've not quite our mode of pronouncing the d. 
In GastiUe, for instance, it's given through the teeth. 
And what we call Madrid they sound more like MadrM^A,) 
Of course vou will see in a moment theyVe no msa 
That at all corresponds with our Beefeating Yeomen ; 
So call them ' Walloons,' or whatever you please. 
By their rattles and slaps they're not * standing at ease,' 

But, beyond all disputing. Engaged in nluting. 
Some veiy great person among the Ghnmdees; — 
Here a Gentleman Usher walks in and dechues, 
' His Grace the Archbishop's a-coming up staixB I' 

The most Beverend Don Garcilasso Quevedo 

Was just at this time, as he Now held the Primacy, 
(Always attached to the See of Toledo^) 
A man of great worship officii virtiUe 
Versed in all that pertains to a Counsellor's duty. 

Well skill'd to combine Civil law with divine ; 
As a statesman, inferior to none in that line ; 

As an orator, too. He was equall'd by few ; 
Uniting, in short, in tongue, head-piece, and pen. 
The very peat powers of three very great men, 
Talleyrano^— who will never drive down Piccadilly moie 
To the Travellers' Club-House 1— Charles Phillips— and Philli 

Not only at home But even at Home 
There was not a Prelate among them could cope 
With the Primate of Spain in the eyes of the rope. 
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(The ConcLaTe was fall, and they'd not a spare aat, or he 
'd long since heen Oaidinal, Legate ^ laien^ 
A dignity fiurly his doe^ without flatteiy, 
So muoh he excited among all heholden 

Theii maryel to see At his age — ^thirty-threo 
Such a veiy old head on such very yoong shoulders.) 
No wonder the King, then, in this his distress^ 
Should send for so sage an adviser ennss^ 

Who^ youll readily guess, Goald not do less 
Than start off at onoe, without stopping to dress, 
In his haste to get Majesty out of a mess. 

His Grace the Archhishop comes up the hack way — 
Set apart for such Nohles as have tne enir^^ 
Viz, Urandees of the first class, hoth cleric and lay — 
Walks up to the monarch, and makes him a how, 
As a dignified clergyman always knows how. 
Then replaces the mitre at once on his hrow ; 

For in Spain, recollect, As a mark of respect 
To the Crown, if a Grandee uncoven, it's quite 
As a matter of option, and not one of right ; 
A thins not'conoieded by our Royal Masters, 
Who always make noblemen take off their ' castors,' 

Except the heirs male Of John Lord Kinaale, 
A stalwart old Baron, who, acting as Henchman 
To one of our early Kings, kill*d a big Frenchman ; 
A feat which his Majesty deigning to smile on, 
AlloVd him thenceforward to stand with his ' tile ' on ; 
And all his sucoesBors hare kept the same priyilege 
Down from those barbarous times to our civil age. 

Hetuming his bow with a slight demi-bob^ 

And replacing the watch in his hand in his fob^ 

' My Lord,' said the King, ' here's a rather tough job, 

Whi<di it seems, of a sort is, To puszle our Cortex, 
And since it has quite flabbergasted that Diet, I 
Look to your Grace with no little anxiety 

Goncemii^ a point Which has quite out of join& 
Put us all with respect to the good of society : — 

Your Grace is a^are That we've not got an Heir 
Now, it seems, one and all, they don't stick to declare 
That of all our advisers there is not in Spain one 
Can tell, like your Graa\ the best way to obtain one ; 
So put your considering cap on — ^we're curious 
To learn your receipt for a Prince of Asturias.' 

One without the nice tact Of his Chrace would have backt 
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Out at anoe, as the Koblemen did,-— end, in fact 
He was, at the fast, latiier pozed how to act-* 

One moment — no more 1— > Bowing then as befo:'?. 
He said, ' Sire, 'twere^uperfinous for me to acquaint 
The <<Most Catholic Kii^" in the world that a Saint 

Is the usual resonice In these cases, — of course- 
Of their influence your Majesty well knows the force ; 
If I may be, therefore, allowed to suggest 
The plui which ocean to my mind as the best 

Your Majesty may go At once to St Jago, 
Whom, as Spain's patron Saints I pick out from the rest : 

If your Majesty looks Into Guthrie^ or Brooks, 
In all the approved Geographical books 
You will find Compostella laid down in the maps 
Some two hundred and sev'nty miles off; and, perhaps, 
In a case so important you may not decline 
A pedestrian excursion to visit his shrine ; 

And, Sire, should you choose To put peas in your shoes, 
The Saint, as a Gentleman, can't well refuse 
So distinguish'd a Pilgrim, especially when he 
Considers the boon will not cost him one penny !' 

His speech ended, his Grace bow'd, and put on his mitre 
As tight as before^ and perhaps a thought tighter, 

' Pooh 1 pooh I' says the King, ' i shall do no such thing ! 
It's nonsense, — Old fellow— you see — no use talking — 
The peas set apart, I abominate walking- 
Such a deuced way off too— hey ? — waUL there — ^what mc? 
Pooh ! — it's no Qo, Old fellow I — ^you know—- don't you sec '/* 

* Well, Sire,* with much sweetness the Prelate replied, 
' If your Majesty don't like to walk you can ride ! 
And then, if you please, In lieu of the peas, 
A small portion of horse-hair, cut fine, well insert. 
As a substitute under your Majesty's shirt; 
Then a rope round your collar instead of a laced band, — 
A few nettles tuck'd into your Majesty's waistband, — 
Assafoetida mix'd with your bouquet and civet, 
I'll warrant you'll find yourself right as a trivet !' 

•Pooh! pooh! I tell you,' 

Quoth the King, * It won't do !'— 

A cold perspiration began to bedew 

His Majesty's cheek, and he grew in a stew, 
When Jo» de Humez, the King's privy-purse-keeper, 
niany folks thought it could scarce have a worse kco^^er,) 
Came to the rescue, and said with a smile. 
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'Sire, your Hajesty eaiCi eo— 'twould take a long while^ 
And TOQ won't poat it under two 8HILLiko8 a mile I ! 

Twenty-eeven pounds ten To get there— and then 
Twentj-aeyen pounds ten more to get back agen ! 1 
Sire^ tne iottUfB enormous— you ou^t to be £ing 
Of (ioloonda as well as the Indies^ to fling 
Such a Tast sum away upon any such thmg I' 

At this second rebuff The Archbishop look'd grufl^ 
And his eye glanc'd on Humez as if he'd say ' Stuflf r 
But seeinc the King scem'd himself in a hu£^ 
Ho changVl his demeanour, and grew smooth enough; 
Then takmg his chin 'twixt his finger and thumb, 
As a help to reflection, gave vent to a ' Hum 1' 
Tvnis the pause of an instant — his eye assumed &st 
That expression which says, ' Come, I've got it at hist I* 

' There's one plan,' he resumed, ' which with all due respect to 
Your Majesty, no one, I think, can object to— 
— Since your Majesty don't like the peas in the shoe— *or to 
Travel — what say you to burning a Jew or two? 

Oi all cookeries, most The Saints love a roast I 
And a Jew's of all others the best dish to toast ; 

And then for a Cook We have not &r to look-* 
Father Dominic's sel( Sire, your own Gh:and Inquisitor, 
Luckily now at your Court is a visitor; 
Of his Kev'rence s functions there is not one weightier 
llian Heretic-burning — ^in fact, 'tis his mAier, 

Beside Alguazils Who still follows his heels. 
Ho has always familiars enough at his beck at home^ 
To pick you up Hebrews enough for a hecatomb I 
And depend on it, Sire, such a glorious specific 
Would make eveiy Queen throughout Europe prolific V 

Says the King, 'That'll dol 

Poohl pooh I — bum a Jew? 
Bum half a score Jews— bum a dozen — ^bum two — 

Your Grace, it's a match 1 Bum all you can catch. 
Men, women, and children — ^Pooh 1 pooh 1 — ^great and small- 
Old clothes — slippers — ^sealing-wax — Pooh I — bum them all I 

For once we'll be gay, A Grand Auto-dor/d 
Is mudi better fun thui a ball or a play I' 
So the warrant was made out without more delay. 
Drawn, seal'd, and delivered, and 

(Signed) 

YD EL RE! 
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CANTO n. 



Thbbx is not a nation in Europe but laboon 
To toady itself and to humbug its neighbonis— * 
' Earth has no such folks — ^no folks such a city, 
So great or so grand, or so fine, or so pretty,' 

Said Louis Quatorze, ' As this Paris of ours I' 
-«Mr. Daniel O'Connell exclaims, 'By the Pow*rs, 
Otdd Ireland's on all hands admitted to be 
The first flower of the earth, and first Oim of the sea !'— 
— Mr. Bull will inform you that Neptune, — a lad he. 
With more of affection than reVrence, styles, * Daddy,'— 

Did not scruple to ' say To Freedom, one day,' 
That if ever he chanz'd his aquatics for dry land, 
His home i^ould be Mr. B.'s ' Tight little Island.' — 

He adds, too^ tiiat he. The said Mr. B., 
Of all possible Frenchmen can fight any three ; 
That, with no greater odds, he knows well how to treat them. 
To meet them, defeat them, and beat them, and eat them. — 
— In Italy, too, 'tis the same to the letter; 

There each Lazzarone Will cry to his crony, 
' See Naples, then die I* and the sooner the better I' 
Tlie Portuguese say, as a well tmderstood thing, 

* Who has not seen Usbonf has not seen a good thing I' — 
While an old Spanish proverb runs glibly as under, 

' QoiEN NO HA Tiarro Sbvilla No ha yisto habavill a . 

* He who ne'er has viewed Seville has ne'er view'd a Wonder !' 
And from all I can learn this is no such great blunder. 

In iact, firom the river, The famed Qnadalquiver, 
Where many a knight's had cold steel through his liver,t 
The prospect is grand. The Iglena Mayor 
Has a splendid effect on the opposite shore, 
With its lofty OiraJda, while two or three score 
Of magnificent structures around, perhaps more^ 
As our Irish friends have it, are Uiere ' to the fore :' 

Then the old Alcazar, More ancient by ^r. 
As some say, while some call it one of the palaces 
Built in twelve hundred and odd by Abdausis, 

* < y«di Napoli a poi mori ! ' 

f ' Qtwm nao tern riito Lirixxi I 

Nio tem visto ooan boa.' 
X < Rio twtle, Rio reixla, &c.' 
* Glassy watar, glassy water, 

Down whose carrent dear and strong, 
Chie£b, confused in matnal slaughter, 
Moor and Christian, roll along.' — Old Spanish Homamott 
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With its hon&^oe shaped arches of Arahesqne tncery, 
Which the architect seems to hare studied to place awry, 

Saiacenic and rich ; And more buildings ' the whidi,* 
As old LillVy in whom Pve been looking a bit o' late, 
Says, ' You d be bored should I now recapitulate ;' * 

In brie^ then, the view Is so fine and so new, 
It would make you exclaim, 'twould so forcibly strike ye. 
If a Frenchman, ' Superhe F — ^if an Engliahnum, ' Crikey 1' 

Tes I thou art ' Wondsbful V — but oh, 

'Tis sad to think, 'mid scenes so bright 
As thine, fair Seville, sounds of woe. 

And shrieks of pain and wild affright, 
And soul-wrung groans of deep despair. 
And blood, and death should mingle there 1 

Tes I thou art ' WomvsFVh 1'— the flames 

That on thy towers reflected shine, 
While earth's proud Lords and high-bom Dame% 

Descendants of a mighty line, 
With cold unalter'd looks are by 
To gaze, with an unpitying eye, 
On wretches in their agony. 

All speak thee *Wokdebful' — ^the phraae 
Befits thee well — the fearful blaze 
Of yoQ piled faggots' lurid light, 
Where writhing victims mock the sight, — 
The sooTch'd limb shrivelling in its chains,^ 
The hot blood parch'd in limng veins, — 
The crackling nerve— the fearful knell 
Wrung out hj that remorseless bell,— 
Those shouts from human fiends that swell, — 
That withering scream, — ^that frantic yell, — 
All, Seville,— all too truly tell 
Thou art a ' Mabvel ' — and a Hell ! 
GK)d I — ^that the worm whom thou hast made 
Should thus his brother worm invade I 
Count deeds like these good service done. 
And deem THINE eye looks smiling on 1 1 

Yet there at Mb ease^ with his whole Court around him. 
King Ferdinand sits ' in his Globy'— <x)nfound him ! — 

Jjeanlng back in his chair, With a satisfied air, 
And enjoying the bother, the smoke and the smother, 
With one knae cooked carelessly over the other ; 

* Cam mullli atiis qntf nimc pencrfbere longmn est. 

Propria quc8 maribvt. 
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His ponnoei-ltox goes lb and fro at his nose^ 
As somewhat misUkiiig the smell of old clothes^ 
And seeming to hint, by this action emphatic, 
That Jews, e*en when roasted, are not aromatic ; 

There, too, £ur Ladies lSx>m Xeres, and Cadis, 
Catalinas, and Julias, and fair lilesillas. 
In splendid laoe veils, and becoming mantillas ; 
ElviiBSi Antonias, and CLaras and floras, 
And dark-eyed Jacinthas and soft Isidoras, 
Are crowding the ' boxes,' and looking on oooUy as 
Thouffh *twas but one of their common iertuliasy 
Partaking, as nsoal, of wafer and ices. 
Snow-water, and melons cut out into slices. 
And chocolate, — fiuiushed at coffee-house prices ; 

While many a suitor, And gay coadjutor 
In the eating-and-drinking line scorns to be neuter ; 
One, being perhaps Just retum'd with his tutor 
From travel in E^land, is tempting his ^/uhare * 
With a luxury neat as imported, ' The Pewter,' 
And charming the dear Yiolantes and Ifieses 
With a three^nmer'd Sandwich, and saup^on of * Quinnesa's ;* 
While another, fhnn Paris but newly come back. 
Hints ' the least taste in life' of the best celiac. 

Such ogling and eyeing. In short, and such aghing^ 

And such compUmentmg (one must not say 1 g\ 

Of smart CavalierB with each other still vying, 

Hix'd up with the crying, And groans of the dying. 
All hissings and spitting, and broiling, and fiying, 
Form a scene which, although there can be no denying 
To a hon CaihdUque it may prove edifying, 
I doubt if a Protestant smart Beau, or meny Belle, 
Might not shrink from it as somewhat too terrible. 
It's a question with me if you ever survey'd a 
More stem-looking mortal than old Torquemada, 
Benown'd Father Dominic^ fisunous for twisting dom- 
-estio and foreign necks all over Christendom; 

Morescoes or Jews, Not a penny to dioose, 
If a dog of a heretic dare to refuse 
A glass of old port, or a sUce from a griskin. 
The good Padre soon would so set him a frii^dng, 
That I would not, for— more than PU say — be in his skio. 

Twas lust the same thing with his own laoe and nation. 
And Christian Dissenters of everv penuasion, 

Muggletonian or Quaker, Or Jumper or Shaker, 
No matter with whom in opinion partaker. 
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Qeom Wliitfielci, John Banyan, or Thomas G(a^«croy 
Thejrd no hetter chance than a Bonze or a FaJdr; 
If a woman, it akill'd not — ^if ^e did not deem as he 
Bade her to deem touching Papal Bapremacy, 

By the Pope, hat he'd make her I From error asriko her 
Or else — pop her into an oven and bake her 1 
No one, in shorty ever came half so near, as he 
Did, to the full extirpation of here^ ; 
And i^ in the times of which now I am treating, 
There had been sach a thinz as a ' Manchester Meeting, 
' Pretty pork' he'd have mado ' Moderatoi^ and ' Minister, 
Had he but caught them on hia side Cape Finisterre ; — 
Pye Smith, and the rest of them once in his bonfire, hence- 
forth you'd have heard little more of the * Conferenos.' 
And — there on the opposite side of the ring, 
Kej too^ sits * in his Ulobt,' confronting the Kins, 
With lus cast"iron countenance frowning austere^ 
That matched with his en bon point body but queerly, 
For, thou^ grim his visage, his person was pursy, 

Belymg the rumour Of hi folks' good numour ; 
Above waves his banner of ' Justice and Merqy,' 
Below and around stand a terrible band ad* 
-ding much to the scene— t^ts. The ' Holy Htrmandad! 
That's 'Brotherhood,'— each looking grave as a 'Grand-dad. 

Within the arena Before them is seen a 
Strange, odd-looking group, each one dress'd in a garment 
Not 'dandified ' dearly, as certainly ' vannent>' 
Being all over vipers and snakes, and stuck thick 
With multiplied nlhauette profiles of Nick ; 

And a cap of the same. All devils and flame, 
Rxtinguishei^shaped, much like Salisbuiy Spire, 
Except that the tatter's of course somewliat higher; 

A long yellow pin-a-fore. Hangs down each chin afore^ 
On which, ere the wearer had donn'd it» a man drew 
The Scotch badge, a SaUirey or Cross of St Andrew; 
llioagh I fiurly confess I am quite at a loss 
To guess why they should choose that particular cross, 

Or to make clear to you What the Scotch had to do 
At all with the business in hand, — ^though it's true 
That the vestaient aforesaid, perhaps ftmi its hue, 
Fur. yeBow^ in JuxtSrposition with Wue^ 
(A tinge of which latter tint could but aoorue 
On the &oes of wretches, of course, in a stew 
As to what their tormentors were going to do^) 
Might make people £uicy, who no bettor knew, 
They were somehow connected with Jeffrey's Review ; 
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Especially too As it^s certain that few 
Things woald make Father Dominic blither or happier 
Than to catch hold of it, or its Chef, Macvey Kapier.— 
Ko matter for that — ^my description to crown, 
All the flames and the devils were tom'd upside down 
On this habit> facetiously term'd San Benito, 

Mnch like the dress suit Of some nondescript brute 
From the show-van of Wombwell, (not George,) or PoUtow 

And thrice happy they,* Dress'd out in this way 
To appear with ^dat at the AvAo-dorfS, — 
Thrioe happy indeed whom the good luck might &11 to 
Of devils tail upward, and ' Fijij^go revolto^ 

For, cmly see there. In the midst of the Square, 

Where, perch'd up on poles six feet high in the air 
Sit» dhained to the stake, some two, three, or four pair 
Of wretdies, whose eyes, nose, complexion, and hair 
Their Jewish descent but too plainly declare, 
Each dothed in a garment more friehtful by far, a 
Smock-frock sort of gaberdine, call'd a Bomarra, 
With three times the number of devils upon it» — 
A proportion observed on the sugar-loaf d bonnet, 
With this further distinction— K>f mischief a proof- 
That eveiy fiend Jack stands upright on hiff noof 1 

While the pictured flames, spread Over body and head. 
Are three times as crooked, and tnree times as red I 
All, too^ pointing upwards, as much as to say. 
Here's the weXoonne "bouche of the Au^Uhdorfi^ 

Torquemada, meanwhile, With his cold, cnxel smile, 
Sits lookmff on calmly, and watching the pile^ 
As his hooded 'Familiara' (their names, as tome tell, come 
From their being so much more ' familiar ' than ' welcome,') 

Have^ by tms time, besun To be ' poldng their f un,* 
And their firebrands, as if they were so many posies 

Of lilies and roses. Up to the noeea 
Of Lazarus Levi and Money Ben Moses ; 
While similar treatment is forcing out hoUow moans 
From Aby Ben Lasoo and Ikev &n Solomons, 
Whose bounds — ^this a black, that inclining to grizde— 
Are smoking^ and curling, and all in a fizale ; 
The Ein^ at the same time, his Dons and his visiton^ 
Sit» sportmg smiles^ like the Holy Liquintoini, 

Erough I — ^no more I — Thank Heaven, 'tis o*er I 
* O ftrtoaatl nimiom tin A bona nftrbt t 
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The tragedy's done I and we now draw a veil 

0*er a scene which makes outraged humanity quail ; 

The last fire's exhausted, and spent like a rocket. 

The last wretched Hebrew's burnt down in his socket I 

The Barriers are open, and all, saints and sinneis, 

King, Ckmrt, Lords, and Commons, gone home to their dinnen, 

With a pleasing emotion Produced by the notion 
Of haying eznibited so much devoticm. 
All chuckling to think how the Saints are delighted 
At having seen so many ' Smouehes ' ignited :— 

All, save Privy-pune Humez, Who sconced in his room is, 
And, Cocker in hand, in his leather-backed chair, 
Is puzzling to find out how much the ' afGur ' 
(By deep calculations, the which I can't follow,) cost, — 
The tottle, in short, <f the whoU of the Holocaust. 

Perhaps yon may think it a rather odd thing, 

That, wmle tallong so much of the Court and the King, 

In describing the scene Through which we've Just been 
Fve not said one syllable as to the Queen ; 
Especially, too, as her Majesty's ' Whereabouts,' 
All things considered, might well be thought thereabouts; 
The &ct was, however, although little known, 
Sa Magetiad had hit on a plan of her own. 
And suspecting, perhaps, that sjiAuto alone 
Might £ul in securing this ' Heir to the throne,' 

Had made up her mind. Although well inclined 
Towards galas and shows of no matter what kind. 

For once to retire. And bribe the Saints higher 
Than merely by sittinc and seeing a fire, — 
A sight, after all, she did not much admire ; 

So she locked herself up, Without platter or cup, 
In her Oriel, resolved not to take bite or sup, 
Not so much as her matin-draught ("our * early purl *), 
Nor put on lier jewels, nor e'en let uie girl, 
Who helped her to dress, take her hair out of curl. 
But to pass the whole morning in telling her beads. 
And in reading the lives of the Saints, and Uieir deeds, 
And in vowing to visit, without shoes or sandals, 
Their shrines, with unlimited OTders for candles. 
Holy water, ind Masses of Mozart's and Handel's.* 

* That is, She would have ordered theoo — ^but none are known^ I iear^ 
ashii, 
For Handel never wrote a Uaae, and so She'd Darid Perez*»— 
Bow I wow I wow I Fol, lol, &c., lie.' 

iFodhumdm Nott by thi akott of Jaam BrnHk, Eaq.) 
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And many a FaUr^ and Aoty and CVf^b 

Did 8he» and her Father Confessor, Qnevedo, 

(The cleyer Archbishop, yon know, of Toledo,) 

Who came, aa before, at a very abort warning, 

Gret throng without doubt^ in the course of that morning 

Shut up, aa they were, With nobody there 
To at aU interfere with so pious a pair; 
And the Saints must have been stony-hearted indeed. 
If they had not allowed all these pains to succeed. 
Kay, it's not quite clear to me, but their veiy ability 

Mighty Spain throughout, Have been brought into doalrti 
Had the Boyal bed still remain'd cursed with st^ity ; 
St. Jago, however, who always is jealous 
In Spuiiflh afi&drs as their b»t authors tell us, 

And who^ if he saw Anything like a flaw 
In Spain's wel&re, would soon sing, ' Old Rose, bum the bcUowa f 
Set matters to rights like a Eihg of good fellows : 

By his interference, Threo-fourths of a year henoe^ 
There was nothing but capering, dancing, and singing, 
Cachucas, Boleros, and bells set a ringing. 

In both the CSastilles, Triple-bob-major peals, 
Rope-dancing, and tumbling, and somerset-flinging, 

Seguidillss, Fandangos, While ey'ry gun bang goes ; 
And all the way through, from Gibraltar to Biscay, 
Figueraa and Sherry ntiake all the Dons frisky, 
(Saye Moore's ' Blakes and OT>onnell8,' who stick to the whisky^ 

All the day long The dance and the song 
Continue the general joy to prolong ; 
And eyen hmg after the close of the dav 
You can hear Uttle else but ' Hip ! hip I hurray T 
The Escurial, however, is not quite so gay, 
For, whether the Saint had not perfectly heard 
The netition the Queen and Arcnbishoi) preferred,-— 
Or wnether his head, from his not being used 
To an AuUhda-fSy was a little confused, — 
Or whether the S^ng, in the smoke and the smother^ 
Got bothered, and so made some blunder or other, 

I am sure I can't say ; All I know v^ that day 
There must have been tome mistake ! — ^that^ I'm afraid, is 

Only too clear. Inasmuch aa the dear 
Boyal TwinSy — ^though fine babies, — proved both little Ladiw f 

MORAL. 

Reader t— ^ot knowing what your ' persuasion ' may be, 

Mahometan, Jewish, or even Parsee, 

Take a little advice which may serve for all three I 
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If irst — * When you are at Jiomej do as Borne does I' and note all her 
Ways— drink what She drinks 1 and don't turn Tee-totaller I 

In Spain, raison de pius. You must do as they do^ 
Inasmuch as they're all there ' at sixes and sevens,* 

Just, as you know. They were some years ago^ 
In the days of Don Carlos and Brigadier Evans ; 
Don*t be nice, then— but take what they've zot in their shops, 
Whether griskins or sausages, ham or pork-cnops I 

Next — ^Avdd Fancy-trousers I — ^their colours and shapes 
Sometimes, as you see, may lead folks into scrapes 1 

For myself, I confess I Ve but small taste in dress, 
My opinion is, therefore, worth nothing— or less — 
But some friends I've consulted, — mu(£ given to watch one's 

Apparel— do say It *s by lar the b^t way. 
And the safest, to do as Lord Brougham does — buy Scotch ones ! 

I might now volunteer some advice to a King, — 
Let Whigi say what they will, I shall do no such thing, 
But copj my betters, and never begin 
Until, like bir Bobert^ * Fm duly galled in T 



In the windows of the great Hall, as well as in those of the long 
f^allery, and the Library at Tappington, are, and have been many of 
them from a very early period, various ' storied panes * of stained 
glass, which, as Blue Dick's* exploits did not extend beyond the 
neighbouring city, have remained unfractured down to the present 
time. Among the numerous escutcheons there displayed, charged 
with armorial bearings of the family and its connexions, is one in 
which a dtevrtm lehoeen three eagM euiaaes, eahU^ is blazoned quar- 
terly with the engrailed eaitire of the Ingoldsbys. Mr. Simpkinson 
from Bath, — whose merits as an antiquary are so well known and 
appreciated as to make eulogy superfluous, not to say impertinent, — 
has been for some time bringing his heraldic lore to bear on these 
monumenia vehata. He pronounces the coat in question to be that 
of a certain Sir Ingoldsby Bray who flourished temp, Bic J, and 
founded the Abbey of Ingoldsby, in the county of Kent and 

^ Richard Calmer, panon of Chortham, oommonlj so called, distinguished 
himself, while Land was in the Tower, by breaking the beantiful windows in 
Canterbury Cathedral, ' standing on the top of the city ladder, near sixty stepf 
high, with a whole pike in his hand, when others woald not rentoiB so high.' 
This ftat of Vandafism the oerulean worthy called 'rattling down froud 
Deckel's glasiie bones.' 
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diooefle of Bochestor, early in the reign of that monarch'g saooetBor. 
The history of the origin of that pioos eBtabliahment haa been 
rescned from the dirt and mildew in which its chartalaiies hBre 
been slumbering for centuries and is here giTen. The link of con- 
nexion between the two families is shown by the acoompanyisg 
extract from our genealogical tree. 

Peter de Ingoldsby, Lord of Tappbgton 
temp : Stephen, killed at the battle of Lin- 
coln ex parte regis. 'T 



Yitalis de^Alioe de GeofirejYJoan Richard Ingdidaby, of Tap- 

Engaioe. | Lizures, de Brai. I only pington aforwiid. A <^ 

I 2nd wife. | dau. Hoddsbhus Iimsoldsbt. 

Alida ^ Ingoldsby de Bray, Chirler, Bcginald do Bray, 2nd acn, 

dan. & afterwards annmed his mo- heir to his brother, from whoo 

heir, ther*8 name, founder of In- descended Edmond Lord Bray, 

sus: goldsby Abbey. A. d. 1202, summoned to Pailiament 21 

per ob. 8. p. circiter 1214. to 28 Hen. 8. 

colli A 

In this document it will be peroeiyed that the death of Lady 
Alice Ingoldsby is attributed to strangulation superinduoed by sus- 
pension, whereas in the veritable legend annexed no allusion is 
made to the intervention of a halter. Unluckily Sir Ingoldsby left 
no issue, or we might now be * calling Cousins ' with (ev-cfewini) 
Mrs. Otway Cave, in whose feivour the abeyance of the old Barany 
of Bray has recently been determined by the Crown. To this same 
Barony we ourselves were not without our pretensions, and, iesk 
SimphinBor^ had 'as good a right to it as any body elae.' The 
' Collective wisdom of the Countiy ' has^ however, decided the point, 
and placed us among that veiy numerous class of claimants who an 
' wrongfully kept out of their property and dignities — ^by the right 
owners.' 

I seize with pleasure this opportunity of contradicting a malicious 
report that Mr. Simpkinson has, in a late publication, oonfoonded 
King Henry the Fifth with the Duke of Monmouth, and positively 
deny that he has ever represented Walter Lord Clifford, (father to 
Fair Bosamond,) as the leader of the 0. P. row. 
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▲ UBUUD ov PAmnm Ain>— 'Wht kxvt. 
I'll deriae thee bnre panishmentf for him !*-Sha3CSPXA&e. 

OUT and spake Sir logoldsby Bray, 
A stalwart knight, I ween, was he, 

' Come eu^ oome west, Come lanoe in rest* 
Come £B.lchion in hand, FU tickle the best 
Of all the Soldan's Odyalrie V 

Oh I they came west, and they came east, 
Twenty-fonr Emirs and Sheiks at the least, 

And they hammered away At Sir Ingoldsby Bray 
Fall back, &11 ed^e, cut, thrust, and point, — 
But he topp'd off nead, and he lopp*d off joint; 

Twenty and three. Of high degree, 
Lay stark and stiff on the crimson'd lea, 
All— all save one— and he ran up a tree I 
' Now count them, my Squire, now count them and 9ee I 

' Twenty and three I Twenty and three ! — 
All of them Nobles of high degree ; 
There they be lying on Ascalon lea 1* 

Out and spake Sir Ingoldsby Bray, 
' What news ? what news ? come, tell to me I 

What news ? what news, thou little Foot-page ? — 

Pve been whacking the foe, till it seems an age 
Since I was in Lagoldsby Hall so free I 

What news? what news nrom Ingoldsby Hall? 

Come teU me now, thou Page so small I' 

' Oh, Hawk and Hound Are safe and sound, 
Beast in byre and Steed in stall ; 

And the Watch-dog*s bark, As soon as it's dark, 
Bays wakeful guard around Ingoldsby Hall I' 

— ' I care not a pound For Hawk or for Hound, 
For Steed in stall, or for Watch-dog's bay : 

Fain would I hear Of my dainty dear ; 
How fares Dame Alice, my Lady gay ?' — 
Sir Ingoldsby Bray, he said in his rage, 
'What news? what news? thou naughty Foot-page !'— 

That little Foot-page full low crouch'd he, 
And he doff'd his cap^ and he bended his knee, 
* Now lithe and listen. Sir Bray, to me : 
Lady Alice sits lonely in bower ana hall, 
Her sighs they rise, and her tears they fall : 



] 
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She sits alone, And she makes her moan ; 

Dance and son^ She considers quite wrong ; 

Feast and reyel Mere snares of the devil ; 
She mendeth her hose, and she crieth ** Alack ! 
When will Sir Ingoldsby Bray come back?"' 

*Thoa liestl thou liest, thou naughty Foot-page, 
Full loud doBt thou lie, £Edse P^e, to me I 

There, in thy breast^ 'Neath thy silken vest, 
What scroll is that, false Page, I see ?^ 

Sir Ingoldslgr Bray in his rage drew near. 
That Utile Foot-page he blench'd with fear; 

* Now where may the Prior of Abingdon Ho ? 
King Bichard's Confessor, I ween, is he. 

And tidings rare To him do I bear. 
And news of price from his rich Ab-bee 1' 

* Now nay. now nay, thou naughty Page ! 
No leamea clerk, I trow, am I, 

But well, I ween. May there be seen 
Dame Alice's hand with half an eye ; 
Now nay, now nay, thou naughty Page, 
From Abingdon Abbey comes not thy news ; 

Although no clerk, Well may I mark 
The particuUr turn of her P's and her Q's !' 

Sir Ingoldsby Bray, in his fury and rage. 

By the back of the neck takes that little Foot-pago ; 

llie scroll he seizes. The Pi^ he squeezes. 
And buffets, — and pinches his nose till he sneezes ; 
Then he cuts with his dagger the silken threads 
Which they used in those^ys, 'stead of little Qaeen's-heida 

When the contents of the scroll met his view, 
Sir Ingoldsby Bray in a passion grew, 

Backward he drew His nailed shoe, 
And he kicked that naushty Foot-page, that he flew 
Like a cloth-yard shaft from a bended yew, 
I may not say whither — ^I never knew. 

' Now count the slain Upon Ascalon plain, — 
Go count them, my Squire, go count them again I' 

* Twenty and three ! There they be. 
Stiff and stark on that crimson'd lea I — 
Twenty and three ? — —Stay—let me see ! 
Stretched in his gore There lieth one more ! 
By the Pope's triple crown there are twenty and/owr 
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Twenty-four trunks, I ween, are there, 

But their heads and their limhe are no-body knowi where I 

Ay, twenty-four oorsee, I rede, there be. 

Though cue got away and ran up a tree 1' 

* Look nigher, look nigher. My trusty Squire I' — 

* One is the corse of a'hare-footed Friar 1 1' 

Out and spake Sir Ingoldsby Bray, 

* A boon, a boon. King Bichard,* quoth he, 

'Now Heay*n thee save, A boon I crave, 
A boon. Sir King, on my bended knee ; 

A year and a day Have I been away, ' 

King Bichard from Ligoldsby Hall so free ; 
Dame Alice, she sits there in lonely guise. 
And she msJiies her moan, and she sobs and she sighs^ 
And tears like rain-drops £bi11 from her eyes. 
And fdie dameth her hose, and she crieth " Alack ! 
Oh I when will Sir Ingoldsby Bray come back ?'* 
A boon, a boon, my Liege,' quoth he, 
< Fair Ingoldsby Hall I udn would see V 

* Rise up, rise up, Sir Ingoldsby Bray,' 
King Bichard said right graciously, 

' Of all in my host That I love the most, 
I love none better, Sir Bray, than thee I 
Bise up, rise up, thou hast thv boon ; 
But — ^mind you make haste, and come back again soon !* 

FYTTE n. 

Pope Gregory sits in St. Peter's chair, 
Pontiff proud, I ween, is he. 
And a belted Knigbt, In armour dight. 

Is begging a boon on his bended knee. 

With signs of grief and sounds of woe 

Featly he kisseth his Holiness* toe. 

*Nowpardon, Holy Father, I crave, 

Holy Father, pardon and grace I 

In my fury and rage A little Foot-page 
1 have left, I fear me, in evil case : 
A scroll of shame From a faithless dame 
Did that naughty Foot-page to a paramour bear : 

1 gave him a ' lick With a stick. And a kick, 
That sent him — ^I can't tell your Holiness where 1 
Had he as many necks as hairs. 

He hod broken them all down those perilous stairs !' 

8 
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* Rise up, rise up, Sir Ingoldsby Bray, 
Bise up^ rifle up, I say to thee ; 

A soldier, I trow, Of the Cross art tiioa ; 
Bise up, rise up from thy bended knee 1 
Hi it beseems that a soldier true 
Of holy Church should vainly sue : — 
—Foot-pages, they are*by no means rare, 
A thriftless crew, I ween, be they, 

Well mote we spare A Page — or a pair. 
For the matter of that — Sir Ii^ldsby Bray. 

But stout and true Soldiers, like you, 
Grow scarcer and scarcer ereiy day I 

Be prayers for the dead Duly read, 
Let a mass be sung, and a paUr be said ; 
So may your qualms of conscience cease, 
And the little Foot-page shall rest in peace V 

*Now pardon. Holy Father, I oraye^ 

Holy Father, pardon and grace I 

Dame Alice, my wife. The bane of my iife^ 

1 have left, 1 fear me, in evil case ! 
A scroll of shame in my rage I tore, 
Which that caitiff Page to a paramour bore ; 
Twere bootless to tell how I storm'd and sworo ; 
Alack 1 alack ! too surely I knew 

The turn of each P, and the tail of each Q, 
And away to Ingoldsby Hall I flew I 

Dame Alice I found, — She sank on the grouniI,«-» 
I twisted her neck till I twisted it round 1 
With jibe and jeer, and mock, and scoff, 
I twisted it on — till I twisted it off 1— 
All the King's Doctors and all the King^s Men 
Can't put fair Alice's head on agen V 

* Well-a-day ! well-a-day I Sir Ingoldsby Bray 
Why really I hardly know what to say ; — 
Foul sin, I trow, a fair Ladye to slay, 
Because she*s perhaps been a little too gay. — 
, —Monk roust chant and Nun must pray 
For each mass they sing, and each prajn: thoy say. 

For a year, and a day. Sir Iii^ldsby Bray 
A fair rose-noble must duly pay 1 
So may his qualms of conscience cease. 
And the soul of Dame Alice may rest in pco/v* *' 

•Now pardon, Holy Father, I crave, 
O Holy Father, pardon and grace I 
No power could save That paramour knave; 
. I left him. I wot, in evil case 1 
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There, 'midBt the slain Upon Aecalon plain, 
Unburied, I trow, doth his body remain, 
His le^ lie here, and his arms lie there, 
And his head lies — I oan't tell your Holinen where I* 

*Now out and alasl Sir Insoldshy Bray, 
Fool sin it were, thou doughty ICnight, 

To hack and to hew A champion true 

Of Holy Church in such pitiful plight 1 

Foul sin her warriors so to slay. 

When they're scarcer and scarcer every day I— 
^A chantiy fair. And of Moojts a pair. 
To pray for his soul for ever and aye, 
Thou must duly endow. Sir Ingoldsby Bray, 
And fourteen marks by the year must thou pay 

For plenty of lights To bum there o' nights— 
None of your rascally * dips* — but sound. 
Bound, ten-penny moulds of four to the pound $^ 
And a shirt of the roughest and coarsest hair 
For a year and a day, Sir Ingoldsby, wear ! 
So may your qualms of conscience cease. 
And the soul of the Soldier shall rest in peace !' 

' Now nay, Holy Father, now nay, now nay I 
Less penance may serve 1* quoth Sir Ingoldsby Bray, 
'No champion free of the Cross was he; 
Ko belted Baron of high degree ; 

No Knight nor Squire Did there expire ; 
He was, I trow, but a bare-fooced Friar ! 
And the Abbot of Abingdon long may wait 
With his monks around him ana early and late 
May look from loop-hole, and turret, and gate. 
He hath lost his Prior — his Prior his pate !' 

•Now Thunder and turfl' Pope Gregory said. 

And his hair raised his triple crown right off his head— 

'Now Thunder and turfl and out and alasl 

A horrible thing has come to paaw I 

What !— cut off the head of a reverend Prior, 

And say he was '* OfUy (1 1 !) a bare-footed Friar I"— 

*^ What Baron or Squire, Or Knight of the shire 
Is half so good as a holy Friar ?** 

0, turpusime I Vir nequisnme ! 
SctHeratissime \ — quisnme I — (saime ! 
Never, I trow, have the Servi aervorum 

Had before 'em Such a breach of deoomm, 
Sucli a gross violation of morum honorum^ 
And won't have again ioscuLa ioeeuloruml — 
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Gome hither to me, My Gardinals three, 

My Bishops in partibw, Masters ia Artibus, 

Hither to me, A.B. and D.D. 

Doctors and Proctors of every degree. 
Go fetch me a book ! — go fetch me a bell 
As big as a dustman's ! — and a candle as well — 
m send him — where good manners won't let me tell !* 

— * Pardon and grace ! — now pardon and grace I* 
— Sir Ingoldsby Bray fell flat on his face — 
* Med euwdl-;^!!! Booth Tm in pitiful case. 
Pecoavifpeccavil — ^I*ve done very wrong! 
But my heart it is stout, and my arm it is strong 
And I'll fight for holy Church sdl the day long; 
And the Ingoldsby lands are broad and &ir, 
And they're here, and they're there, and I can't tell yon wha% 
And Holy Church shall come in for her share 1' 

Pope Gregory paused, and he sat himself down, 
And he somewnat relaxed his terrible frown. 
And his Cardinals three they pick'd up his crown. 

' Now, if it be so that you own you've been wrongs 
And your heart is so stout, and your arm is so strong^ 
And you really will fight like a trump all day long; 
If the Ingoldsby lands do lie here and there, 
And Holy Church shall come in for her i^re, — 
Why, my Cardinals three^ 
You 11 agree With me 

That it gives a new turn to the whole affair, 

And I think that the Penitent need not despair I 

—If it be so, as you seem to say, 

Bise up^ rise up^ Sir Ingoldsby Bray ! 

' An Abbey so Mr Sir Bray shall found. 
Whose innermost wall's encircling bound 
Shall take in a couple of acres of ground ; 
And there in that Abbey all the year round, 
A full choir of monks, and a full choir of nuns. 
Shall live upon cabbage and hot-croas buns. 

And Sir Ingoldsby Bray, Without delay, 

Shall hie him again To Ascalon plain. 
And gather the bones of the foully slain : 
And shall place said bones, with all possible care. 
In an elegant shrine in his Abbey so fair ; 

And plenty of lights Shall be there o' nights ; 
None of your rascally "dtjpa," but sound. 
Bast superfine wax-^ncks, four to the pound; 
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And Monk and Nun Shall pray, each one^ 
For the sool of the Prior of Abingdon I 
And Sir Ingoldjsby Bray, so bold and so braye, 
Never shall wash himself comb, or shave. 

Nor adorn his hody, Nor drink gin-toddy, 

Nor indulge in a pipe, — But shall dine upon tripe^ 
And blackberries gathered before they are ripe, 
And for ever abhor, renounce, and abjure 
Bum, hoUands, and brandy, wine, punch, and liqueur : 

(Sir Ingoldsby Bray Here gave way 
To a feelins which prompted a word proiane. 
But he swallow'd it down, by an effort^ again. 
And his Holiness luckily fimcied his gulp a 
Mere repetition of 0, med culjpdl) 

^Thrioe three times upon Candlemas-day. 
Between Vespers and Compline, Sir Ii^ldsby Broy 
Shall run round the Abbey, as best he may. 

Subjecting his back To thump and to thwaok, 
Well and truly laid on by a bare-footed Friar, 
With a stout cato-ninetails of whipcord and wire ; 
And nor he, nor his heir ^ Shall take, use, or bear 
Any more, from this day. The surname of Bray, 
As being dishonoured ; but all issue male he has 
Shall, with himself^ go henceforth by an alias J! 
So his qualms of conscience at length may oease^ 
And Page, Dame, and Prior shall rest in peace I' 

Sir Ingoldsby (now no longer Bray) 
Is off like a shot away and away. 

Over the brine To far Palestine^ 
To rummage and hunt over Ascalon plain 
For the unburied bones of his victim slain. 

' Look out, my Squire, Look higher and nigher. 
Look out for the corpse of a bare-foot^ Friar I 
And pick up the arms, and the legs, of the dead, 
And pick up his body, and ^ick up his head 1' 

FTTTK in. 

Ingoldsby Abbey is fair to see. 
It hath manors a dozen, and royalties three. 
With right of free warren (whatever that be) ; 
Rich pastures in front, and green woods in tne rear, 
All in full leaf at the right time of year; 

* His brother R^inald, it would teem by the pedigree, dianguxled this prao^ 
titioo. 
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Abont Christmas, or so, tboy fall into the sear, 
And the proepoct, of course, becomes rather more drear: 
But it's really delightful in spring-time, — and near 
The great c^te Father Thames roils sun-bright and clear; 
Gobham woods to the right^— on the opposite shore 
Laindon Hills in the distance, ten miles off or more ; 
Then youVe Milton and Gravesend behind,— and belore 
You can see almost all the way down to the Nore.* 

80 charming a spot It's rarely one*s lot 
To see, and when seen it's as rarely foigoU 

Yes, Ingoldsby Abbey is fahr to see, 

And its Monks and its Nuns are fifty and three, 

And there they all stand each in their degree, 

Drawn up in me front of their sacred abode, 

Two by two in their regular mode, 

While a funeral comes down the Rochester road* 

Falmen twelve, from a foreign strand. 
Cockle in hat, and staff in himd. 
Come marohing in pairs, a holy band I 
Little boys twelve, dressed all in white^ 
Each with his brazen censer bright. 
And singing away with all their might. 
Follow the ralmers — a goodly sight; 

Next high in air Twelve Yeomen bear 
On their sturdy necks, with a good deal of care^ 
A patent sarcophagus firmly rear'd, 
Of Spanish mahogany (not veneer'd), 
And behind walks a Knight with a very long beard. 

Close by his side Is a Friar, supplied 
With a stout cat-o'-ninetails of tough cow-hide. 

While all sorts of queer men Bring up the rear — Men* 
-at-arms, Nigger captives, and Bow-men, and Spear-men. 

It boots not to tell What you'll ffuess very well. 
How some sang the rtquiem, some toll d the boll ; 

Suffice it to say, 'Twas on Candlemas-day 
The procession I speak about reach'd the Sacdlum ; 

* Alas I one might almost sa^ that of thts sacred, and once splendid, edifice, 
p0nSntfU etiam ruituB, An elderly gentleman, howerer, of ecdcatastlcal cut, 
who oscillates between the Garrtck Club and the Falcon in Graveaeod, and ii 
said by the host to be a ' foivigneeriug Bishop/ does not scruple to identify 
the ruins still to be seen by the side of the high Dorer road, about a mile and 
a half below the town, with those of the haunted Sacellum, The gener J 
features of the landscape certainly correspond, and trtditioa, as certainly, 
countenances his, conjecture. 
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And in lieu of a sopper The Knight on his crcpper 
fieoeived the first taste of the Vaxher's ftageUum ; 

That, as chronicles tell He continued to dwell 
All the Test of his days in the Abbey he*d foanded. 
By the pious of both sexes ever surroundedf 
And, partaking the fare of the Monks and the Nuns, 
Ate the cabba^ alone, without touching the bnns ; 
— ThBt year after year, having run round the Quad 
With his back, as eojoin'd him, exposed to the rod. 
Having not only kiaB*d it, but bless'd it, and thank*d it, he 
Died, as all thought^ in the odour of sanctity, 
When, — stiange to relate I and you'll hardly believe 
What Fm going to tell you,^nezt Candlemas Eve 
The Monks and the Nuns in the dead of the night 
Tumble, all of them, out of their beds in affright, 

AlarmM bv the bawls. And the calls, and the squalls 
Of some one who seem'd running all round the walls 1 

Looking out, soon By the light of the moon. 
There appears most distinctly to ev'ry one's view. 
And maKing, as seems to them, all this ado. 
The form of a Knight with a beard like a Jew, 
As black as if steep'd in that ' Matchless I' of Hunt's, 
And so bushy, it would not disgrace Mr. Muntz ; 
A bare-footed Friar stands behind him, and shakes 
A flageUumf whose lashes appear to be snakes ; 
While more terrible still, the astounded beholders 
Perceive the said Friar has no head oh bib BHOinj)EBS, 

But is holding his pate In his left hand, out straight. 
As if by a closer inspection to find 
Where to get the b»t cut at his victim behind. 
With the aid of a small ' bull's-eye lantern,' — as placed 
By our own New Police, — in a belt round hia waist. 

All gaze with surprise. Scarce believing their eyes. 
When the Knight makes a start like a race-horse, tmd fiios 
From his headless tormentor, repeating his cries,— 
In vain, — for the Friar to his skirts closely sticbs, 
'Running after bim,' — so said the Abbot, — 'Uke Bricks!' 

Thrice three times did the Phantom Knight 
Course round the Abbey as best he mi^ht, 
Be-thwack'd and be-emack'd by the headless Sprite, , 
While his shrieks so piercing made all hearts thrill,— 
Then a whoop and a nalioo, — and all was still 1 

Ingoldsby Abbey has passed away. 

And at this time of day One can hardly survey 
Any traces or track, save a few ruins, grey 
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With age, and &8t mouldering into decay, 
Of the Btmcture once built by Sir Ingoldsby Bray ; 
But still there are many folkB living who say 
That on every Candlemas Eve, the Knight^ 

Accoutred and dight In his armour bright. 
With his thick black beard, — and the clerical Sprite, 
With his head in his hand, and his lantern alight, 
Bun round the spot where the old Abbey Btoo(^ 
And are seen in the neighbouring glebe-land and wood ; 
More especially still, if it*s stormy and windy. 
You may hear them for miles kicking up their wild shindjr^ 

And that once in a gale Of wind, sleet, and hail. 
They frightened the horses, and upset Uie maiL 

What 'tis breaks the rest Of these souls unblest 
Would now be a thing rather hard to be guess'd. 
Though some say the Squire, on his death-bed, confessed 

That on Ascalon plain, When the bones of the shuo 
Were collected that day, and pack'd up in a chest 

Gaulk'd and made water-tight^ 

Bv command of the Knight, 
Thoueh the legs and the arms they'd got all pretty rights 
And Uie body itself in a deoentish plight. 
Yet the Friar's Fericrantum was nowhere in sight ; 
So, to save themselves trouble, they pick'd up instead. 
And popp'd on the shoulders a Saracen's Head I 
Thus the Knight in the terms of his penance had faiiV!^ 
And the Pope's absolution, of course, nought avail'd. 

Now though this might be. It don't seem to agroe 
With one thing which, I own, is a poser to me,— 
I mean, as the miracles wrought at the shrine 
Containing the bones brought from far Palestine 
Were so great and notorious, 'tis hard to combine 
This/act with the reason these people assign. 
Or suppose that the head of tiie murder'd Divine 
Could be aught but what Yankees would call ^genu-tne.' 
'Tis a very nice question — ^but be 't as it mav, 
The Ghost of Sir Ingoldsby (ci-devant Bray), 
It is boldly affirm'd, by the folks great and small 
About Milton, and Chalk, and around Cobham Hall, 
Still on Candlemas-day haunts the old ruin'd wall, 
And that many have seen him, and more heard him squalL 
So, I think, when Ihe facts of die case you recall. 
My inference, reader, you'll fiemrly forestall. 

Viz. : that, spite of the hope Held out by the Po])c^ 
Sir Ingoldsby Bray was d — d after all 1 



L 
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XOBAL. 

Foot-page8y and Seirante of ev'ry degree. 
In livery or out of it, listen to me I 
See -what comes of lying 1 don't join in a leupie 
To hunbag your master, or aic an intrigue 1 

Ladies I — married and single, from this understand 

How foolish it is to send letters by hand I 

Don't stand for the sake of a penny, — but when you 

Ve a biUei to send To a loyer or friend. 
Put it into the post, and don't cheat the reyenue ! 

Bererend gentlemen ! — you who are giyen to roam, 
Don't keep up a soft correspondence at home I 
But while you're abroad lead respectable liyes; 
Loye your neighbours, and welcome, — ^but don't loye their wives i 
And, as bricklayers cry from the tiles and ike leads 
When they're shovelling the snow ofi^ * Takx oabb or toub heads I 

Knights I — ^whoee hearts are so stout, and whose arms are so strong 

Learn, — to twist a wife's neck is decidedly wrong I 

If your servantB offend you, or give themselves aim, 

Eebuke them — ^but mildly — don't kick them down stairs I 

To ' Poor Richard's ' homely old proverb attend, 

' If you want matters well managed, Oo I — if not» SendV 

A servant's too often a negligent elf; 

—If it's business of consequence, Do rr toubsblf I 

The state of society seldom requires 
People now to bring home wim them unburied Friais, 
But they sometimes do bring home an inmate for life ; 
Now— don't do that by proxy I — but choose your own wife I 
For think how annoying 'twould be, when you're wed. 

To find in your bed. On the pillow, inst^ 
Of the sweet faaoe you look for — A. Sara.csm'8 Hbad 1 



^las, for Ingoldsby Abbey I — Alas that one thcvld have to say 

Periirunt etiam Buinae I 
ItB very Buins now are tiny I 

There Is a something in the very sight of an old Abbey— fiimily 
associations apart — as Ossian says (or Macpherson for him), ' pleas- 
iBg yet mournful to the soul I' nor could I ever yet gaze on the roof- 
less walls and ivy-clad towers of one of these venerable monuments 
of the piety of bygone days without something very like an unbiddeo 
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tear rising to dim the prospect Something of this, I thuik, I have 
already hinted in recording our pic-nic with the Seaforths at Bol- 
BOTer. Since then I have paid a visit to the heautiful remains ol 
what once was Netley, and never experienced the sensation to which 
I have alluded in a stronger d^;ree ;— if its character was somewhat 
changed before we parted — ^it is not my fiEuilt Still, be the draw- 
Itacks what they may, I shall ever mark with a white stone the duy 
on which I for the first time beheld the tine-worn doisten of 

NETLEY ABBEY. 

▲ LEGEND or HAMPSHIRE. 

ISA W thee, Netley, as the son 
Across the western wave 
Was sinking slow. And a golden glow 
To thy roofless towers he gave ; 

And the ivy sheen. With its mantle of greon^ 
That wrapt thy walls around^ 

Shone lovelily bright, In that glorious light. 
And I felt 'twas holy ground. 

Then I thought of the ancient time— 
The days of the Monks of old, — 
When to Matin and Vesper, and Compline chime, 
The loud Hosanna rolFd, 
And thy courts, and ' long-drawn aisles ' among^ 
Swelled the full tide of sabred Hong. 

And then a vision pass'd 

Across my mental eye;* 
And silver shrines, and snaven crowns, 
And delicate Ladies, in bombazeen gowns, 

And long white veils, went by; 
Stiff, and staid, and solemn, and sad, — 
— ^But one, methought, wink*d at the Gardener-lad I 

Then came the Abbot, with mitre and ring, 
And pastoral staff, and all that sort of thing, 
And a Monk with a book, and a Monk with a bell 

And * dear little souls,' In clean linen stolen. 
Swinging their censera, and making a smell. — 
And see where the Choir-master walks in the rear» 

With front severe. And brow austere. 
Now and then pinching a little boy's ear 

* la niT mind's «/«, Ifontao 1— Hamlet. 
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When he chaonts the regpoxiflee too late, or too boqd, 
Or hia Do^ Be, Mi, Fa, Sd, Im's not quite in taoe. 

rrhen yon know, They'd a * moveable Do* 
Not a fiz'a one as now-Hind of courw never knew 

How to set up a mnaical Huilahrbaloo.) 
It wai, in aooCh, a comely dght, 
And I wekom'd the viakn with pun deli^^ 

But then ' a change came o'er * 
My npirit— a change of fear — 
That gorgeous scene I bsheld no more, 
But deep beneath the basement floor 
A aungeon dark and drear I 
And there was an ugly hole in the wall — 
For an oven too big, — for a cellar too small I 

And mortar and bricks All ready to fix, 
And I said, ' Here's a Nun has been playing some tricks t- 
That horrible hole 1 — it seems to say, 
Tm a grave that gapes for a living prey I" ' 
And my heart grew sick, and my bix>w grew sad—- 
And J thought of that wink at the Gardener-lad. 
Ah me I ah me 1 — 'tis sad to think 
That Maiden's eye, which was made to wink, 
Should here be compell'd to grow blear, and blink. 

Or be closed for aye In this kind of way, 
Shut out for ever from wholesome day, 
Wall'd up in a hole with never a chink, 
No light, — ^no air, — no victuals, — ^no drink ! — 

And that Maiden's lip. Which was made to sip, 
Should here grow wither'd and dry aH a chip ! 
— That wandering glance and furtive kiss, 
Exceedingly naughty, and wrong, I wis, 
Should yet be cousider'd so much amiss 
As to call for a sentence severe as this 1 — 
And I said to myself, as I heard with a sigh, 
The poor lone victim's stifled cry,* 

' Well, I can't understand How any man's hand 
Could wall up that hole in a Christian land ! 

Why a Mussulman Turk Would recoil from the work, 
And though, when his Ladies run alter the fellows, he 
Stands not on trifles, if madden'd by jealousy, 

* About the middle of the last oentorj a human fkeletoD was disooTcred is 
t recess in the wall amoDg the ruins of Netley. On exsmtnation the bones 
were pronounced to be those of a female. Teste Jametn Unrrison, a youthful 
bat intelligent cab-driver of Southampton, who * well reuiembei-s to have heard 
ais grandmother saj that ** Somebody told her so." ' 
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Its ol)jects, I'm sure, would declare, could they speak. 
In their Georgian, Circassian, or Turkish, or Gre^, 
*^ When airs said and done, far better it was for us. 

Tied back to back. And sown up in a sack, 
To be pitch'd neck-and-heels from a boat in the Bosphorus ?* 

— Oh I a Saint 'twould vex To think that the se:x 
Should be treated no better than Combe's double X \ 
Sure some one might run to the Abbess, and tell her 
A much better method of stocking her cellar.' 

If ever on polluted walls 

Heaven's red right arm in vengeanoe f&lls,-^ 

If e'er its justice wraps in flame 

The black abode? of sin and shame, 

That justice, in its own good time, 

Shall visit for so foul a crime, 

Ope desolation's floodgate wide, 

Aiid blast thee, Ketley, in thy pride I 

Lo where it comes I — the tempest lours, — 

It bursts on thy devoted towers ; 

Huthless Tudor's bloated form 

Bides on the blasts and guides the storm ; 

I hear the sacrilegious cry, 

* Down with the nests, and the rooks will fly ? 

Down I down they come— a fearful fall — 
Arch, and pillar, and roof-tree, and all, 
Stained pane, and sculptured stone. 
There they lie on the greensward strown — 
Mouldering walls remain alone I 

Shaven crown, Bombazeen gown. 
Mitre, and Crozier, and all are flown I 

And yet, fair Netley, as I gaze 
Upon that grey and mouldering wall. 

The glories of thy palmv days 
Its very stones recall f — 

They 'come like shadows, so depart'— 

I see thee as thou wert — and art — 

Sublime in ruin 1 — grand in woe ! 

Lone refuge of the owl and bat ; 
Ko voice aw&es thine echoes now ! 

No Bound — Good Gracious ! — ^what was that ? 
Was it the moan, The parting groan 
Of her who died forlorn and alone. 
Embedded in mortar, and bricks, and stone? — 



N 
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Full and clear On my listening ear 
It comes — again — ^near, and more near — 
Why 'zooksT it's the popping of Ginger Beer I 

— I rush'd to the door — I tread the floor, 
By Abbots and Abbesses trodden before. 
In the good old chivalric days of yore, 

And what see I there ? — In a rush-bottom*d chair 
A hag, surrounded by crockeiy-ware, 
Vending, in cups, to the credulous throng 
A nasty decoction miscaird Souchong, — 
And a squeaking fiddle and ' wry-neck'd fife 
Are screeching away, for the life 1 — for the life ! — 
Danced to by * All the World and his Wife.* 
Tag, Bag, and Bobtail, are capering there, 
Worse scene, I ween, than Bartlemy Fair I— 
Two or three Chimney-sweeps, two or three Clowns, 
Playing at * pitch and toss,' sport their ' Browns,' 
Two or three damsels, fraiik and free, 
Are ogling, and smiling, and sipping Bohea. 
Parties below, and parties above, 
Some making tea, and some making love. 

Then the *toot— toot— toot' 

Of that vile demi-flute, — 

The detestable din Of that crack'd violin. 
And the odours of ' Stout,' and tobacco, and gin. 
' — Dear me 1' I ezclaim'd, * what a place to be in I' 
And I said to the person who drove my 'shay,' 
(A very intelligent man, by the way,) 

* This, all things consider'd, is rather too gay I 
It don't suit my humour, — so take me away I 
Dancing I and drinking I — cigar and song I 

If not profanation, it's '* coming it strong," 
And I really consider it all very wrong. — 
— Pray, to whom does this property now belong?' 
— He paused, and said. Scratching his head, 
' Why I really do think he's a Uttle to blame. 
But I can't say I knows the Grentleman's name I' 

• Well — ^well 1' quoth I, As I heaved a sigh, 
And a tear-drop fell from my twinkling eye, 

* My vastly good man, as I scarcely doubt 
That some &y or other you'll' find it out, 

Should he come in your way, 
Or ride in your ** shay," 
(As perhaps he may,) Be so good as to say 
That a Visitor, whom you drove over one day, 
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Was exceedingly angry, and very much aoandaluseO, 
Finding these beautiful ruins so VandaliEed, 
And thus of their owner to speak began. 
As he ordered you home in haste, 

''No DOUBT he's a vest RESPECTABLE MAN, 

But— J can7 wy much for his tctste,**** 



My very excellent brother-in-law, Beaforth, late of the Bombay 
Fencibles (lucky dog to have quitted the service before this shock- 
ing Affghan business!), seems to have been even more forcibif 
affected on the evening when he so narrowly escaped being locked 
in at Westminster Abbey, and when — but Let him describe his owi 
feelings, ai he has done^ indeed, in ihe subjoined , 

FRAGMENT. 

A FBEUBG sad came o'er me as I trod the sacred ground 

Where Tudors and Plantagenets were lying ail around : 

I stepp'd with noiseless foot^ as though the sound of mortal tread 

Might burst the bands of the dreamless sleep that vnaps the mighty 

The slanting ray of the evening sun shone through those cloisters 

pale, 
With fitful light on regal vest, and warrior's sculptured mail, 
As from the stain'd and storied pane it danced witn quivering gleam. 
Each cold and prostrate form below seem'd quickening in the beam. 

Now, sinking low, no more was heard the organ's solemn swell. 
And faint upon the listening ear the last Hosanna fell : 
It died — and not a breath did stir ;— above each knightly stall 
Unmoved, the banner'd blazonry hung waveless as a paLL 

I stood alone 1 — a living thing 'midst those that were no more — 
I thought on ages past and gone — the glorious deeds of yore— 
On Edward's sable {lanoply, on Cressy's tented plain. 
The fatal Roses twined at length— on great Eliza's reign. 

I thought on Naseby — Marston Moor---on Worc'ster's 'crownin[; 

fight;' 
When on mine ear a sound there fell — ^it ohill'd me with afi'right. 
As thus in low, unearthly tones I heard a voice begin, 
* — ^This here's the Cap of Giniral Monk 1— ^Sir 1 please put summut 

inT 

Ccetera denderaKtur, 

* Adien, Mossiear Gil Bias; je voas sonhaite toatef sortfis de pnisp^ritiji 
a'ec QQ peu plus de gout 1 — QU BUu, 
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That Seaforth'B neiroBS syitem wub powerfally acted opoii on 
this occasion I can well believe. The circumstance brings "to my 
recollection a fearful adrentare — or what might perhaps have 
proved one— of my own in early life while grinding Genmds at 
Canterbuiy. A sharp touch of the gout, and the reputed sanatory 
qualities of a certain spring in St Peter's Street, then in mudi 
repute, had induced my Uncle to take up a temporary abode within 
the Cathedral ' Precinct.' It was on one of those temporary visits 
which I was sometimes permitted to pay on half-holidays, that, in 
self-defence, 1 had to recount the following true narrative. I may 
add, that this tradition is not yet worn out : a small maimed figure 
of a female in a sitting position, and holding something like a frying- 
pan in her hand, may still be seen on the covered passage which 
crosses the Brick Walk, and adjoins the house belonging to the sixth 
prebendal stall. — There are those whom I know who would, even 
yet, hesitate at threading the dark entry on a Friday — 'not' qf 
coune ' that they believe one word about ' 

l^LL COOK. 

▲ LBODID OF TBM *DABS EBITBT.* 



THE KING'S SCHOLAR'S STORT. 

< Fi-oir the " Brick Walk " branches off to the right a long narrow vaiilied 
pifr<age, paved with flagstones, vulgnrljr known by the name of th€ " Dark 
Kntry/* Its eastern extremity communicates with the cio sters, crypt, and, by 
a piivule staircase, with the interior of the CBthedral. On the we«t it opens 
into the * Gieea«court," fonoing a communicntlan between it and the portion 
ot the *' Precinct" called the **Oaks." '— ^ WaiA round CanUrbvry, &c. 

Scene— A back parlour in Mr. John Ingoldsby's house in tha Preeinct«— A 
blazing fire. — Mine Uncle is seated in a higli-backe\i easy chair, twirling his 
thumbs, and contemplating his list shoe. — Little Tom, the '* King's Scholar,*' 
on a stool opposite. — h\n. John Ingoldsby at the tibie, busily employed in 
in:inufactunng a cabbage-rose (caulillower?; in many-colour^ worstedB.-— 
^Iiue Uncle's meditations are interrupted by the Fi«uch clock on the mantel 
piece. — He prologizeth with vivacity. 

^ TT ARK ! listen, Mrs. Ingoldsby, — the clock is striking nine ! 
XX Give Master Tom another oake, and hall' a glass of wine. 
Add ring the bell for Jenny Smith, and bid hur bring his coat, 
And a warm bandana handkerchief to tie about his throat. 

' And bid them go the nearest way, for Mr. Birch has said 
That nine o clock's the hour he*ll have his Ixxirders all in bed ; 
And well we know when little boys their oomin<; home delay, 
Thoy often seem tc walk and sit uneasily nert day T 



ow, ofty, de&i TTncle Ingoldsl^, now Bend me not; I prny, 
by that Entry dark, for that you knoVs the nearest way ; 
A that Entry dork with Jane alma at anch an hour, 
n me quite— it's Friday night 1— and then NeU Cook hitk 

. who's Nell Cook, thou silly cliild ? — and what's Nell GocA k 

bee? 

thoo Bhoald'gt dread at night to tread with Jane that dat 

ntrfe? 

ly, list and hear, mine Uncle dear 1 Boch feanome thinga ihef 

illy Cook, that few may brook at night to meet with Nell I' 
aa in bluff King Eany's days, — and Uonks and Friais woa 

now, deu Uncle Ingoldat^, a sort of Clei^ymen. 

d coarse staff gowns, and shsTen crowns, — no shirty — and ic 

, cord was placed about their waist — they had no shovel hatt: 
IB in bluff King Harry's dayi; while yet he went to shrift, 
ODg before he stamped and swore, and cut the Pope adrift ; 
lived a portly Canon then, a sage and learned clerk ; 
d, I trow, a goodly house, fast by that Entry dark ! 
[JaiUHt was a portly man — of Latin and of Greek, 
earned lon^ he had good store, — vet health was on hia oIie«k. 
'riory &re was scant and spare, tne bread was made cj' lye, 
eer was weak, yet he was sleek — he had a meny eye. 
bough within the Prioiy the &re was scant and thin, 
anon's house it stood withont ; — he kept good cheer within ; 
the beat he prest each guest with free and jovial look, 
)llen Bean ruled his cuutnt. — He called her "Nelly Cook." 
□upa, and stews, aud choice ni^(iu(t,Kcll Cook was famous stilll 
make them even of Old shoes, she had such wond'rous skill : 
anchets fine were quite divine, her cakes were nicely brown'4, 
lil'd and roost, they were the boast of all the " Precinct " 

Nelly was a comely lass, hut calm and staid her ur, 

trthward bent her modest took — yet was she passing fair ; 

tough her gown was msset brown, their heads grave peoiile 

took: 

f all agreed no Clerk bad need of such a pretty Cook. 

lay, 'twas on a Wliitaun-Eve — there came a coach and four,— 

ed the "Green-Court" gat«^ and stopped before the Chnon^ 
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The trayel-etain on wheel and rein hespoko a wea^ way,— 
Each panting steed relax'd its speed — out stept a Lady gay. 

« ** Now, welcome 1 welcome ! dearest Niece," — the CaxK)n then did C17 

And to his breast the Lady prest — he had a merry eye, — 

** Now, welcome I welcome I dearest Niece 1 in sooth, thou'rt welcome 

here, 
Tis many a day since we hare met — ^how fares my Brother dear ?" — 

**Now, thanks, my loving Uncle,** that Lady gay replied : 
** Giamercy for thy beuison I — then ** Out, alas !" she sighed ; 
^ My lather dear he is not near ; he seeks the Spanish Main ; 
He prays thee give me shelter here till he return again I" — 

** Now, welcome I welcome ; dearest Niece ; come lay thy mantle by 1" 
The Canon kiss'd her ruby lip— he had a merry eye, — 
But Nelly Cook askew did look, — it came into her mind 
They were a little less than " kin," and rather more than " kind." 

* Three weeks are gone and over — full three weeks and a day, 
Yet still within the Canon's house doth dwell that Lady gay ; 
On capons fine they daily dine, rich cates and sauces rare. 

And tney quaff good store of Bordeaux wine, — so dainty is their fjEire. 

* And fine upon the virginals is that gay Lady's touch, 

And sweet her voice unto the lute, you 11 scarce hear any such ; 

But is it '^ 8cmetis8ma?* she sings in dulcet tone ? 

Or " .^igds ever hriyht and/air f ' — Ah, no 1 — ^it's " Bobbing Joan T 

' The Canon's house is lofty and spacious to the view ; 
The Canon's cell is ordOTed well — yet Nelly looks askew ; 
The Lady's bower is in the tower, — ^yet Nelly shakes her head — 
She hides the poker and the tongs in that gay Lady's bed I 

' Six weeks were gone and over — full six weeks and a day, 
Tet in that bed the poker and the tongs unheeded lay 1 
From which, I fear, it's pretty clear that Lady rest had none ; 
Or, if she slept in any b^ — ^it was not iu her own. 

* But where that Lady pas8*d her night, I may not well divine^ 
Perhaps in pious oraisons at good St. Thomas' Shrine, 

And for her fiither far away breathed tender vows and true — 
It may be so— I cannot say — ^but Nelly look'd askew. 

* And still at night, by fair moonlight, when all were lock'd in sleej 1, 
She'd listen at we Canon's door,— she'd through the keyhole peep--- 
I know not what she heard or saw, but fury fiU'd her ejre — 
—She bought some nasty Doctor's-stufi^ and she put it in a pie 1 
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* It was a glorioofl sammer's eve — ^with beams of rosy rod 

The Sun went down — all Nature smiled — ^but Nelly shook her hcsid? 
Fall softly to the balmy breeze mng out the Vesper beU*>- 
— ^Upon the Canon's startled ear it sounded like a knell I 

' ** Now here*s to thee, mine Uncle I a health I drink to thee ! 
Now pledge me back in Sherris sack, or a cup of Malvoisie !**— 
The Oinon sigh'd — but, rousing, cried, " I answer to thy call. 
And a Warden-pie's a dainty (Ush to mortify withal V 

* *TiB early dawn — the matin chime rings out for momiiig pny'r**- 
And Prior and Friar is in his stall-^the Canon is not there I 

Nor in the small Refect'ry hall, nor cloister'd walk is he*— 
All wonde]>— and the Sacristan says, " Lauk-a-daisy-me T 

* They've search'd the aisles and Baptistry — ^they've aeaich'd abovt 

— around — 
The ** Sermon House " — the ** Audit Boom " — ^the Canoe is not fbuud. 
They only find that pretty Cook concocting a ragout^ 
They ask her where her master u»— but Nelly looks askew. 

' They call for crow-bars — ** jemmies " is the modem name they bear — 
They burst through look, and bolt» and bar — but what a si^t is 

there !— 
The Canon's head lies on the bed — ^his Niece lies on the floor! 
— They are as dead as any nail diat is in any door 1 

' The UTid spot Ib on his breast* the spot is on his back ! 

His portly form, no longer warm with life, is swoln and black ! — 

The livid spot is on her cheek, — it's on her neck of snow, 

And the Prior sighs, and sadly cries, ** Well— here's a pretty Go!^ 

'AH at the silent hour of night a bell is heard to toll, 

A knell is rung, a rtquiem 's sim^ tis for a sinful uoul. 

And there's a grave within the Nave ; it*8 dark, and deep, and wido. 

And they bury there a Lady fsiir, and a Canon by her side 1 

* An Uncle — so 'tis whi^per'd now throughout the sacred fane,— 
And a Niece— whone futiiur's far away u{x>n the Spanish Main*— 
The Sacristan, he stiys no word that indicates a doubt^ 

But he puts his thumb unto his nose, and spreads his fingers out ! 

'And whore doth tarry Nelly Cook, that staiu and comely lass? 
Ay, where? — for ne'er from forth that door was Nelly known to pasa 
Her coif and gown of russet brown were lost unto the view, 
And if you mcntion'd Nelly's name — the Monks all looked askew J 

•There is a heavy paving-stone fast by the Canon's door. 
Of granite grey, and it mny weigh some half a ton or more, 
And it is laid deep in the shade within that Fjitry dark, 
Whore sun or moon-beam never play'd, or e'en one starry spark. 
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* That heavy gnmte stone was moved that night, 'twas darkly said. 
And the mortar roand its sides next mom seem'd fresh and newly 

laid. 
But what within the narrow Tault beneath that stone doth lie^ 
Or if that there be vault or no-*i cannot tell — ^not 1 1 

* But Fve been told that moan and groan, and fearful wail and shriek. 
Game fiam beneath that paying-stone for nearly half a week~- 
For three long days and three long nights came forth those soimda 

of fear; 
Then all was o'er-^they neyer more fell on the Hstenittg eari 

* A hundred years have gone and past since last Kell Cook was seen^ 
When worn by us^ that stone got loose, and they went and told l^e 

Dean. — 
— ^Says the Dean, says he, ** My Masons tliree t now haste and fix it 

tight f 
And the Masons three peeped down to see, and they saw a fearsome 

sight. 

* Beneath that heavy paving-stone a shocking hole they found — 

It was not more than twelve feet deep, and barely twelve feet round ; 

— ^A fleshless, sapless skeleton lay in that horrid well 1 

But who the deuce 'twas put it there those Masons could not telL 

* And near this fleshless skeleton a pitcher small did lie, 

And a mouldy piece of ** kissing-onist,'* as from a Warden-pie ! 
And Doctor Jones declared the hones were female bones and, '* Zooks 1 
I should not he surprised," said he, **. if these were Nelly Cook's J " 

' It was in good Dean Bargrave's days, if I remember right, 

Those fleshless bones beneath the stones these Masons brought to 
Hght; 

And you may well in the ''Dean's ChapoUe'* Dean Bargrave's por- 
trait view, 

** Who died one night," says old Tom Wright^ ** in sixteen forty- 
two T 

'And so two hundred years have passed since that these Masons 

three, 
With curious looks, did set Nell Cook's unquiet spirit free ; 
That granite stone had kept her down till then — so some suppose,— 
— Some spread their fingers out, and put their thumb unto tlicir 

nose. 

* But one thing's clear — that all the year, on eveiy Friday mght, 
Throughout that Entry dark doth roam Nell Cook's unquiet Sprites 
On Friday was that Warden-pie all by that Canon tried; 

C^ Friday died he, and that tidy Lady by his side I 



BELL COOK. 

1 two hnndied Tears IwTe Off 

alk, and thej who crews her pa 
Bth is fell as death 1 the Simoo 
B wind in Africa that blows tu 
ke the Simoom's blast, her brea 
liverin^ shivering shocks untc 
1 that EjitTj dark doth feel tht 
within the year some dire nnti 
rho — no matter what condition 
;et shot," and some "get dn 

in over " bj a ooach ; — and one 

d to death with ojstut^^helU a: 
u thiee, who set ker free, fell i 
re bang'd on Tybnm tree for n 
ly,* too, his mend who slew, 1 

1 on Chatham Downs, had &e 
aa cot, mine Uncla dear, oh I e 
I that Entry dark to-night, bu1 
a truant boy, but good, and mi 
orfend that ever I foregather n 

I cail'd at morning tide, and HL 
uw, and did eschew, both stool 
.Ik, he did not walk, the tear n 
'en that sad resource, to sit bin 



arks to learned Clerks in count 
pretty serving-maid, though cl 
r Niece sing ' Bobbing Joan !'— 
ack and Malvomie, — and don't 

it Uw year 1780, • worUiy of Uiii sum mt the Ihraat at ■ 
xr-Tiuk«r, WM eucuted on Oataa Hilli and iflerwKrdj hung in 

icCDc of hii a^me. It wu to this pUu, u being tbeeitn 
I* Citf'a jurisdiction, that tha worthy Uajot with lo m 

to •cort Archbiihop M"* on one of hii prognnes, wh«n 
Um boDonr of ' attradlng hit Onct at far ai the gallmct,' 




MUBfiEBY BEMINI8CENCEB. 277 

And on I 1)eware that Entry dark, — Especially at night, — 

And don't go there with Jenny Smith all by the pale moonlight ! — 

60 bless the Queen and her Koyal Weans, — And the Prince whose 

hand she took, — 
And bless us all, both great and small, — and keep us from Nell 

Gookl 



Kind, good-hearted, gouty Uncle John I how well I remember all 
the kindness and affection which my miachieyous propensities so ill 
repaid — his bright blue coat and resplendent gilt buttons — his 
* frosty pow ' si hien povdrS—Am little quill-like pigtail I — Of all my 
praiseworthy actions — ^they were 'like angel visits^ few and far 
between' — the never-failing and munificent rewarder ; of my naughty 
deeds — ^they were multitudinous as the sands on the sesrshore — the 
evex^ready palliator ; my intercessor, and sometimes even my de- 
fender against punishment, 'staying harsh justice in its mid career I 
—•Poor Unole John 1 he will ever rank among the dearest of my 

NUBSERT REMINISCENCES. 

I REMEMBER, I remember. 
When I was a littie Boy, 
One fine morning in September 
Uncle brought me home a toy. 

I remember how he patted 
Botii my cheeks in kindliest mood ; 

'Then,' said he, 'you little Fat-head, 
There's a top because you're good.' 

Grandmamma — a shrewd observer-^ 

I remember gazed upon 
My new top, and said with ferrour, 

' Oh I how kind of Uncle John i' 

While mamma, my form caressing,-* 

In her eve the tear-drop stood. 
Read me this fine moral lesson, 

' See what comes of being good I' 



I remember, I remember. 
On a wet and windy day. 

One cold morning in December, 
I stole out and went to play ; 



!r Billy Eavkina 

Cune, and with bia pewter iqaiTt 
Squibb'd my paiitalaoiu and (tockit 

Till they were all over dirtl 
To my mother Tor protection 

I ran, quaking ereiy limb : 
— She eiclBimed, with fond affectio 

' Otacious Goodness I look M him 

A> cried, when he nv my ganoent 

— T»a8 a newly-purchaied dress 
'Ohl you nasty little Wtavtenl, 

Bow oame you in such a mess?* 
Then he oauftht me hy the ooUar, 

—Cruel only to be kind — 
And to my exceeding dolonr. 

Gave me — several slaps behind. 

GTandmsmma, while yet I nnartod 

As she saw my evil plight. 
Said —'twas rather ■tony-hearted — 

'Little rascall unie him right!' 
I Temember, I remember. 

Prom that sad and solemn day, 
Kever more in dark December 

Did 1 venture out to play. 

And the moral which they tanght, 
Well remember; thus they eaid- 

'Little Boys, when they are naugh 
Must be whipped and sent to bei 



NOLB JOHK 1 

'After life's fitful fever he sleeps wel 
1 fomily vault in Dentoo chancel — and dear Aunt FaoDV 
latter also ' loo'd me weel,' as the Scotch song has it, — and 
bis moment, 1 am in a most soft and sentimental hunor.r 
iky toddy should ever be made by pouring tlie boUing 
ter if possible — upon the thinnest lemon-peel,— and then — 
body known ' what then — ') I dedicate the following ' Trae 
to my beloved 



I 
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AUNT FANNY. 

A LBOKKD OV A BmBT. 

Yii^ibos, Pueruqne euto. — ^HOB. 
OU Uaias, and Bwihaors I cbabt tol— T. I 

SING of a Shirt that nevtr wom new t 

In the oourae of the year Eighteen hundred and two^ 

Aunt Fanny hegan, Upon Grandmamma's phui, 
To make one for me, then her ' dear Little man/— 
—At the epoch I speak about, I was between 

A man and a boy, A hubble-d&>hoy» 
A iat, litUe, punchy concern of sixteen, — 

Just beginning to flirt, And ogle,— flo pert» 
I*d been whipt every day had I had my desert, 
— ^And Aunt Fan rolunteer'd to make me a shirt I 

Fye said she hegan it, — Some unlucky planet 
No doubt interfered, — for, before she, and Janet 
Completed the 'cutting-out,' 'hemming/ and 'stitdiiing/ • 
A tall Irish footman appeared in the kitchen ; — 

— ^This took off the maid, And, I'm sadly afnid. 
My respected Aunt Fanny's attention, too, strayM; 
For, about the same period, a gay son of Mars, 
Comet Jones of the Tenth (then the Prince's) Hussars, 

With his fine dark eyelashes. And finer moustaches, 
And the ostrich plume work'd on the corp' sabre-tasches, 
(I say nought of the gold-and-red cord of the sashes. 
Or the boots far above the Guards' vile spatteidashes,) — 
So eyed, and so sigh'd, and so lovingly tried 
To engage her whole ear as he lounged by her side, 
Looking do^vn on the rest with such dignified pride, 

Tluit she made up her mind She should certainly find 
Comet Jones at her feet, whisp'ring ' Fan, be my bride !' — 
— She had even resolved to say ' Yes,' should he ask it, 
— ^And I— and my Shirt-^vere both left in the basket. 

To her grief and dismay She discovered one day 
Comet Jones of the Tenth was a little too gay ; 
For, besides that she saw him — ^he could not say nay — 
Wink at one of tlic actresses capering away 
In a Spanish bolerOf one night at the play. 
She found he'd already a wife at Cambray ; — 
One at Paris, — a nymph of the corps tie baUet ; — 
And a third down in Kent, at a place call'd Foot's Cray.-^ 

He was * viler than dirt I' — Fanny vowed to exert 
AH her powers to forget him, — and finish my Shirt. 



JO ADNT FAMHT. 

But, oil I 1u^hm1b7 t How time slipa awa 
WWd have tJtought that while Cupid waa play 
Ten ;ean had elapsed, and — Fd turn'd twen^i 

' I care not a whit, — He's grown cot a bl 
Saya my Annl, ' it will still be a very good fit,' 

So Janet and She, Now about tlurtT'threi 
(The maid had been jilted by Hr. Mi^ee,) 
Each taking one end of * the Shirt' on her knecv 
Aeain began working with hearty good-will, 
' Felling the Beama,' and ' whipping the Frill,'— 
For, twenty years since, though Iha Ruffle haid ' 
A Frill like a Fan had by no means been banisl 
People wore them at pkyhouacs, parties, and t^ 
Like ore^rown fins of overgrown peiches. — 

Now, IJien, hj these two thus laying their capo 
Together, my 'Bhirt' had been finish'd, perhaps, 
But for one of Uiose queer little three^omer'd si 
Which the ladiee call ' bide-bils,' that sever the 
— Here unlucky Janet Took her needle, a 
Bight into her thumb, and cried loudly, ' Ads ci 
Tve spoilod myself now by that 'era nasty Gussi 

For a month to come Poor dear Janet's tfa 
Was in that sort of state vulgar people call ' Ru 

At the end of that time, A youth, still in 
The Doctor's fat Errand-boy, — just such a dolt a 
Kept to mix draughts, and spread plasten and ( 
Who a bread-cataplasm each mommg had carrit 
Sigh'd, — ogled, — proposed, — was accepted, — and 

Much did Aunt Fan Bisappi-ove of the pi 
She tum'd up her dear little snub at ' the Uan.' 

She 'could not believe it,' — 'Could scare 
Was possible — What I «ucA a place I — and then 
And all for a " Shrimp" not as high as my hat— 
A little contemptible " Shaver" like that 1 1 
With a broad pancake &cc, and eyes buried in £ 

For her part, ' She was sure She oould ne^ 
A lad with a lisp, and a lee like a skewer I — 
Such a name too ; — ('twas Potts 1) — and so nasty 
No, no, — she would much rather die an old maii 
He a husband, indeed I — Well, mine, come what 
Shan't look like a bliet^r, or smell of Guaiacom 1 

But there I She'd ' declare, It was Janet't 

— Chacua i ton gottt As ^ baked she ml 
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She oonld not prevent her — ^'twas no nae in trying it — 
Oh, no— she had made her own bed, and might lie in it. 
They ** repent at leiaore who marry at random." 
Ko matter — De gtutibus rwn disputandum I* 

Consoling herself with this choice bit of lAtin, 
Aunt Fanny resisnedly bought some white satin. 
And, 8s the Soubrette Was a veir great pet 
After all,— she resolved to forgive and forget. 
And sat down to make her a bridal rosette. 
With magnificent bits of some white-lookkig metal 
Stuck in, here and there, each forming a petal. — 
— On such an occasion one couldn't feel hurt, 
Of course, that she ceased to remember — ^my Shirt I 

Ten years,— or nigh, — Had again gone by. 
When Fan accidentally casting her eye 
On a dirty old work-basket, hung up on high 
In the store-closet where herbs were put by to dry. 
Took it down to explore it — she didn t know why. — 

Within, a pearsoup coloured fragment she spied. 

Of the hue of a November fog m Gheapside, 

Or a bad piece of ginger-bread spoilt in the baking. 

— I still hear her cry, — * I wish I may die 
If here isn't Tom's Shirt, that's been so long a-making I 

My gracious me 1 Well,— only to see 1 
I declare it's as yellow as vellow can be I 
Why it looks as though't had been soak'd in green tea ! 

Dear me did you ever f — But come— 'twill be clever 
To bring matters round ; so 111 do my endeavour 
*• Better Late," says an excellent proverb^ " than Never I* — 
It is stain'd, to be sure ; but ** grass-bleaching" will bring it 
To ridits "in a jiffy." — ^We'll wash it, and wring it; 

Or, stay, — •* Hudson's Liquor " Will do it still quicker. 

And * Here the new maid chimed in, ' Ma'am, Salt of Lemon 

Will make it, in no time, quite fit for the Gemman I' 
So they ' set in the gathers,' — the large round the collar, 
While those at the wristbands of course were much smaller, — 
The button-holes now were at length ' overcast ;' 
Then a button itself was sewn on — 'twas the last 1 

AJ I's done 1 All's won 1 

Never under the sun 
Was Shirt so late finish'd — so early begun ! — 

— ^The work would defy The most critical eye. 
It was ' bleach d,' — it was wash'd, — it was hung out to dry,-— 
JU was mark'd on the tail with a T and an 1 1 
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On the baek of a chair it Was placed,— jost to lar it^ 
In front of the fire. — ' Tom to-morrow shall wear it V 

— cceca mens haminum! — Fanny, good soul, 

Left her charge for one moment — hut one — a vile coal 

Bounced out liom.the grate, and set fire to the whole ! 

Had it been Doctor Araott's new stove — ^not a grate : — 
Had the coal been a ' Lord Mayor^s coal/ — ynz. ; a slate ^ 

What a different tale had I had to relate 1 

And Aunt Fan — and my Shirt — ^been superior to Fate ; — 
One moment — no mora I — — Fan open'd the door ! 

The draught made the blaze ten times worse than before ; 

And Aunt Fanny sank down — ^in despair — on the floor 1 

You may fancy perhaps Agrippina's amazement, 

When, looking one fine moonlight night from her casement 

She saw, while thus gazing, All Rome a-blazing, 
And, losing at once all restraint on her temper, or 
Feelings, exclaimed, * Hang that Scamp of an Emperor, 

Although he's my son ! — — He thinks it prime fun 
No doubt 1 — While the flames ara demolishing Borne, 
There's my Nero a-fiddling and singing ** Sweet Home T ' 
— Stay — ^I m really not sure 'twas Uiat lady who said 
The words I've put down, as she stepp'd into bed, — 
On reflection, I rather believe ahe was dead ; 

But e'en when at College, I Fairly acknowledge, 1 
Never was very precise in Chronology ; 
So, if there's an error, pray set down as mine a 
Mistake of no very great moment — in fine, a 
Here slip— 'twas some Pleb's wife, if not Agrippina. 

You may fancy that warrior, so stem and so stony. 
Whom tiiirty years since we all used to call Bonbt, 
When, engaged in what he styled ' fulfilling his destinies/ 
He led his rapscallions across the Borysthenes, 

And made up his mind Snug quarters to find 
In Moscow, against the catarrhs and the coughs 
Which are apt to prevail 'monji^st the * Owskis ' and * Offa.' 

At a time of the year When your nose and your e&r 
Are by no means so safe there as people's are here. 
Inasmuch as ' Jack Frost,' that most fearful of Bogles, 
Makes folks leave their cartilao^e oft in their ' fogies.' 

You may fancy, I say. That same Bonbt's dismay. 

When Count Rostopchin At once made him drop ct » 
And turn up his eyes, as his rappee he took, 
With a sort of mort-de-^na^vie kind of look, 

On perceiving that * Swing,' And ' all that sort of th- ^ 
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Was at work— -diat he'd just lost the game withoat knowing it 
That the Kremlin was blazing — the RasBians ' a-going it,* — 
Every plug in the place froKen hand as the ground. 
And the deuoe of a Tum-oock at all to be found 1 

You may fancy King Charles at some Court Fancy-JBall, 

(The date we may fix In Sixteen sixty-six,) 
In the room built by Ini^o Jones at Whitehall, 
"Whence his &ther, the Martyr,-^ as such moum'd by all 
Whc^ in hi$f wept the Law's and the Monanshy's fall,) 
Stept out to excnange regal robes for a pall— 
Tou may £uicy King Charles, I say, stopping the brawl,* 
As burst on his sight the old church of 8t. Paul, 
By the light of its flames, now beginning to cmwl 
From basement to bnttresB, and topping its wall-~ 
— Tou may fancy old Clarendon making a call. 
And stating in cold, slow, monotonous drawl, 
' Sire, from Pudding Lane's End, dose by Fishmongeis' Hall, 
To Pye Comer, in Bmithfield, there is not a stall 
There, in market, or street, — ^not a house, great or small. 
In which Knight wields his falchion, or Cobbler his awl. 
But 8 on fire I V — ^You may fancy the general squall. 
And bawl as they all call for wimple and shawl I — 
— You may fancy all this — ^but I boldly assert 
Tou oan't fimcy Aunt Fan— as she looked on MT SHIBT I ! 

Was't Apelles ? or Zeuxis ? — ^I think 'twas Apelles, 

That artist of old — ^I declare I can't tell his 

Exact nitronymic — I write and pronounce ill 

These Classical names — ^whom some Grecian Town-Council 

Employ'd, — I believe, by command of the Oracle, — 

To produce them a splendid piece, purely historical. 

For adorning the wall Of some £uie, or Ghiildhall, 
And who for his subject determined to try a 
Large painting in oils of Miss Iphigenia 

At the moment her Sire, By especial desire 
Of ' that Spalpeen, CDyaseus ' (see Barney Maguirc), 

Has resolved to devote Her beautiful throat 
To old Chalcas's knife, and her limbs to the fire ; 
— An act which we modems by no means admire,— 
An ofTring, 'tis tme, to Jove, Mars, or Apollo cost 
]^o trifling sum in those days, if a holocaust, — 

* Not a * row,' bat a dance, 

' The bi-ave Lord Keeper led the hrawls. 
The seak and maces danced before hiin.*-— Grat« 
And truly Sir Cfaristopher danced to acme tune. 



liU, althougli for eecmomy we ( 
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fter all the Fnnch, Muiio, and 
nd Sinking, — at Hearea Imowi 

lii Ilea of a Calf ! — It wa 
t a ' nigger ** «o pitiful who wc 
nd torn up their noses at one ' 
d«oetiter method of ' Raiaine 

No douht bnt be might, ^ 
aTSObtain'd it bf what we cal 
r on mortgage — or aure, if ha c 
[mt have eucoeeded ' by way o 

But there — it appean. Hi: 
is ' Oh ! 8 ' and bis ' Ah I g,' hit 
TvK all thought dccere, — ao it 
he Artist was splendid — but a 

Hia features and phiz awry 

And K lite a dragon he, ] 
hat the fbil'd Painter buried — 

ood likeness — hia face in a prii 

-Sudi a veil ii beet thrown o'er one's &ce when one's hurt 
y some griaf which no power can repair or avert 1 — 
-Such a veil I shall throw o'er Aunt Fan — and Hy Shirt I 



nd DOW for some practical hints from the stoiT 

f Aunt Pan's mishap, which I've thus laid before ye ; 

For, if rather too gay, I can venture to say, 
, fine vein of morally is, in each lay 
f toy primitive Muse, the distinguishing trait!— 
int of all — Don't put off till to-morrow what may, 
Without inconvenience, be managed to-day I 
hat golden occasion we call ' Opportunity ' 
areiy's n^lected by man with impunity I 
jid the ' Future,' how brightly bob er by Hood'a du^ sole 

Ne'er may aSbrd You a lost chance restored, 
HI both you, and YOUB SHIBT, are grown old and pc«-s 
oolour'd ! 

I would also desire Ton to guard Tmr attire, 
'oung Indies, — and never go too near the fire 1 — 
-Depend on't there's many a dear tittle Soul 
[as found that a Spark is ae bad as a coal, — 
Jid ' in her beat pettjcoat burnt a great hole I' 
Hibtmiei ' aiggo',' fooh ■ uiggud.' Fids B. Uipura fottm. 
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Jjut of all, geDtle Beader, don't be too secure I — 
Xiet seeming snooeas never make yon ' coc£-fiure P 

But beware ! — and take care, When all things look fair^ 
How you hang your Shirt oyer the back of your chair ! — 

— Theresa many a slip Twixt Uie cup and the lip V 
Be this excellent proverb^ then, well understood, 
And Dok't halloo bsfobb you'bb quitb out of thb wood [ ! 



It IS to my excellent and erudite friend, Simpkinson, that I am 
adelited for his graphic description of the well-known chalk-pit, 
wt-we^a Acol and Minster in the Isle of Thanet, known by the 
lame of the ' Smuggler's Leap.' The substance of the true history 
kttadied to it he picked up while visiting that admirable iustitution, 
lie * Sea-bathing Infirmary,' of which he is a ' Life QoTemor,' and 
m joying his otium cum dignitate last summer at the least aristocratio 
kf all possible watering-places. 

Before I proceed to detail it, howerer, I cannot, in consdenoe, fail 
bo bespeak for him the reader's sympathy in one of his own 

MISADVENTURES AT MARGATE. 

A UIQKND Of JABVIS*8 JUTI* 

MB. siXFKiNSON (Joquttur), 

>f liwAS in Margate last July, I walk'd upon the pier, 

J. I saw a little vulgar Boy — I said, ' What make you here ? 
rbe gloom upon your youthful cheek speaks anything but joy ;' 
Aigain I said, ' What m&ke you here, you little vulgar Boy ? 

He firown'd, that little vulgar Boy, — ^he deem'd I meant to <«oofi-^ 
^nd when the little heart is big, a little ' sets it off ;' 
ELe put his finger in his mouth, his little bosom rose,— 
Ke had no little handkerchief to wipe his little nose I— 

'Hark 1 don't you hear, my little man ? — ^it's striking Kine,' I said, 
' An hoar when all good little boys and girls should be in bed. 
Etun home and get your supper, else your Ma' will scold — Oh 1 fie 1 
It^a Tery wrong indeed for little boys to stand and cry I' 

rhe tear-drop in his little eye again began to spring, 
Eis bosom throbb'd with agony, — ^he cried like anyOilng I 
[ stoop'd, and thus amidst his sobs I heard him murmur — ^* Ah t 
|[ haven't got no supper I and I haven't got no Ma' 1 1 — 

[My father, he is on the seas, — ^my mother's dead and gone ! 
Bjid I am here, on this here pier, to roam the world alone ; 
Ihave not had, this live-Ion^ day, one drop to cheer my hearty 
per ** hrown " to buy a bit of br^ with, — let alone a tart. 



i 
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e'B ft sool will give ms food, or find me in i 
or night, then blon me tight I' (he wm a ' 
DW I'm here, from (his here pier it la my B 
^ u Mist«i Levi did from off the Honn-mi 

np ! cheer up I mj little tnui — cheer Qp I' 
« ft naughty boy to take such things into } 
honld jump from off the pier, you'd surely 
I your neck — then Bogey a hare jou, son i 
ome with me, my little man, come home t> 
Uady ii Mn. Jones — ne must not keep hei 
roMt potatoes at the fira, — enough for me i 
imie, you little vulgar 13o; — 1 lodge at Nui 
limhome to Number 2, the house heaide '1 
urn wipe his dirty shoes, — that little vulga 
U I said to Mistress Junes, the kindest ofb 
B w> good as go and fetch a pint of double j 
L Jones was rather cros^ she made a little 
lihe 'did not like to wait on little vulgar 1 
[i her apron wiped the plates, aud as she ru 
light ' go to Jericho, aud fetch my beer my 
t go to Jericho^I went to Mr. Cobb — • 
kt a shilling — (which in town the petals og 
ot so much for mysvlf as for that vulgar cl: 
lid, 'A pint of double X, aud please todrs' 

came back I gazed about — I gased on stool 
[tot see my little friend — because he was dc 

beneath the table-cloth — beneath the sofa 
Ton little vulgar Buyl why what's become 
[lot see my tnblo-apoons — I look'd, but conli 
le fiddle-pattiim'd ones I uae when I'm at t 
d not see my aufpir-tongs — my silver watcl 
'twas on thu manteijiii'ce when I went out I 
wt see my Mncinlotth — it was not to he see 

my best white beaver hat, broad-hrimm'i 



F*CIT PED ALTtm, TACIT PEIl BE — IVfin lir 
Cobb ii a pptly dcjilcr mid chii,.miin, ns Mr. Sliii| 
nplj. He ii B mo^, not ■ ntukr of HlDgo,— 
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rang the heVL for Mrs. Jonea, for she was down below, 
Ohy HiB. Jones ! what do you think? — ain't this a pretty go? — 
— Tbat horrid little vulgar Boy whom I brought here to-night, 
^£Le's stolen my things and run away I T— Says she^ ' And aarve you 
xightll' . 

tXcixt morning I was up betimes — ^I sent the Crier nmndt 
iLll with his bell and gold-laoed hat» to say I'd give a pound 
ro find that little vulgar Boy, who'd gone and used me so ; 
But when the Crier cried, * Tesl ' the people cried, *0 Nol ' 

[ went to ' Jarvia* Landing-place,' the glory of the town, 
rhere was a common sailor-man a-walking up and down, 
I told my tale— be seem'd to think I'd not been treated well, 
And oall'd me ' Poor old Buffer I ' — ^what that means I cazmot telL 

That Sflilop-man he said he'd seen that morning on the shore, 
A son 0^— something— 'twas a name I'd never heard before, 
A little ' gallows-looking chi^p '—dear me ; what could he mean? 
Willi a' caipet^awab ' and * muckingtoge^' and a hat tamed up with 
green. 

Ho ffpoke about his ' precious eyes,' and said he'd seen him * sheer,' 
— It 8 very odd that Sailor-men should talk so very queer — 
And then he hitch'd his trousers up, as is, I'm told, their use, 
—It's very odd that Sailor-men should wear those things so loose. 

J did not understand him well, but think he meant to say 
He'd seen that little vulgar Boy, that morning, swim away 
Iq Captain Large's Royal George, about an hour before. 
And tn^ were now, as he supposed, * aomewhere$ ' about the Nore. 

A landsman said, ' I ttvig the chap — he's been upon the Mrll — 
And 'cause he gammona so theyloite, ve calls him Veeping Bill 1 ' 
He said, ' he'd done me wery bro^vn,' and nicely ' ttow^d the twag, 
^—That's French, I fancy, for a hat— or else a carpet-bag. 

( went and told the constable my property to track ; 

He ask'd me if ' I did not wish that I mi^ht get it back T 

I nnswered, * To be sure I do ! — it's what I'm come about 

He smiled and said, * Sir, does your mother know that you are out/ 

Kot knowing what to do, 1 thought I'd hasten back to town. 

And beg our own Lord Mayor to catch the Boy who'd ' done me 

brown.' 
His Lordship very kindly said he'd try and find him out, 
But he rather thoucrht that there were several vulgar boys about.' 

He sent for Mr. Witlmir then, and I describ'd * the swaji:,' 
My Macintosh, my siijrar-tongs, my spoons and carpct-hag ; 
f le promised that the New Police should all their powers employ I 
Bnt never to this hour have I beheld that vulgar ooy I 
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HE SMUGGLER'S LEAP. 

A LSOBim OP THUIXT. 
^<ut) ia a long-diinaed duUc-pit of fonniJable 
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" ' — ■ n GiUl' 
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The cargo's lower'd from the dark skiff's Bido» 
And the tow-line drags the tubs through ike tide. 

No trick nor flam, But your real Schiedam. 
Kow moont, my merry men, mount and ride I ' 
Three on the crupper and one before, 
And the led-horse laden with fire tubs more ; 

But the rich point-lace. In the oil-skin case 
Of proof to guard its contents from ill. 
The ' prime of the swag,' is with Smuggler Bill ! 

Merrily now in a goodly row, 

Away and away those smugglers go. 

And they laugh at Exciseman Gill, ho I ho I 

When out from the turn Of the road to HcmPr 
Comes Gill, wide awake to the whole concern I 
Exciseman CKll, in all his pride. 
With his Custom-house officers all at his side ! 
— They were called Custom-house officers then ; 
There were no such things as ' Preventiye men.' 

8<tuv9 qui pent ! That lawless crew. 
Away, and away, and away they flew ! 
Some dropping one tub, some dropping two ; — 
Some gallop this war, and some gEulop that, 
Throuffh Fordwich Level — o'er ^uidwich Flat, 
Some fly that way, and some fly this, 
Like a cove^ of birds when the sportsmen miss ; 

These m their hurry Make for Sturry, 
With Custom-house officers close in their rcAr, 
Down Rushbonme Lane, and so by Westbcrc, 

None of them stopping, But shooting and p)pping» 
And many a Custom-house bullet goes slap 
Through many a three-gallon tub like a tap, 

J^d the gin spirts out And squirts all aboiit^ 
And many a heart grew sad that day 
That so much good liquor was so thrown away. 

• 8auve qui pent ! That lawless crew, * 

Away, and away, and away they flew 1 
Some se^ Whitstable — some Grove Ferry, 
Spurring and whipping like madmen — veiy — 
For the life 1 for tne lOe I they ride 1 they ride I 
And the Custom-house officers all divide, 
And they gallop on after them far and wide I 
All, all, save one — ^Exciseman Gill, — 
He sticks to the skirts of Smuggler Bill I 

IT 



THB amaaiJatt leaf. 

Smu^er Bill ia fix f«et high. 

He 1^ cnrlisg lock^ aod a rorini; «ye^ 

He has a towna and be faaa a anile 

TnuDcd Uie feinala beut to beguile, 

And there is not a famer'* vife ia the Us, 

Prom 3t Nichcdat qntto To the Forelasd 1 
But that e^e, and that tongue, and that aniila wi] 
To have done with the Grocer and make Um ha 
There is not a fanner -there but he atiU 
Bujs gin and tobacco from Smuggler Bill. 
Smuggler Bill rides gallant and gar 
On his dapple-grey mare, away, and ava;. 
And he pats her neck aod he seems to say, 
' Follow who will, ride after who may. 

In sooth he had need, Fodder bis steed, 
In lieu of Leut-oom, with a QnioksilTeT feed ; 
— Nor oats, nor beans, nor the best of old hay. 
Will make him a match for my own d)4)plfi-gri'j 
Ho! bo! — ho! ho !' says Smu^ler Bill — 
Ho draws out a flack and be ave hie fill. 
And he laughs 'Ho I ho 1 ' at Biciaeman (SIL 
Down Chislett Lane, lo &eo and ao fleet 
Bides Smu^ler Bill, and awt^ to t]p«treet ; 

Sarre Bridge is won— Bill thmks it foil ; 
'Ho I ho I the old tub-gauging eon of a gnn — 
His wind will be thick, and his breeks be thin, 
Ere a race like this be may hope tn winl' 



And Exciseman QUI lags far behind. 

' / Kioiild give wiy >oid^ quoth Exciseman Gill, 

' For a nag that would catch that Smuggler BUI I 

No matter for biood, no matter for bone, 

No mnttcT for colour, tjay, brown or roan. 

So I had but one!' A voice cried 'Done!' 
' Ay, diui,' said Exciseman Qill, and he spied 
A Custom-bouEe ofRccr close by his aide. 
On a high-trotting horse with a dun-ooloured bid 
' Devil take me,' again quoth ExeiEcmna Gill, 
'If I had but that horse, I'd have Smuggler Bill 
From his vnng such shocking expremions, it'e pi 
That Exciseman Oill wee rather profane. 

He ivas, it is true. As lad as a Jew, 
A sad old scoundrel as ever yon knew 
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And lie roae in his stirrups sixteen stone twa 

— He'd just ntter'd the words which IVe mentioned to you. 

When hia hone coming slap on his knees with him, thiew 

Him head over heels» and away he flew. 

And F.T<*iiyftTn<m Gill was bruised black and blue. 

When he arose His hands and his clothes 
Were as filthy as coald be, — ^he'd pitched on his nose. 
And roll'd over and over again in the mud. 
And his nose and his chin were all corer'd with blood; 
Yet he screamed with passion, ' Yd rather griU 
Than not oome up with that Smuggler Bill I ' 
— ' Mount 1 Mount r quoth the Custom-house officer, 'get 
On the beck of my Dun, you*U bother him ycL 
Your words are plain, though they're somewhat rough, 
** Done and Done ** between gentlemen's always enough I— 
111 lend you a lift — ^Uiere—you're up on him— so^ 
He's a rum one to look at — a devU to go? 

Exciseman Gill Dash'd up the hill. 
And mark'd not, so eager was he in pursuit, 
The queer Custom-house officer's queer-looking booi. 

Smuggler Bill rides on amain 

He slacks not girth and he draws not rein. 

Yet the dapple-grey mare bounds on in vain, 

For nearer now — and he hears it plain — 

Sounds the tramp of a horse — ' Tis the Gkiuger again T 

Smuggler Bill Dashes round by the mill 
That stands near the road upon Monkton Hill, — 

• Now speed, — now speed, My dapple-grey steed. 
Thou ever, my dapple, wert good at need ! 
O'er Monkton Mead, and through Minster Level, 
Well baffle him yet, be he ganger or devil 1 

For Mansion Cave, away ! away 1 
Now speed thee, now speed thee, my good dapple-grey, 
rt shall never be said that Smuggler Bill 
Was run down like a hare by Exciseman Gill !' 
Manston Gave was Bill's abode ; 
A mile to the north of the Ramsgate road. 

(Of late they say It's been taken away. 
That is, levell'd and filled up with chalk and clay. 
By a gentleman there of the name of Day,) 
Thither he urges his good dapple-grey ; 

And the dapple-grey steed, Still good at need. 
Though her chest it pants, and her flanks they bleed, 
Dashes along at the top of her speed ; 
But nearer and nearer Exciseman Gill 
* Cries 'Yield th<el new yield thee, thon Smtiggler BillT 



THE SHOaaUUtS LK\e. 



Smuggler Bill, ha looki bcliiad. 
And ne oees a Dun hone oomo swift bb ths wind. 
And bii noattila emoks and big eyes they blaze 
Like a oouple of lampa on a yellow poat-chaiM ! 



And bla toil cocks up iu a very odd way ; 
Every hair in bis inane aeems a porcupine's quiU, 
And Uiere on bia back sits Exciseman Gill, 
Crying * Yield thee I now j^icld thee, thou Smugg 
Smuggler Bill from his holster drew 
A large honut-pistol, of which he hnd two! 

Made by Nock; He puli'd ^xick tho code 
As &J as he coutd to the Kick of the lock ; 
Tho trigger be toiicli'd, and the wcthin raii<; 
To the sound of the weapon, it made such a bang 
Smaller Bill ne'er miascd his aim. 
The shot told true on the Dun — but there came 
From the hole where it cntcr'd — not blood, — but 

— He changed his plan, And fired at the m 
But hia second horse-pistol flashed in the pan I 
And Exciseman GKll, with a hearty guod will. 
Hade a grab at the collar of Smuggler Bill, 
The dappte-groy mare made a dcspcrato bound 
When that queer Dun horse on her flank she fuu) 
Alack ! and alas I on what daogerous ground ! 
It's enough to make one's flesh to creep 
To stand on that fearful verge, and peep 
Down the rujiged sides so dreadfully sleep. 
Where ths chalk-hole yauns full sUty feet decp^ 
O'er which that steed took that desperate leap ! 
It was BO dark than under the trees. 
No horse in tho world could toll clialk from chees 
Down fliey went — o'er that terriblu fiill, — 
Uorses, Exciseman, Smuggler, and all I ! 

Below were found Next day on the prouud 
By an elderly gentleman walking his round, 
(1 wouldn't hare seen such a sight for a poimd,) 
All stnash'd and daah'd, three mangled corses, 
Two of them human, — the third was a horse's— 
That good dapple-grey, and Exciseman Gill 
Yet gTBspii;g the collar of Smuggler Bill I 
But where was the Dun ? that terrible Duu ? 
From that terrible night he was seen by none ! — 
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There are, aome people think, though I am not one, 
That pai't of the story ali nonsenae and fun. 

But the country-folks there. One and all declare. 
When the * Growner s 'Quest' came to sit on the pair. 
They heard a loud Horse-laugh up in the air I — 

— ^If in one of the trips Of the steam-boat Eclijjse 
Tou should go down to Margate to look at the ships, 
Or to take wliat the bathing-room people call ' Dips/ 

You may hear old follu talk Of that quarry of chalk ; 
Or go oyer— it's rather too far for a walk, 
But a three-shilling drive will give you a peep 
At that fearful chalk-pit — so awfully deep, 
Which is call'd to this moment ' The Smuggler's Leap I' 
Nay more, I am told, on a moonshiny night, 
It you're 'plucky,' and not over subject to fright. 
And go and look over that chalk-pit white. 

You may see, if you will. The Ghost of Old Gill 
Grappling the Ghost of Smuggler Bill, 
And the Ghost of the dapple-grey lying between 'em. — 
I'm told so — ^I can't say I know one who's seen 'em ! ' 

UOBAU 

And now, gentle Reader, one word ere we part, 
Just take a friend's counsel, and lay it to heart. 
JmjirimiSf don't smuggle ! — if bent to please Beauty, 
You must buy French lace, — ^purchase what has mid duty ! 
Don't use naughty words, in tne next place, — and ne'er in 
Your language adopt a bad habit of swearing ! 

Never say * Devil take me ! * 

Or 'shake me! '— or *bakfi me! ' 
Or such-like expressions — Remember Old Kick 
To take folks at their word is remarkably quick. 
Another sound maxim I'd wish you to keep, 
Is, ' Mind what you're after, and — Look ere you Leap T 

Above all, to my last gravest caution attend — 

NeVEB BOBSOW a HORBK YOV don't K^^OW OF A FETEKD 1 1 



For the story which succeeds I am indebted to Mrs. Botherby. 
She is a Shropeiire lady by birth, and I overheard her, a few weeks 
since, in the nurseiy chanting the following, one of the Legends 
peculiar to her native county, for the amusement and information of 
Sea<()rth'8 little boy, who was indeed 'all ears.' As Ralph de 
Diceto, who alludes to the main facts, was Dean of St Paul's in 
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aboat the time that tlie Temple Ghu 
y is tividentlf as aodent aa it ia antiii 
e present panipbraae has iutroducaa 
la 'aoachronismatical iaterpoUUons.'— 
B aadeat tamily of Ketch, I need scan 
mpkiiuon. 



THE SHROPSHIRE BLUl 

A LIOBID (M 'TBI FSOtID U 

» Tech tempariboi, ia agio Sakpiraai, Qa 
mglannt deiod* DODcnpaliu. uioro quunp 
it) muducit; oaa wmni caoi mine niignii 
1 in fUgninte delicto, rd ' muu nibrt,' at 
.p, comjtice tu oppriinitiir. — Raddlphcs de 



Oh ? why doth thine eye gleam ao blight ?- 

The Mother's at home. The Maid may not mmi. 
She nQver will meet thee t<>-iugbtl 

By the light 
Of the moMi — it*! impoauble— quite I 

Yet thine eye ia atill brilliant and bright, 

IBIotdiit 3ic)ic '. 
It gleams with a fiendish delight — 
"TUdone— Sheiswonl 
Nothing under the sun 
Can loose the charm'd ring, though it^ aliditl 

Hoi hoi 
It Bta so remai^bly tightl' — 

The wire U as thin as a thread, 

SUniUit lacfcc I 
The wire is as thin as a thread I— 

' Though slight be the chain, Agun might and n 
Cannot nind it in twain — She ia wed I 

She ia wcdl 
She ia nune, be ihe living or dead ! 

Haw ! hnw 1 1' 

Kay, langh not, I pray thee, ao lond. 
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Oh I laugh not 80 load and 80 deur I 

Th<mgh sweet is thv smile The heart to heguilo. 
Yet thy laugh is quite shocking to hear, 

Odearl 
It makes the blood GOidle with fear! 

The Maiden is gone by the glen, 

She is gone by the ^en and the wood — 

It's a yeiy odd thing She should wear such a ring, 
While her tresses ate bound with a snood. 

By the rood ! 
It's a thing that's not well understood ! 

The Maiden is stately and tall, 

aSIouUit Sadtt I 
And stately she walks in her pride; 

But the young Mary- Anne Buns as fast as she can, 
To o'ertake her, and walk by her side I 

Though she chide — 
She deems not her sister a bride I 

But the Maiden is gone by the glen, 

BUnOiir Sodu I 
Mary-Anne she k gone by the lea; 

She o'ertakes not her sistw It^s dear she has mias'd her, 
And cannot think where she can be ! 

Dear me! 
*Hq! ho!— We shall see! we shall seel' 

Mary- Ann is gone over the lea, 

Mary-Anne she is come to the Tower ! 

But it makes her heart quail For it looks like a jail, 
A deal more than a fair Lady's bower, 

So sour 
Its ugly grey walls seem to lour. 

For the barbican's massy and high, 

9Sl0tttite Jf adte I 
Aud the oak-door is heavy and brown ; 

And with iron it's plated And niadiioollated. 
To pour boiling oil and lead down ; » 

How you'd frown 
Should a ladle-fuU fall on your crown ! 

The rock that it stands on is steep, 

iSIouHic Sadki ! 



296 BLOUDIR JAGEB OF 8HREW8BK&EIE. 

To gain it one's forced for to creep ; 

The Fortcallis is Btiong, And the Drawbridge is loog. ■ 
And the water runs all round the Keep; 

At a jpeep 
Yon can see that the Moat's very deep! 

The Drawbridge is long, but it's down, 

iSIotUiir Sscke ! 
And the Portcullis hangs in the air ; 

And no Warder is near, With his horn and his spear, 
To give notice when people come there. — 

I declare 
liary-Anne has run into the Square ! 

The oak-door is heavy and brown, 

iSIotUiie 3adtt ! 
But the oak-door is standing ajar, 

And no one is there To sa^, * Pray take a chair, 
You seem tired. Miss, with running so &r — 

So you art — 
With gi-own people you're scarce on a par ! ' 

But the young Mary-Anne is not tired, 

98lon)ite Jadte ! 
She roams o'er your Tower by herself; 

She runs through, very so(hi. Each boudoir and saloon, 
And examines each closet and shelf. 

Your pelf, 
All your plate, and your china — and deif. 

She looks at your Arras so fine, 

So rich, all description it mocks ; 

And she now and then pauses To gaze at your vases, 
Your pictures, and or-molu clocks ; 

Every box. 
Every cupboard, and drawer she unlocks. 

She looks at the paintings so rare, 

iSImdite Sadtc ! 
That adorn every wall in your house ; 

Your impayahle pieces, Your Paul Veraneses, 
Your Rcmbrandts, your Guidos, and Dowa, 

Morland's Cows, 
Claude's landscapes, — and Landseer's Bow-wows. 

She looks at your Statues so fine. 
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And mighty Kreat notioe she takes 

Of your rfiobe crying, Tour Mirmillo dyin^r, 
Your Hercules strangling the snakes, — 

How he shakes 
llie nasty great things as he wakesl 

Your Laocoon, his serpents and hoys, 

iSImxXiieSadtt! 
She Tiews with some little dismay ; 

A copy of that I can See in the Vatican, 
Unless the Pope's sent it away, 

As they say, 
In the Globe, ho intended last Kay.* 

There's your Belvidere Phoebus, with which, 

SSlonUieSadtel 
Mr. Milman says none other vies. 

(His lines on Apollo Beat all the rest hollow. 
And g^'d him the Newdigate prize.) f 

How the eyes 
Seem watching the shaft as it flies I 

There's a room full of satins and silks, 

There's a room full of velvet and lace, 

There are drawers full of rings 

And a thousand fine things. 
And a splendid gold watch with a case 

O'er its fiice, 
Is in every room in the place. 

There are forty fine rooms on a floor, 

ISlsnait Sacke I 
And every room fit for a Ball, 

It's so gorgeous and rich, With so lofty a pitch, 
And so long, and so broad, and so tall ; 

Yes, all. 
Save the last one — and that's very small ! 

It boasts not stool, table, or chair, 

iSlotOiic jFacftt ! 
But one Cabinet, costly and grand. 

Which has little gold figures Of little gold Niggers, 
With fishing-rods stuck in each hand. — 

It's japann'd. 
And it's placed on a splendid buhl stand. 

* ' The Pope is mid — this fact is hardly credible — to have sold the Laooooo 
and the Apollo Bdrider^ to the Emperor of Russia for nine millioDs of francs.* 
Globe and TrcneUer 
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id tber'ni number'd with 1, 2, and 3, 

You ma: 
t the figuni in gold fillgreel 

imber I's full of emeiali^ goeiii 

ShniM(3iidt 
imber 2'b fait of diamcmd^ and pearl; 

But what does ahe see In drawer N 
at makes all her seiLses to whirl. 

Poor Gil 
id each lock of her hair to uncurl ? — 

adding fingers are aweet pretty thing% 
Slaulitt3«k 
salute them one eagnrl; strivea, 
When one kneels to * pn^Koe' — 
It's another qudme cAow 
lien cat off at the knuckles with knive 
From on 
C7 are tied up in bunches of fires. 

t there they lie, one, two, three, four I 

VlindlitJarli 
ere lie tbcy, fire six, seven, eight \ 

And by them, in rows, Lie eight li 
match in size, cobur, and weight I 

Fromtl 
would seem they'd been sorer'd of late 

nde them are eight Wedding-rings, 

d the gold is as thin as a thread — 

'HoThol— ^he is mine — This will make up the Nm 
nr me I who those shocking words nid 1 — 

— Shofled 
hide herself under the bed. 

t, alas ! thero's no bed in the room, 

Bloiiliic Ja:k( ! 
id she peeps &cfii the window on high; 

Only fancy her fright And the terrible sight 
wn below, which at once meel« her eye ! 

'Oh My! I' 
) half ntter'd,— but stified her ciy- 
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For she saw it was Tou and your Man, 

ISlontiic jfocfo ! 
And fdie heard year onpleanant * Haw ! haw ! ! * 

While her siBter, stone dead. By the hair of her head, 
O'er the hridge you were trying to draw, 

As she saw — 
A thing quite contra-ry to law 1 

Your man has got hold of her heels, 

SSImUiir Jfadte ! 
ISMUvt Socke ! you've got hold of her hair ! — 

But nor 3uAt nor his Man Can see young* Mary-Anne, 
She has hid herself under the stair. 

And there 
Is a horrid great Dog, I declare 1 

His eye-halls are hloodahot and hlear, 

He's a sad ugly cur for a pet ; 

He seems of the breed Of that < Billy/ indeed. 
Who used to kill rats for a bet ; 

— ^I forget 
How many one morning he ate. 

He has skull, ribs, and vertebraa there, 

iSloulHeiacftrl 
And thigh-bones ; — and, though it's so dim. 
Yet it's plain to be seen 
He has pick'd them quite clean, — 
She expects to be torn limb from limb, 

So grim 
He looks at her — and she looks at him. 

She has given him a bun and a roll, 

BlouUie Sackc ! 
She has given him a roll and a bun, 

And a Shrewsbury cake, Of {pailtn's * own mnke. 
Which she happened to take ere her run 

She begun — 
She'd been used to a luncheon at One. 

It's * a pretty particular Fix,' 

— ^Above, — ^there's the Maiden that's dead ; 

Below — growling at her — There's that Cannibal Cur 
Who at present is mundung her bread. 

Instead 
Of her 1^,— or her arm,— or her head. 

* Ob, PailJQ I Pri&oe of cake-oomponnden I the mouth liquefies at thy very 
lume — bat there I 
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It'l- 

She is caoght like a nxKue in > tnp ; — 
Stay I — there's •omethin^ I think. 
That has slipp'd tbrongh & chink, 

iLiid Ikll'n, br • nnKOlar baa, 

SlSR 

Into poor litde Huy-Anne'i bp ! 

It'*: 



d Et&iu, Which wil! always rem 
On her frock — for Blood will not trash out ; 
Idonht 

S»Xta of Lemon vron't hring it ahout ! 

She bna grasp'd that gold ring in her hnnd, 
ebutit Sacht ! 
In an instant she stands on the fluor. 

She makes but one bound O'er the bock ot the hoond. 
And a hop, akip^ and jump to the door. 

And she's o'er 
llie drawbridge she'd traversed beforo! 

Her hair's floating loose in the breeze, 

Vlmitit 3adu ; 
For gone is her * bonnet of bine.' 

— Now the Barbican's pnst! — Her legs 'go it' as 
As tvro drumsticks a-bcating tattoo, 

As they do 
At Rivcille, Parade, or Beriew ! 

She has run into Shrewsbnrj town, 

fi[au]iic Sadkc ! 
She has called out the Beadle and Hay'r, 

And the Jnstice of Peace, And the linral Police, 
TiU ■ Battle Field ' awarms like a Fitir,— 

And sec there 1 — 
E'en the Parson's beginning to swear 1 1 



There's a pretty to^o it 



All the people ofShrewsbnry Flaying oldgooeebon^ 
With your choice bits of taste anil veHu ; 

Each bijou 
Is upset in their search after you ! 
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They are playing the deuce with your thlnai^ 

iSIotUiie Jacfce ! 
There*! your Cupid is broken in two, 

And BO too, between ua, is Each of your Ycnuses, 
The ' Antique ' ones you bought of the Jew, 

And the new 
One, G^eoige Bobins swears came from St. Cloud. 

The Caluftgb's injured behind, 

aSlouHit docfir I 
The De Medici's injured before 1 

And the Anadtomsnx 's injured in so many 
Places, I think there's a scores 

If not more. 
Of her fingers and toes on the floor. 

They are hunting you up stairs and down, 

iSlouHie Jackcl 
Every person to pass ia forbid, 

Wnile they turn out the closets And all their deposi ts — 
* There's the dust-hole— come lift up the lid V — 

So they did — 
But they could not find where you were hid ! 

Ah I Ah I — they will have you at last, 

IBlouHie Jfoc^ ! 
The chimneys to search they begin ;- 
They have found you at last I — 
There you are, sticking fast, 
With your knees doubled up to your chin, 

Though you're thin I 
— Dear me I what a mess you are in ! — 

What a terrible pickle you're in, 

98loul!ic 3acKe I 
Why, your face is as black as your hat I 

Your fine Holland shirt Is all over dirt I 
And so is your point-lace cravat I 

What a Flat 
To seek such an asylum as that I 

They can scarcely help laughing, I vow, 

In the midst of their turmoil and strife ; 

You're not fit to be seen 1 — ^You look like Mr. Eeun 
In the play where he murders his wife ! — 

On my life 
You ought to be scraped with a knife 1 



ej Imtc piiU*il jtM down flat on 70U I 
And Uh7 BDM^ utd tlMT thm^ 
Till yooT ' fanny boDS ' cnefc, 
if vou wera itTMdKd on the n^ 

Ato 
od lack I wW a Bvage atUck) 

ey call (or the Parikiunit Man, 

id the Hmgmui, ttw matter to HJtm*, 

And thev call for the Jndge, Bat odMn cry ■ Fudge !— I 
n't bodge Mr. Caloaft,* an inch ! ' 

Mr-I^Dditt 

ill do Tciy well at a pinch !' 

ia oaelea to acnffle and cnf^ 

WnkkSufal 
ia naeleaa to atnigKle and Ute I 
And to kick and to aoatch 
Ton bare met with your "■■*"*'. 
id the Shiewaboiy Bc^i hold yon ti^it, 

Denite 
ur detemuned attempti * to ahoir fighL' 



da Kfteht letfd u Pisnirt Uudul to Uh anny tt Wdlkm tlw 
ind ncaTtd froin that monircta ■ gnut of the dijfiutj ot Hendiluy 
dwnaiy of England, togctlwr with > 'craft or pand of laod,' 
Ibc nuH of the SQl Bulit, co. Uiddx., (0 b« held hj him, od 
nciml of hii body, in Gi-ud Scijeuby, t? tb( r<^7 prontatim 
mpn cnrattc.' Atlcr mnalmag for aerenl gutentioos in tbe 
Uie office puaed, bj m>m«ge of Ihe beireia, inlo the ancuot hmilf 
r>, and theoce again to Hut of Calknft (lit Elic 1558).— Abhor- 
Jl, Esq., of 'f-iSiaa t!ill, co. Middi. (he prtaent rtpifsenttti™ of 

lowed iha fee of 13^. under the andat gnnt ai J^anguuin'f 

lit and 1th, Quarterly, Aigeat and Sahlej in the fint quarter a 
he Kcond, nooud proper, CaUerafl. 2nd, Sable, lliree Kighl<a[L 
ted Gultf, 2 and 1, Keldit. 3nl, Or a KoHgaj, ^bxnmf, Kirty. 
-KBj. — Dexter: A SherifF in hit pilde, robed Gulta, dnined 1 
r — Bmiiter: Aa Or^inarj diaplaj nroptf, vined and baai 
edGuli 
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They are twUting your right leg Nor-West, 
*And your left leg due Sou^ 
And your knee's in your mouth, 
And your head is poked down on your breast, 

And it's preHt, 
I protest, almost into your chest 1 

They have pulled off your arms and your legs, 

iSfanOne Sadtr ! 
As the naughty hoys serre the blue flies ; 
And they ye torn from their sockets, 
And put in their pockets 
Tour fingsn and thun^ for a prize 1 

And your eyes 
A Doctor has bottled — ^from Guy's.* 

Tour trunk, thus diamem b er^d and torn 

98Ioulite Jacfte ! 
They hew, and they hack, and they chop ; 

And, to finish the whole, Th ey stick up a polo 
In the place that's still called the WLgfOt Cop]», 

And they pop 
Tour grim gory head on the topi 

They have buried the fingers and toes, 

ISIoulftt Sadtt ! 
Of the yioiims to lately your prey. 
From those fingers and eight toes 
Spra^ early potatoes, 
*l^t^ Ipisins' they're called to this day; 

— So they nay, — 
And you usually dig them in May. 

What became of the dear little girl ? 

IShnEOtt 3stkt I 
What became of the youns Mary-Anne ? 

Why, Tm sadly afraid That she died an Old Maid, 
For she fancied that every Toung Man 

Had a plan 
To trepan her like * poor Sister Fan!' 

So they Bay she is now leading apes 

Blonliit SocfK I 
And mends Bachelors' small-clothes below ; 

The story is old. And has often been told. 
But I cannot, believe it is so— 

Nol No! 
Depend on't the tale is ^ No Go I' 

* A similar appropriation is said to have been made, hy an eminent pn» 
t'ltioner, of those of the late Monsieur Coorvoisier. 
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And DOW for Uie moral I'd tain, 

ISImOitJute 
That yoaog I^idiea should draw from my ] 
It's — ' Doa't tako thoao flights Upon i 
With gB7, harwm-tearum young men. 

Ton really can't trust one in ten !' 
Iiet tliem think of jodt terrible Tower, 

Bbnilrit JBcftc 

And don't let them liberties take. 

Whether Mudena of Spousee, In Bai 
Or, tome time or another, they'll make 

AMistak 
And ioee— more than a Ji^nbsbtnic Cidtt 1 



Her niece, of whom I have before made honouiahlu meatifm, is 
not B whit behind Mis. Botherby in furnishing entertainment foe 
Uie young folks. If littls Charles has the aunt to aol /a him to 
slumber, Miss Jenny la equally fortunate in the possessioii of a 
Sappho of her own. It is to the alrof Drops of Brandy' that Patty 
has adapted hef version of a veneiablo ditty, which wo have all 
listeDsd to with respect and affection under its old title of 

THE BABES IN THE WOODj OK, THE NOliFOLK 
TRAGEDY. 



WHEN we were aU UUle and good,— 
A bng time ago I'm afraid, Uisa — 
We weio told of the Babes in the Wood 

By their talsc^ cruel Uncle betray'd. Miss; 
Their Pa was a Squire, or a Knight ; 
In Norfolk 1 think his estate Jay^ 
That is, if I recollect ri^ht, 

For I've not read the nistory lately.* 

Jium li, dec. 

• Sm BtoomBsld'* Hldoiy of tli< County of NDrtblk, in which all lh« 
[Hrticuhiri of thi* kmentablc hittory an (or ought to be) full; ditjulrd, 
t^ltther with th« uma of the partl<*, ud in cUboiats pedipee of tbc 
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Their Fa and their Ma being seized 

With a tiresome oomplaint, which, in some seasons, 
People are apt to bo seized 

With, who*re not on their guard against plum-sca^nn.s 
Their medical man shook his head 

As he could not get well to the root of it ; 
And the Babes stood on each side the bed. 

While their Uncle, he stood at the foot of it. 

' Oh, Brother V their Ma whisper'd, faint 

And low, for breath seeming to labour, * Who*d 
Think that this horrid complaint, 

That's been going about in the neighbourhood, 
llius should attack me, — nay, more. 

My poor husband besides, — and so fall on him ! 
Bringing us so near to Death's door 

That we can't avoid making a call on him I 

* Now think, 'tis your sister invokes 

Your aid, and the last word she says is, 
Bo kind to those dear little folks 

When our toes are turned up to the daisies I — 
By the servants don't let them be snubb'd,— 

— Let Jane have her fniit and her custard, — 
And mind Johnny's chilblains are rubb'd 

Well with Whitehead's best essence of mustard 

You know they'll be pretty well off in 

Bespect to what's called ** worldly gear," 
For John, when his Pa 's in his coffin. 

Comes in to three hundred a-year ; 
And Jane's to have five hundred pound 

On her marriage paid down, ev'iy penny. 
So you'll own a worse match might be found. 

Any day in the week, than our Jenny I ' 

Here the Uncle pretended to cry, 

And, like an old thorough-paced rogue, ho 
Put his handkerchief up to his eye. 

And devoted himself to Old Bogey 
If he did not make matters all right. 

And said, should he covet their riches, 
Ihi * wished the old Gentleman might 

Fly away with him, body and breeches ' 

Xo sooner, however, were they 

Put to bed with a spade by the sexton. 
Than he carried the darlings away 

Out of that parish into the next one, 
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Giving out be shoald take them to town 
And select the best school in the nation^ 

That John might not grow np a down. 
But receive a genteel education. 

' Greek and Latin old twaddle I call V 

Says he, ' While his mind^s dnctile and plastic^ 
I'llplaoe him at Dotheboys Hall 

Where hell learn all that's new and gymnastic. 
While Jane, as^ when girls have the dumps, 

Fortune-hunters, by scores, to entrap *em rise. 
Shall go to those worthy old frumps. 

The two Misses Tickler of Clapham Bise ! ' 

Having thought on the How and the When 

To get rid of his nephew and niece. 
He sent for two ill-looking men, 

And he gave them five guineas a-picce.— 
Says he, ' Each of you take up a child 

On the crupper, and when you have trotted 
S<mie miles through that wood lone and wild, 

Take your knife out and cut its carotid ! ' 

'Bone' and 'done' is pronounced on each sido. 

While the poor little dears are delighted 
To think they a-oock-horse shall ride. 

And are not in the least degree frighted ; 
They say their 'Ta! Ta! ' as they start, 

And they prattle so nice on their journey. 
That the rogues themselves wish to their heart 

They could finish the job by attorney. 

Nay, one was so taken aback 

By seeing such spirit and life in them, 
That he Cairly exclaim'd, * I say. Jack, 

Vm blow'd if I can put a knife in them !' — 
< Pooh 1 ' says his pal, you great dunce 1 

You've pouch'd the good gentleman's money. 
So out witn your whinger at once, 

And sciag Jane^ while I spiflicate Johnny V 

He refused, and harsh language ensued, 

Which ended at length in a duel. 
When he that was mildest in mood 

Gave the truculent rascal his gruel; 
The Babes quake with hunger and fear. 

While the ruffian his dead oomnide, Jack, buries ; 
Then he cries, ' Loves, amuse yourselves here 

With the Ups» and the haws, and the blackberries I 
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* 111 be Isack in a couple of shakes ; 

So don*t, dean^ be quiyering and qiiaking; 
I'm going to get you some cakes, 

And a nice batter'd roll that's a-baking I ' 
He rode off with a tear in his eye, 

Which ran down his rough cheek, and wet it, 
As he said to himself with a sigh, 

' Pretty souls l^^lon't they wish they may get it 1 1 ' 

From that moment the Babes ne'er caught sight 

Of the wretch who thus sought their undoing, 
But pass'd all that day and that night 

In wandering about and * boo-hoo -iug. 
The night proved cold, dreary, and dark. 

So that, worn out with sighings and sobbings, 
Next mom they were found stiff and stark. 

And stone-d^Mi, by two little Cock-Robins. 

These two little birds it sore grieves 

To see what so cruel a dodge I call, — 
They cover the bodies with I^ves, 

An interment quite omithologirad ; 
It might more expensive have been. 

But I doubt, though I've not been to see 'em. 
If among those in all Kensal Green 

You could find a more neat Mausoleum. 

Now, whatever your rogues may supnose. 

Conscience always makes restless their pilloii's, 
And Justice, though blind, has a nose 

That snifi^ out all conceal'd peccadilloes. 
The wicked old Uncle they say. 

In spite of his riot and revel. 
Was hippish and qualmish all day. 

And dream't all night long of the d — L 

He grew gouty, dyspeptic, and sour. 

And his brow, once so smooth and so placid. 
Fresh wrinkles acquired every hour. 

And whatever he swallow'd tum'd acid. 
The neighbours thought all was not right, 

Scarcely one with him ventured to parley. 
And Captain Swing came in the nieht. 

And burnt all his beans and his barley. 

There was hardly a day but some fox 
Ran away with his geese and his ganders : 

His wheat had the mildew, his flocks 
Took the roU and his horses the glanders; 



THE BABES IX THE IT 

Bia daughteiB drank nun in their 
His 300, who had gone for a sai 

Went down in a steamer at sea, 
And. ilia wiTe ran away with a i 

It was clear he lay under a curse 

None would hold with him auj 
Every day matters grew worse an 

Till they ended at length in Tl 
While hia man being caught in sc 

(The particular crime I've forge 
When he came to bo hanged for t 

Split, and told tho whole story 

(Tndeiatanding the matter waa bU 

His employer became appreheni 
Of what, when 'twaa more fully k 

Might enauB — he grew thought 
Hepurchased some augar-of-lead, 

"Kiok it home, popp'd it into hit 
Ate it up, and then took to his be 

And so died in the workhouse s 



Fonder well now, dear Parents, ea 

That Vve wrote, and when Sirii 
Id the dog-days, don't be so absui 

Aa to blow youTGelves out with Green-gages I 
Of atono-truita in general be shy. 

And reflect it's a (act beyond qnestion 
That Qrapea, when they're spelt with an t. 

Promote anything else but digestion. — 

— When you set about making your will. 

Which is commonly done when a body's ill. 
Hind, and word it with caution and skill, 

And avoid, if you can, any codicil I 
When ODCC you've appointM an heir 

To the fortune jrou ve made, or oblain'd, ero 
You leave a reversion beware 

Whom you place in contingent remainder 1 
Executoia^ Guardians, and alt 

Who have children to mind, don't ill treat them, 
Kor think that, because they are small 

And w^ak, you may beat them, and cheat them 
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Remember that ' ill-gotten goods 
Never thrive ;' their pofisession's bat cursory, 

So never turn out in the woods 
Little folks you should keep in the nursery. 

Be sure he who does such base things 

Will ne*er stifle Conscience's clamour ; 
His * riches will make themselves wings,* 

And his property come to the hammer I 
Then He, — and not those he bereaves. 

Will have most cause for sighings and sobbings, 
When he finds ^tmje^smother'd with leaves 

(Of hi catalogues) heap'd up by Robins I 



The incidents recorded in the succeeding Legend were comma* 
oicated to a dear friend of our family by the late lamented Sir 
Walter Scott The names and localities have been scmpulously 
retained, as she is ready to testify. The proceedings in this case 
are, I believe, recorded in some of our law reports, though I have 
never been able to lay my hand upon them. 







THE DEAD DRUMMER. 

▲ UKIEND OT SAUBBUBT PLAIN. 

H, Salisbury Plain is bleak and bare, — 



At least so IVe heard many people declare, 
For I fairly confess I never was there ; — 

Not a shrub nor a tree. Nor a bush can you see 
No hedges, no ditches, no gates, no stiles. 
Much less a house, or a cottage for miles ;— 
— It's a very sad thing to be caught in the rain 
When night's coming on upon Salisbury Plain. 

Now, I'd have you to know That a great while ago,— 
The best part of a century, may be, or so, — 
A^cross this same plain, so dull and so dreaiy, 
A couple of Travellers, way-worn and weary, 

Were making their way ; Their profession, you'd «ay 
At a single glance did not admit of a query ; 
The pump-handled pig-tail, and whiskers worn then. 
With scarce an exception, by sea-faring men. 
The jacket, — the loose trousers * bows'd up together '— »ll 
Guiltless of braces, as those of Charles Wetherall, — 
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• 

The pigeon-toed step, and the lolliddng motion. 
Bespoke them two genuine sons of the Ocean, 
And show'd in a moment their real charifcten^ 
(The accent so placed on this word by our Jac^ Tuns). 

The one in advance was sturdy and strong, 
With arms uncommonly bony and long. 

And his Guernsey shirt Was all pitch and dirt^ 
Which sailors don*t think inconrenient or wrong. 

He was very broad-breasted, And vcfrr doep-chested ; 
Elis sinewy frame correspond with the vest did, 
Except as to height, for ne could not be more 
At the most, you would say, than some five feet fonr. 
And, if measured, perhaps had been found a thought lower. 
Dame Nature, in fact, — whom some person or other, 
— A Poet, — has call'd a * capricious step-mother,' — 

Yon saw when beside him. Had somehow denied him 
In longitude what she had granted in latitude. 

A trifling defect You*d the sooner detect 
From his having contracted a stoop in his attitude. 
Square-built and broad-shouldcr'd, good-humour'd and gay. 
With his collar and countenance open as day. 
The latter — *twas marked with small-pox, by the way, — 
Had a sort of expression good-will to bespeak ; 
He'd a smile in his eye, and a quid in his cheek 1 
And, in short, notwithstanding his &ilure in height. 
He was just such a man as you'd say, at first sight, 
You would much rather dine, or shake hands, with than fight ! 

The other, his friend and companion, was taller. 
By five or six inches, at least, than the smaller; — 

Fix)m his air and his mien It was plain to be seen. 

That he was, or had been, A something between 
The real 'Jack Tar* and the * Jolly Marine.' 
For, though he would give an occasional hitch. 
Sailor-like to his * slops,' there was something, the which. 
On the whole savour'd more of the pipeclay than pitclu — 
Such were now the two men who appear'd on the hill, 
Harry Waters the tall one, the short ' Spanking BilL' 

To bo caught in the rain, I repeat it again, 
Is extremely unpleasant on Salisbury Plain ; 
And when with a good soaking shower there are blended 
Blue lightnings and thunder, the matter's not mended ; 

Such was the case In this wild dreaiy place, 
On the day that I'm speaking of now, when the bnioe 
Of tmv'llers alluded to quicken'd their pace, 
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Till a good steady walk became more like a race 
To get quit of the tempest which held them in chase. 

Louder, and loader Than mortal gunpowdei^ 
The heav*Qly artillery kept crashing and roaring, 
The lightning kept flashing, the rain too kept pouring, 

While they, helter-skelter. In vain sougnt for shelter 
From what IVe heard termed, ' a regular pelter ;' 

But the deuoe of a screen Could be anywhere seen. 
Or an object except that on one of the rises, 

An old way-post showed Where the Lavington road 
Branched off to the left from the one to Devices ; 
And thither the footsteps of Waters seem*d tending. 
Though a doubt might exist of the course he was bending. 
To a landsman, at least, who, wherever he goes, 
Is content, for the most part, to follow his nose ; — 

While Harry kept * backing* And filling' — ^and * tacking,'— 
Two nautical terms which, TU wager a guinea, are 

Meant to imply What you. Header, and I 
Would call going zig-zag, and not rectilinear. 

But here, once for all, let me beg you*ll excuse 
All mistakes I may make in the words sailors use 

'Mongst themselves, on a cruise. Or ashore with the Jews, 
Or in making their court to their Polls and their Sues, 
Or addressing those slop-selling females afloat — women 
Known in our navy as oddly-named boat-women. 
The fact is, I can't say, I'm versed in the school 
So ably conducted by Marryat and Poole ; 
(See the last-mention'd gentleman's * Admiral's Daughter ') 

The grand vade mecum For all who to sea com 
And get, the first time in their lives, in blue water; 
Of course in the use of sea terms you'll not wonder 
If I now and then should fall into some blunder. 
For which Captain Chamier, or Mr. T. P. C<x)ke 
Would call me a ' Lubber,' and ' Son of a Searcook.' 

To return to our muttons — This mode of progression 
At length upon Spanking Bill made some impression, 

— * Hillo, messmate, what cheer ? How queer you do steer I 
Cried Bill, whose short legs kept him still in the rear. 
* Why, what's in the wind, Bo ? — what \b it you fear T 
For he saw in a moment that something was frightening 
His shipmate much more than the thunder and lightning. 

Fear ? * stammer'd out Waters, * why, Hm I— don't you see 
What faces that Drummer-boy's making at me ! ' 
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— How he dodges me bo Wherave 

What is it he wonta with me, BiIl,~do 
'What Dmmmer-boy, Harry?' cries Bil 
(With a brief explanation, that ended it 
' What Drammer-boy, Watere ?— the co 
We haven't got never no Drummer-boy 

— ' Why, there I — don't yon see H 
Now this way, now that nay, and won't 
Keep him off. Bill — look here — Don't 1 
Only see how Qie blood-dropa hia featnr 
What, the dead come lo life a^in !— Bb 

Bill remark'd in reply, ' This is all very 
What, a Drummer-boy — bloody, too — el 
I can't see no Drummer-boy hem whatir 
' Not see him 1 — why there ; — look 1 — ht 
Hark ! — hark I — how he dmms at me ni 

' A what ? ' returned Bill,— at tliat room 
More than commonly awful pteoeded a 
Like what's called in Kentucky ' an Air 
And down Harry Waters went plump o 
While the sound, though piolong'd, died 
In its last sinking echoes, however, were 
Which, Bill conld not help thinking, ret 



'Why, I never seo'd nu0n in all my 
Half so queer Ab this here^ 

And I'm not very clear 
But that one of us two has good reason 
You to jaw aboat drummers with nobod 
I must say as how that I thinks it's myi 

' Oh, mercy I ' roar'd Waters, ' do keep h 
And, Andrew, forgive ! — I'll confess ^I ! 
m make a clean breast. And as £ 
You may do with ma just what the law; 
But haunt me not thus I — let these visit 
And your vengeance aocompliah'd. Boy, 
— Hany paused for a moment, — then tu 
Who stood with his mouth open, steady 
Began 'spinning' what nauticals tenn a 
Viz. : his tale of what Bill call'd ' this p 
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' It \vaB in such an hour as this, 

On such a wild and wintry day, 
The forked lightning seem'd to hiss, 

As noWy athwart our lonely way, 
When first these dubious paths I tried — 
Ton livid form was by my side I — 

* Not livid then — ^the ruddy glow 

Of life, and youth, and health it bore 1 
And bloodless was that gory brow, 

And cheerful was the smile it wore. 
And mildly then those eyes did shine — 
—Those eyes which now are blasting mine I 

' They beamed with confidence and love 

Upon my face, — and Andrew Brand 
Hnd sooner fear*d yon frightened dove 

Than harm from Gervase Matcham's hand! 
— I am no Harry Waters — men 
Did call me Gervase Matcham then. 

' And Matcham, though a humble name, 

Was stainless as the feathery flake 
From Heaven, whose virgin whiteness caroo 

Upon the newly-frozen lake ; 
Commander, comrade, all began 
To laud the Soldier,— like the Man. 

* Nay, muse not, William, — I have said 

I was a soldier — staunch and true 
As any he above whose head 

Old England's lion banner flew ; 
And, duty done, — ^her claims apart, — 
'Twas said I had a kindly heart 

'And years roU'd on, and with them cinao 

Promotion — Corporal — Seijeant — ^all 
In turn — I kept mine honest fame — 

Our Coloners self, — ^whom men did c;i!l 
The veriest Martinet— cv'n he. 
Though cold to most, was kind to me ! — 

One mom — oh I may that morning stanrl 

Accursed in the rolls of fate 
Till latest time I — there came command 

To carry forth a charge of weight 
To a detachment far away, — 
— It was their regimental pay I — 
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' And who so fit for sadi a iaak. 

As trusty Matcham, true and tried. 
Who spum*d the inebriating flask. 

With honour for his constant guide? — 
On Matchara fell their choice — and He, — 
^* Young Drum," — should bear him company I 

' And grateful was that sound to hear. 
For he was full of life and joy, 

The mess-room pet — to each one dear 
Was that kind, gay, light-hearted boy 

— The veriest churl in all our band 

Uad aye a smile for Andrew Brand. — 

*' — Nay, glare not as I name thy name 1 
That threatening hand, that fearful brow 

Relax — ^avert that glance of flame ! 
Thou see'st I do thy bidding now ! 

Vex'd Spirit, rest I — 'twill soon be o'er, — 

Thy blood shall cry to Heav^ no more I 

* Enough — ^^ve joumey'd on — the walk 

Was long, — and dull and dark the day,— 
And still young Andrew's cheerful talk 

And merry laugh beguiled the way ; 
Noon came, a sheltering bank was there — 
We paused our frugal meal to share. 

* Then 'twas, with cautious hand, I sough 

To prove my charge secure, — and drew 
The packet from my vest, and brought 

The glittering mischief forth to view. 
And Andrew cried, — No! — 'twas not Hel— 
li \vas The Tbupteb spoke to me I 

* But it was Andrew's laughing voice 

That sounded in my tingling ear, 
— " Now, Gervase Matcham, at thy choice," 

It secm'd to say, ** are gauds and gear. 
And all that wealth can buy or bring, 
Ease, — wassail, — worship,— everything ! 

^ No tedious drill, no long parade, 

No bugle call at early dawn ; 
For guard-room bench, or barrack bed. 

The downy couch, the sheets of iawB ; 
And 1 thy Page, — thy steps to tend. 
Thy sworn companion, — servant, — ^friend I* 
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— * He ceased — ^that is, I heard no more 

Though other words passed idly by 
Asd Andrew chatter'd as befote, 

And laugh'd — ^1 mark'd him not — ^not I. 
** *Ti8 at thy choice !" that soond alone 
^ang in mine ear — ^voice else was none. 

I could not eat, — the ontasted flask 

Mock*d my parch'd lip, — I paes'd it bj. 
"What ails the man ?*' he seem'd to ask. — 

Ifeltf but oould not meet his eye. — 
" *Ti8 at thy choice r^At sounded yet,— 
A sound I never may forget. 

— * " Haste ! haste ! the day draws on," 1 cried, 

" And Andrew, thou hast far to go 1 " — 
** East far to yoT the Fiend replied 

Within me, — 'twas not Andrew-*no ! 
Twas Andrew's voice no more — 'twas He 
Whose then I was, and aye must be 1 

— * On, on we went ; — the dreary plain 

Was all around us — we were Berel 
Then came the storm, — the lightning, — rain, — 

No earthly living thing was near, 
Save one wild Raven on the wing, 
— If that, indeed, were earthly thing ! 

' I heard its hoarse and screaming voice 

High hovering o'er my frenzied head, 
^^liSf Oeroase Matcham, at thy cftciee I 

But he — the Boy T methougnt it said. 
— Nay, Andrew, check that vengeful frown, — 
I loved thee when I struck thee down 1 



' Twas done ! the deed that damns me— done 
I know not how — 1 never knew ;— 

And Here I stood — but not alone, — 
The prostrate Boy my madness slew, 

Was by my side — limb, feature, name, 

^Twas He ! I — another — yet the same ! 

*■ Away I away ! in frantic haste 

Throughout that live-long night I flew— 
Away I away I — across the waste, — 

I know not how — I never knew. — 
My mind was one wild blank — ^and I 
Had but one thought, — one hope — to fly I 
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' And still the iightnin;; plongb'd thi 

The thunder roar'd — and thero wo 
Amidit its loudest buratB a sound 

Fftiniliftr once— it was— A DKUH 
Then came the mom, — and light, — e 
StreetB, — housen, — Bpires, — the hum 
'And Ocean roU'd before me — fain 

Would I have whelm'd me in its I 
At once lieneath the billowy uuin 

Hv shame, mj guilt, mj crime to 
Diit Hb waa there!— E& croes'd mj i 
I dftred not pass — Hb waved me bad 



'And then rude hands detain'd me— 

Justice had eiasp'd her victim — n< 
Though povreneBB, hopeless, bound, i 

A captive thisli, it was not so ; 
They cry " The Frenchman's on the 
The press was hot — and 1 a slave. 
* Tbej dnuK'd me o'er the vessel's si< 

The v<M of vraten roU'd below ; 
The gallant ship is all her pride 

Of dreadful beauty sought her foe 
— Thou saw'st me, William, in the b 
Alack ! I bora a channed life I 
'In vain the bullets round ma fly, 

In vain mine ea^r breast 1 bare ; 
Death shuns the wretch who longs u 

And Gveiy sword fulls edgelesa tiiu 
Still H« is near ; — and seems to cry, 
" Not hart, nor thus, may Matcham < 
Thou san'st me on that fearful day. 

When, fruitless all attempts to s)\ 
Oiirpinnace foundering in the bay. 

The boat's-crew met a watery gnu 
All, all — save one — the ravenous sea 
That Bwallow'd all — rejected Mai 
' And now, when fifteen suns have ec 

Pul&U'd in tarn its circling year. 
Thrown back again on Enzlund's ben 

Oar bark paid off— Hk drives mo . 
I onild not die in flood or fight- 
IIb diivcs me Hebb 1 1 ' — 

< And sarv. 
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' What I bilk your Comxoander I— desart— and then rob ! 

And go scuttling a poor Little Drummer-boy's nob ; 

Why, my precious eyes 1 what a bloodthirsty swab ! — 
There s old Davy Jones, Who cracks Sailors* bones 

For his jaw-work would never, I'm sure, s'elp me Bob^ 

Have come for to go for to do sich a job 1 

Hark ye. Waters,— or Matcham, — whiohever's your purser- 
name, 

— T'other, your own, is, Fm sartain, the worser name, — 

Twelve years have we lived on like brother and brother ! 

Now — your course lays one way, and mine lays another ! *— 

*No, William it may not be so; 

Blood calls for blood ! — ^'tis Heaven's decree ! 
And thou with me this night must go, 

And give me to the gallows-tree ! 
Ha I — see — He smiles — Hb points the way \ 
On, William, on I — no more delay 1' 

Now Bill,— so the story, as told to me, goes 

And who, as his last speech sufficiently shows. 

Was a * regular trump,*— did not like to 'turn Nose ;' 

But then came a thunder-clap louder than any 

Of those that preceded, though they were so many 

And hark !— as its rumblmgs subside in a hum, 

What sound mingles too? — ^By the hokey — A Drum 1 1 

I remember I once heard my Grandfather say. 
That some sixty years since he was going that way. 

When they show'd him the spot 

Where the gibbet — was not — 
On which Matcham's corse had been hung up to rot ; 
It had fall'n down — but how long before, he'd forgot ; 
And they told him, I think, at the Bear in Devizes, 
The town where the Sessions are held,— or the 'Sizes, 

That Matcham oonfess'd. And made a clean breast 
To the May'r ; but that after he'd had a night's rest, 
And the storm had subsided, he ' pooh-pooh'd ' his friend, 
Swearins all was a lie from beginning to end ; 

Said * he'd only been drunk ' — That his spirits had sunk 
At the thunder — ^the storm put him into a funk, — 
That, in fact, he had nothing at all on his conscience, 
And found out, in short, he'd been talking great nonsense. — 

But now one Mr. Jones Comes forth and depones 
That fifteen years since, he had heard certain groans 
On his way to Stonehenge (to examine the stones 
Described in a work of the late Sir John Soanc's,) 
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Vimt he'd fallinr'd Uie mcwas, And, 
Found ft Bftven a-picking a Drummer-boj 
— TlieQ the (jotuael wrote word 
From the King's Forty-third, 
Thai the stoiy waa certaiulj true which 1 
For, that ona of their Jrummera, and me 
Had 'bnuh'd with the dihB,'aiid thejnei 

So Jiutice WM sure, thoagh a loDg time a 
Aod the Sergenut, in spile of hia ' Gtunmi 
And people averr'd That an ugly h 
The Baven, 'twas hiated, of whom we ha 
Thoagh the story, 1 own, appmira rather t 
Was Been fflorvmie Matcham not buing ii 
To rooet all that nighl on ihe muniurer's 
An odd thing, if ao, and it nuiy be a fib — 
However's a thing Nature's laws liun't jm 
— Next morninK they add, that 'black gc 
Having picked Uatcham'a nose off, and g 



template walking o'er Salisbui] 
Conault Mr. Murphj. or Hoore^ and refrai 
From selecting a day when it's likely to i 

2°. 

When travlling, don't ' Aaah ' Your 
Before other peoplo— it's (wliah and taah] 

3°. 
At dinner ha oantiotia, and note well joui 
There's little to dread where the appetite': 
But mind and look well to your purse am 
When you see a man shirking, and joasin 

*•- 

If yon chance to be needy, Tonr oo 
In wa>-time eepecially nerer go out 
When you've reaHou to think there's a pn 

B*. 
Don't chatter, nor (ell people all that yon 
Nor blab secrets, — especially when you're 
But keep your own oouDsel in all that yoi 
— Or a CiMUisel may, some Uy or other, 1 
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Discard gupentiiion 1 — and don't take a post, 

If YOU happen to see one at night, for a Ghost I 

— Last of all, if by choice or convenience you're led 

To cut a man's throat, or demolish his head. 

Don't do 't in a thunder-storm — wait for the summer I 

And mind, above all things, the Man's hot a D&uuheb ! ! 



Among a bundle of letters I find one from Sucklethumbkin, 
dated from London, and containing his version of perhaps the 
greatest theatrical Civil War since the celebrated * 0. P. row.' As the 
circumstances are now become matter of history, and poor Doldrum 
himself has been, alas ! for some time the denizen of a far different 
' House,' I have ventured to preserve it. Perhaps it may be unne- 
cessary to add, that my Honourable friend has of late taken to 
Poetry, and goes without his cravat. 



A HOW IN AN OMNIBUS (BOX). 

a isawnD or ths hatmabkbt. 

Omnibiis hoc vitaam cantoribus. — HOR. 

DoL^XRUM the Manager sits in his chair. 
With a gloomy brow and dissatisfied air. 
And he says, as he slaps his hand on his knee, 
'I'll have nothing to do with Fiddle-de-dee !* 

— * But Fiddlc-dc-dee sings clear and loud 

And his trills and his qua vera astonish the crowd ; 

Such a singer as he You'll nowhere see ; 
They'll all be screaming for Piddle-de-dee I* 

— ' Though Fiddle-de-dee sings loud and clear. 
And his tones are sweet, yet his terms are dear! 

The " glove won't fit I" The deuce a bit. 
I shall give an engagement to Fal-dc-ral-tit I' 

The Prompter bow'd, and he went to his stall. 
And the green baize rose at the Prompter's call. 
And Fal-do-ral-tit sang fol-de-rol-lol ; 

But) scarce had he done When a ' row ' begos^ 
Such a noise was never heard under the sun. 
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« Fiddle^o-dee 1— —Where is he? 
He's the Artiste whom we all want to see ! — 

Bol-drum ! — Dol-drum ! — Bid the Manager conia 
It's a scandalous thing to exact such a sum 
For boxes and gallery, stalls and pit, 
And then fob us off with a Fal-de-ral-tit ! 

Deuce a bit ! We'll never submit ! 
Vive Fiddle-dc-dee ! a bos Fal-de-ral-tit !' 

Dol-^irum the Manager rose from his chair, 
With a gloomy brow and dissatisfied air ; 

But he smooth*d his brow As he well knew how, 
And he walked on, and made a most elegant bow, 
And he paused, and he smiled, and advanced to the lights, 
In his opera-hat, and his opera-tights ; 

* Ladies and Gentlemen,* then said he, 

* Pray what may you please to want with meV' 

* Fiddle-de-dee 1— Fiddle-de-dee!' 
Folks of all sorts and of every d^ree. 
Snob, and Snip, and haughty Grandee, 
Duchesses, Countesses, fresh from their tea. 

And Shopmen, who'd only come there for a spree, 
HallooM, and hooted, and roar*d with glee 

* Fiddle-de-dee !— None but He !— 
Subscribe to his terms, whatever they be ! — 
Agree, agree, or you'll very soon see 

In a brace of shakes we'll get up an O.P. !' 

Dol-drum the Manager, full of care. 
With a gloomy brow and dissatisfied air. 

Looks distrest, And he bows his best. 
And he puts his right hand on the side of his breast. 

Ana he says, — says he, * We canH agree ; 
His terms are a vast deal too high for me. — 
There's the rent, and the rates, and the sesscs, and taxes— 
I can't afford Fiddle-de-dco what he cwre*. 

If you'll only permit Fal-de-ral-tit ' 

The * Generous Public ' cried * Deuce a bit ! 

Dol-drum ! — Dol-dnim I — We'll none of us come. 
It's « No Go !"— it's " Gammon !"— it's " all a Hum :"— 

You're a miserly Jew ! — " Cock-ardoodle-do !" 
He donH ask too much, as you know — ^so you do — 
It's a shame — ^it's a sin — it's really too bad — 
You ought to be 'shamed of yourself — so you had I' 

Dol-dmm the Manager never before 

In his lifetime had heard such a wild uproar. 
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Dol-dnun the Manager tam'd to flee ; 

But he flays — Bays he, ' Mart de ma vie 1 
I shall nevare engage yid dat Fiddle-de-dee 1' 
Then all the gentlefolks flew in a rage. 
And they jiunp*d from the Omnibus on to the Stagey 
Lords, Squires, and Knights, they came down to the lights^ 
In their operarhats, and their opera-tights. 

lia'am'selle Cherrytoes Shook to her very toes. 
She couldn't hop on, so hopp'd off on her merry toes. 
And the ' evening concluded ' with ' Three times throo V 
* Hip— hip 1 — ^hurrah I for Fiddle-de-dee 1* 

Dol-drum the Manager, full of care, 
With a troubled brow and dissatisfied air, 

Saddest of men, Sat down, and then 
Took, from his table a Perryan pen. 
And he wrote to the ' News,' 
How Mac Fuze and Tregooose, 
Lord Tomnoddy, Sir Ounaby Jenks of the Blues, 
And the whole of their tail, and the separate crews 
Of the Tags and the Rags, and the No-one-knows-whos, 
Had combined Monsieur Fal-de-ral-tit to abuse. 

And make Dol-drum agree With Fiddle-de-deey 
Who was not a bit better singer than he. 
— DoMrum declared * he never could see. 
For the life of him, yet, why Fiddle-de-dee, 

Who in B flat, or 0, Or whatever the key, 
Could never at any time get below G, 
Should expect a fee the same in degree 
As the great Burlybumbo who sings double D.' 
Then slilv he added a Uttle N.B., 
' If they'd have him in Paris he'd not come to me !' 

The Manager rings, And the Prompter springs 
To his side in a jiffy, and with him he brings 
A set of those odd-looking envelope things, 
Where Britannia (who seems to be crucified) flings 
To her right and her left, funny people with wings 
Amongst Elephants, Qus^kers, aud Catabaw Kings ; 

^d a taper and wax And small Queen's heads in packj, 
Which, when notes are too big, you're to stick on their backs. 
Dol-^bnim the Manager seal'd with care 
The letter and copies he'd written so fair. 
And sat himself down with a satisfied air; 

Without delay He sent them away. 
In time to appear in ' our columns' next day I 

Y 
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Dol-droin the Manager, fall of cave, 

Walk'd on to the sti^ with an anzioos air, 

And peep*d through the curtain to aee who were theie^ 

There was 3iUc Fuze, And Lieutenant TregooiDe^ 
And there was Sir Camaby Jenks of the Bluea, 
And the Tags, and the fiags, and the NoKme-lmoiwi-wliM^ 
And the green-baize rose at the Prompter's call, 
And they all began to hoot, bellow, and bawl. 
And cry ' Gock-flHloodle,* and scream and squall 

' Dol-drom 1 — Dol-drum L — fiid l^e Manager oome f 

You'd have thought from the tones 

Of their hisses and groans, 
They were bent upon breaking his (Opera) bones. 
And Dol-drum comes, and he says — says he, 
* Pray what may you please to want with me T — 

* Fiddle-de-dee 1— Fiddle-de-dee!— 
We'll have nobody give us sdfa but He I 
For he's the Artiste whom we all want to see.* 

— ^Manager Dol-drum says — ^says he— 

(And he looks like an owl in ' a hollow beech-tiee ^ 

' Well, since I see The thing must be, 
111 sign an agreement with Fiddle-de-dee 1* 

Then Mac Fuze, and Tregooze, And Jenks of the Kuc^ 
And the Tags, and the Bags, and the Ko-one-knows-wlitf^ 
Extremely deliglitcd to. hear such good news, 
Desist from their shrill ' Gock->a-doodle-doos.' 

* Vive Fiddle-de-dee ! Dol-drum and He 1 
They are jolly good fellows as ever need be 1 
And so's Burlybumbo, who sings double D I 

And whenever they sing, why, we'll all come and<ieer 

So, after all This terrible squall, 

Fiddlc-de-dee 's at the top of the tree. 
And Dol-dmm and Fal-de-raUtit sing small I 
Kow Fiddle-de-dee sings loud and clear 
At I can't tell you how many thousands a-year, 
And Fal-de-ral-tit is considered * Small Beer ;' 

And Ma'am'selle Cherrytoes Sports her msay tooi^ 
Dancing away to the fiddles and flutes, 
In what the folks call a * Lithuanian ' in bootiL 

So here's an end to my one, two, and ihiee; 
And bless the Queen — and long live She I 
And grant that there never again may be 
Such a halliballoo as we've happen'd to see 
About nothing on earth but ' Fiddle-de-dee T 
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We oome now to the raminaging ot Eather John'i stores. The 
extmcta which I shall submit from them aie of the seme character 
as those fozmerly derived from the ssme source, and may be oonsi- 
dered as theologioo-historical, or Tracts for his times. 

With respect to the first legend on this list, I have to remark 
ihat^ thoogh the good Father is silent on the subject, there is every 
reason to believe that the * little curly-wigged ' gentleman, who plays, 
though passively, so prominent a part in it, had Ingoldsby blood in 
bis veins. This conjecture is supported by the fact of the aims of 
Scroops, impaling Ingoldsby, being found, as in the Biay case, in one 
of the windows, and by a very old marriage-settlement nearly, or 
quite, illegible, a fno-simile of ihe ssal affixed to which is appended 
to this true bistoiy. 
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OBf 

THE DEVIL'S DINNER-PAJBTT. 

▲ UDQBHD or !nn kobth o o TJ i m tn . 

NobQis qnlduii, cui nomen Montr, Lnorop, Ckhalerf cam invitMwC ooa- 
rivas, et, hora oonrivii jam instante et appanta facto, spe fhutiatuB esset, 
ezcQsantibus se oonyiyis car non eompararentt pronipit iratna in h«c verba; 
* VenkaU ^Uur onrnn dcnnoMS, » nuUut homi»wn mecum msepotutP 

Qood cam fiaret, et Domiirai, et famuli, et andllo, a domo proparantes, 
forte obliti, infantem in cunis jaoentem seoum non anferunt. D«nones 
incipimit oooMMari et vociferari, prospioereqne per fenestraa formis nnorum, 
laporum, feUum, et monttrare pocula rino repleta. Ah, inquit pater, vbi 
infana mem 9 Y ix cam biec dixiseet, unue ex Dcmonibos olnis eois infimtem 
ad feneatram geatat, &o. — Chronioon dr BoUtm, 

r9 in Bolton Hall, and the clock strikes One, 
And the roast meat's brown and the boil'd meat's dcme. 
And the barbecu'd sucking-pig's crisp'd to a turu. 
And the pancakes are fried, and beginning to bum ; 

The fsX stubble-goose Swims in envy and juioe. 
With the mustard and apple-sauce ready te use ; 
!F^sh, flesh, and fowl, and all of the best^ 
Want nothing but eating — they're all ready drsit^ 
But where is the Host, and where is the Guest? 

Pantler and serving-man, henchman and pi^e. 
Stand sniffing the duck-stuffing (onion and sage)^ 

And the scullions and oooks. With fidgety looks, 
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Are gmmbling and mutt'iiBg, and soowling as blade 
As oooka always do when the dinner's put back ; 
For though the board's deokt, and the napeiy, &ir 
As the unsnnn'd snow-flake, is spread out witii care. 
And Hie Dais is fumish'd with stool and with chair, 
Ar\A plate of orfdverie oostly and rare. 
Apostle-spoons, salt^sellar, all are there, 

And Meas John in his pkoe. With his rubicund laoe^ 
And his hands ready folded, prepared to say Gxaoe, 
Yet where is the Host ? — and his oanyiyes — ^where ? 

The Scroope sits lonely in Bolton Hall, 

And he watches the dial that hangs by the wall^ 

He watches the large hand, he watches the small, 

And he fidgets and looks As cross as the cooks. 
And he utters — a word which we'll soften to ' Zooks V 
And he cries, ' What on earth has become of them all? — 

What can delay De Yauz and De Saye ? 
What makes Sir GUbert de Umfrayille stay ? 
What's gone with Poyntz, and Sir Beginala Braye? 
Why are Ralph XJfford and Mamy away ? 
And De Nokes, and De Styles, and Lord Marmaduke Grey ? 

AndDeKoe? And De Doe?— 
Poynings, and YavaBour — ^where be they ? 
Pitz-Walter, Fitz-Osbert, Pitz-Hugh, and Pitz-John, 
And the Mandevilles, phre etfilz (&ther and son) ? 
Their cards said ** Dinner precisely at One 1" 

There's nothing I hate, in The world, like waiting t 
It's a monstrous great bore, when a Gentleman feels 
A good appetite, thus to be kept from his meals !* 

It's in Bolton HaU, and the dock strikes Two 1 . 
And the scullions and cooks are themselves in *a stew,' 
And the kitchen-maids stand, and don't know what to do^ 
Por the rich plum-puddings are bursting their bag8» 
And the mutton and turnips are boilins to rags. 

And the fish is all spoil'd. And the butter's all oil'd. 
And the soup's got cold m the silver tureen. 
And there is nothing, in short, that is fit to be seen t 
While Sir Guy Le Scroope continues to fume, 
And to fret by himself in the tapestried room. 

And still fidf ets, and looks More cross than the cooks, 
And repeats that bad word, which weVe soften'd to ' Zooks I* 

Two o'clock's oome, and Two o'clock's gone, 
And the large and the small hands move steadily on. 
Still nobody's there. No De Boos, or De Clare^ 
To taste of the Scroope's most delicate fietre, 
Or to quaff off a health unto Bolton's Heir, 
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That nice little boj who sits there in his ch^, 
Some four years old, and a few monthB to spare, 
"With his laughing blue eyes, and his long curly hair, 
liTow sacking his thumb, and now munching his pear. 

Again* Sir Guy the silence broke, 

' It's hard upon Three ! — it's just on the stroke I 

Come^ serve up the dinner 1 — A joke is a joke T— 

Little he deems that Stephen de Hoaques,* 

Who 'his fun,' as the Tankees say, everywhere 'pokes,* 

And is always a great deal too fond of his jokes^ 

Has written a circular note to De Nokes^ 

AnA De Stiles, and De Eoe, and the rest of the folks. 

One and all. Great and small, 
Who were asked to the Hall 
To dine there and sup^ and wind up with a ball. 
And had told all the party a great Douncing lie, he 
Gook'd up, that ' HiQ/Ae was postponed sine die, 
The dear little curly-wigg'd heir of La Scroope 
Being taken alarmingly ill with the croup I' 

When the clock struck Three, And the Page on his knee 
Said ' An't please you. Sir GKiy Le Scroope, On a eerviP 
And the ELniffht found the banquet-hall empty and clear. 

With nobody near To partake of his cheer. 
He stamp'd, and he storm'd — then his language ! — Oh dear I 
Twas awful to see, and 'twas awful to hear I 
And he cried to the button-deck'd Page at his knee. 
Who had told him so civilly ' On a mrvi^ 
'Ten thousand fiends seize them, wherever they be I 
—The Devil take ihem I and the Devil take ihee ! 
And the Dkvil may bat up thb Dtsvva fob m 1 1' 

Li a terrible fiime He bounced out of the room. 
He bounced out of the house — and page, footman, and groom, 
Bounced after their master ; for scarce had they heard 
Of this left-handed Grace the last finishing wdrd. 
Ere the horn at the gate of the Barbican tower 
Was blown with a loud twenty-trumpeter power, 

And in rush'd a troop Of strange guests l>— such a group 
Ab had ne'er before darken'd the door of the Scroope 1 

* For • ftdl aceonnt of this iaoetioiu ' CMvaler,' tee the late (oh t that we 
ahoald have to ny * late 1') Theodore Hook's « History of the illnstrioos Com* 
monera of Great Britain,' as quoted in the Memoirs of John Bragg, Esq., 
pege 344 of the 75th Volame of the Standard Novels. In the third Volame 
of Sir Harris Nioolas's elaborate account of the Scroope and Grosvenor oontro- 
veny, commonly called the * Scrope Roll/ a Stephen de Hoques, Ecuyer, it 
described as giring his iestimony on the Grosvenor side. — Vide page 247. 
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Ihia looks like De Saye — ^yet — ^it is not De Saye— * 

And this is — no^ 'tis not — ^ir Eeginald Braye— 

This has somewhat the favour of Marmaduke Giey-* 

But stay ! — Where an earth did he get thoee long naiU t 

Why, they're claws! — then Grood Gracious 1 — ^they've all ot 

them tails f 
That can't be De Yaux — ^wfay his nose is a bill. 
Or, I would say a beak I —and he can't keep it still ! — 
Is that Poynings ? — Oh Gemini I— look at his feet 1 1 
Why, they're absolute hco/s ! — is it gout or his coras 
That have crumpled them up 80?^by Jingo, he's horns! 
Run I run 1— There's Fitz-Walter, Fite-Hugh, and Fitz-John, 
And the Mandevilles, ph'e etfilz (father and son). 
And Fitz-Osbert, and U fiord — tJieg've all got them onl 

Then their great saucer eyes — It's the Father of lies 
And his Imps — run I run I run 1 — they're all fiends ia disguise. 
Who've partly assumed, with more sombre complexions, 
^lie forms of Sir Guy Le Scroope*s friends and oonnexiaua^ 
And He— «t the top there— that grim-looking elf — 
Bun 1 run 1 — ^that's the * muckle-horned Clootie ' himself I 

And now what a din Without and within I 
For the court-yard is full of them. — ^How they begin 
To mop, and to mowe, and make faces, and grin I 

Cock their tails up together, Like cows in hot weather. 
And butt at each other, all eating and drinking. 
The viands and wine disappearing like winking. 

And then such a lot As together had got I 
Master Cabbage, the steward, who'd made a mni^Sna 
To calculate witJi, and count noses, — ^I ween 
The cleverest thing of the kind ever seen, — 

Declared, when he'd made, By the said machine's aid, 
Up^ what's now called, the ' tottle ' of those he surveyed. 
There were just — ^how he proved it I cannot divine,— 
Nine thousand^ nine hundred, and ninety, and nine* 

Exclusive of Him, Who, giant in limb, 
And black as the crow they denominate Jim, 
With a tail like a bull, and a head like a bear. 
Stands forth at the window, — and what holds he there^ 

Which he hugs with such care, And Dokesout in the air. 
And grasps as its limbs from each other he'd tear? 

Oh I grief and despair I I vow and declare 
Ifs Le Scroope's poor, dear, sweet, little, curly-wigg'd Heir I 
Whom the nurse had forgot, and left there in his^uur. 
Alternately sucking his t£umb and his pear 1 

What words can express The dismay and distress 
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Of Sir Guy, when he found what a terrible men 
His cursing and banning had now got him into ? 
That words, which to use are a shame and a sin too. 
Had thus on their speaker recoird, and his malison 
Placed in the hands of the Devirs own * pal ' his son I — 

He sobVd and he sigh'd, And he scream'd, and he cried, 
And behaved like a man that is mad, or in liouor, — he 
Tore his peak'd beard, and he dash*d ofif his ' Yicaiy,** 

Stamped on the jasey As though he were crazy, 
And staggering about just as if he were ' hazy,' 
Exclaimed, ' Fifty pounds I' (a large sum in those times) 
' To the person, whoever he may )Xy that climbs 
To that window above there, en ogive, and painted. 
And bring down my curly-wi' * here Sir Guy fainted 1 

With many a moan. And many a groan. 
What with tweaks of the nose, and some eau de Cologne^ | 
He revived, — ^Reason once more remounted her throne, 
Or rather die instinct of Nature, — 'twere treason 
To Her, in the Scroope's case, perhaps, to say Reason, — 
But what saw he then ? — Oh I my goodness I a sight 
Enough to have banished his reason outright \ — 

m that broad banquet hall The fiends one and all, 
Regardless of shriek, and of squeak, and of squall. 
From one to another were tossing that small 
Pretty, curly-wisg'd boy, as if pUying at boll : 
Tet none of his mends or his vassals might due 
To fly to the rescue, or rush up the stair. 
And bring down in safety his curly-wigg'd Heir I 

Well a day I Well a day I Ail he can say 

* A peraka lo named from its inreator. Robert de Roe sad Eode Fits 
Vicaii were cdebmted perrwpUera^ who flonrished in the eleventh century. 
The latter is noticed in the Battle-Abbey roll, and ia Mud to have curled Wil- 
liam the Conqoeror's hair when dressing for the battle of Hastings. Dogdale 
makes no mention of him, but Camden says, that Humfirej, one of his descend- 
ants, was summoned to Parliament, 26 Jan. 25 Edw. I. (12S*7). It is doabtful, 
however, whether that writ can be deemed a regular writ of summons to Par- 
liament, for reasons amply detailed in the ' STuopsia of the British Peerage/— 
(Art. FitxnJobn.) A writ was subsequently addressed to him as * Humfry 
FUz'Vtcari, Chmr* 8 Jan. 6 Edw. II. (1313), and his desoendanU appear to 
hare been regnlarly summoned ss late as 5 and 6 of Philip and Mary, 1557-8. 
Soon afler which Peter Fitz-Vicari dying, s. P. M. this barony went into 
abeyance between his two daughters, Joan, mairied to Henry de Tmefit of 
Fullbottom, and Alioe^ wife of Roger Wigram, of Cazon Hall, in Wigton* 
CO. Cumb. Esq., among whose representativca it is presumed to be stUl is 
abeyance. 
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Ib but just 80 much trouble and time thrown away ; 

Not a man can be tempted to join the nUllee^ 

E'en those words cabalistic, ' I promise to pay 

Fifty pounds on demand, have, for once, lost their sway,' 

iUid there the Knight stands, Wringing bis hands 
In his agony — ^when on a sudden, one ray 
Of hope darts through his midriff I — Bi& Saint I — Oh, if s tojany 

And almost absurd. That it never occurr'd 1 — 
' Ay I the Scroope's Patron Saint ! — ^he's the man for my mooej 1 
Saint — ^who is it ? — ^really I'm sadly to blame, — 
On my word I'm afraid, — I confess it with shame, — 
That rve almost forgot the good Gentleman's name, — 
Cut— let me see — Cutbeard ? — ^no I — Guthbebt I — (^ad 
St Cuthbert of Bolton 1— Fm rightr-he's the lad I 
Oh, holy St Cuthbert> if forbears of mine — 
Of myself I say little, — ^have knelt at your shrine, 
iUid have lashed their bare backs, and — no matter — ^with twine 

Oh I list to the vow Which I make to you now. 
Only snatch my poor little boy out of the row 
Which that Imp's kicking up with his fiendish bow-wow. 
And his head like a bear, and his tail like a cow 1 
Bringhim back here in safety I — ^perform but this task. 
And rll give 1 — Oh I — ^FU give you whatever you ask I — 

There is not a shrine In we County shall shine 
With a brilliancy half so resplendent as thine. 
Or have so many candles, or look half so fine 1— 
Haste, holy St. Cuthbert, then, — chasten in pity !' — 

— Conceive his surprise When a strange voice repl^'e^ 
'It's a bargain I — but, mind, sir. The best SpkbmacbtiI' — 
Say, whose that voice ? — ^whose that form by his side. 
That old, old, grey man, with his beard long and wide^ 

In his coarse Palmer's weeds, Anl his cockle and bead^ f— 
And, how did he come ? — did he walk ?— did he ride ? 
Oh I none could determine,— oh I none could decide, — 
The £act is, I don't believe any one tried. 
For while ev'ry one stared, with a dignified stride. 

And without a word more, He march'd on before. 
Up a flight of stone steps, and so through the front door. 
To the banauetine-halC that was on the first floor. 
While the fiendisn assembly were making a rare 
Little shuttlecock there of the curly-wig^d Heir. — 
-~I wish, gentle Reader, that you could have seen 
The pause that ensued when he stepp'd in between^ 
With his resolute air, and his dignified mien. 
And said, in a tone most decided, though mild, 
* Come I — ^Fll trouble you Just to hand over that child !* 
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The Demcmiao crowd In an inBtant seem'd cowed ; 
/ .Not one of the crew Tolunteer'd a reply, 
All shrank from the glance of that ieen-fiaahing eye. 
Save one horrid Humgrufi&n, who seem'd by his talk. 
And the airs he assumed, to be Cock of the walk. 
He quailed not before it, but saucily met it. 
And SB saucily said, < Don't you wish you may get it T 

Hy goodness I — the look that the old Palmer gave I 

And his frown ! — *twas quite dreadful to witness — * Why, slaye I 

You rascal !' quoth ne, ' This language to u 1 1 
— ^At once, Mr. Nicholas 1 down on your knee. 
And hand me that curly-wigg'd boy I*-I command ii— 
Come t — ^none of your nonsense I — ^you know I won't stand it' 

Old Nicholas trembled, — ^he shook in his shoes. 
And seem'd half inclined, but afraid, to refuse. 

* Well, Guthbert,' sud he, « If so it must be, 
—For you've had your own way from the first time I knew ye ; — 
Takeyour curly-wicg'd brat, and much good may he do ye 1 
But ni haye in exchange ' — here his eye flashed with rage— 
* Tbat chap with the buttons — he gave me the Page I* 

' Come, come,' the Saint answered, ' you very well know 
The young man's no more his than your own to bestow — 
Touch one button of his if you dare, Nick — no I no I 
Cut your stick, sir — come, mizzle I be off with you I — go 1* — 

The Devil grew hot— ' If I do I'll be shot ! 
An you come to that, Cuthbert, Fll tell you what's what; 
He has asked us to dine here^ and go we will not I 

Why you Skinflint,— at least You may leave us the feast \ 
Here we've come all that way from our brimstone abode. 
Ten million good leagues, Sir, as ever vou strode, 
And the deuce of a luncheon we've had on the road — 
-«M Go !"— " Mizzle I" indeed— Mr. Saint, who are you, 
I should like to know ?— "Go!"— Ill be hanged if I dol 
He invited us all — we've a right here — it's known 
That a Baron may do what he likes with his own- 
Here, Asmodeus — a slice of that beef; — now the mustard I-^ 
What have you got ? — ch, apple-pie — try it with custard i' 

The Saint made a pause As uncertain, because 
He knew Nick is pretty well ' up ' in the laws. 
And they mighi be on Ats side— and then, he'd such claws I 
On the whole, it was better, he thought, to retire 
WiUi the curly-wigg'd boy he'd pick'd out of the fire. 
And give up the victuals— to^retrace his path. 
And to compromise— (spite of the Member for Bath). 



1 
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So to old Nick's appeal. As he tiim*d on his beel» 
He replied, * Well, FU leave you the mutton and veal. 
And tne soup a la Heine, and the sauce Bechamd 
As The Scroope did invite you to dinner, I fed 
I can't well turn you out — ^'twould be hairdly gented— 
But be moderate, pray, — and remember thus much. 
Since you're treated as Grentlemen, show yourselves such. 

And don't make it late. But mind and go straight 
Home to bed when you've finish'd — and don't steal the plato 
Kor wrench off the knocker, or bell from tlie gate. 
Walk away, like respectable Devils, in peace, 
And don't ^ lark " with the watch, or annoy the police !' 

Having thus said his say, That Palmer grey 
Took up little Le Scroope, and walk'd coolly away, 
While the Demons all set up a ' Hip 1 hip 1 hurray I' 
Then fell, tooth and claw, on the victuals, as they 
Had been guests at Guildhall upon Lord Mayor*s day^ 
All sciambUng and scuffling for what was beifore 'ezn, 
Ko care for precedence or common deonrum. 

Few ate more hearty^ Than Madame Astarte^ 
And Hecate, — considered the Belles of the party. 
Between them was seated Leviathan, es^r 
To Mo the polite,' and take wine with &lphegor; 
Here was Morhleu (a French devil), supping soup-meagra^ 
And there, munching leeks, Davy Jones of Tred^ar 
(A Welsh one), who^i left the domains of Ap Morgan 
To 'follow the sea,'— and next him Demogorgon, — 
Then Pan with his pipes, and Fauns grinding the organ 
To Manmion and Belial, and half a score dancers. 
Who'd joined with Medusa to get up ' the Lancers ;' 
— ^Here s Lucifer lying blind drunk with Scotch ale, 
While Beelzebub's tying huge knots in his tail. 
There's Setebos, storming because Mephistopheles 

Gave him the lie. Said he'd * bUcken his eye,' 
And dash'd in his face a whole cup of hot ooffee-lees ;— 

Eamping and roaring. Hiccoughing, snoring, 
Kever was seen such a riot before in 
A gentleman's house, or such profligate revelling 
At any sair^ — ^whero they don't let the Devil in. 



Hark 1 — as sure as fate The clock's striking Eight ! 
(An hour which our ancestors called ' getting late,*) 
When Nick, who by this time was rather elate, 
Iloae up and addressed them. 

• 'lis full time,' he said, 
'For all elderly Devils to be in their bed; 



▲ USaERD OF THE NORTH OOUNTEEE. 331 

For my own part I mean to be jogging, because 
1 don't find myself now quite bo young iis I was ; 
But» Gentlemen, ere 1 depart from my post, 
I must call on you all for one bumper — the toast 
'Which I have to propose is,— OuB Exckllkst Ho6T I 
^Many thanks for his kind hospitality — may 

We also be able, To see at our table 
Himself, and enjoy, in a family way. 
His good company down stairs at no distant day f 

You'd, Pm sure, think me rude If I did not include 
In the toast my yoimg friend there, the curly-wigg'd Heir! 
He's in yeiy good hands, for you're all well aware 
That St. Cuthbert has taken him under his care; 

Tliough I must not say ** bless," — 

-^Why you'll eaailv guess, — 
Kay our curly-wigg'd friend's shadow never be less T 
Kid£ took off his heel-taps — ^bow'd — smiled — ^with an air 
Most graciously grim, — and vacated the chair. — 

Of course the ^liie Bose at onoe on their fyei, 
And followed their leader, and beat a retreat ; 
When a sky-larking Imp took the President's seat» 
And, requesting that each would replenish his cup. 
Said, ' where we have dined, my boys, there let us sup 1'-— 
— ^It was three in the morning before they bcoke upl ll 

I scarcely need say Sir Guy didn't delay 
To fulfil his vow made to St CuUibert, or pay 
For the candles he'd promised, or make light as day 
The shrine he assured him he'd render so ggy. 
In fact, wh^L the votaries came there to pray, 
AH said there was nought to coinpare with it — nay, 

For fear that the Abbey Might think he was shabby 
Four Brethren tfaenoeforward, two cleric, two lay. 
He ordained should take chai^ of a new-founded chantry, 
Witii six marcs apiece, and some claims on the pantry; 

In short, the whole Countv Declared, through his bounty, 
The Abbey of Bolton exhibited fresh scenes 
From any displayed since Sir William de Heschinesy* 
And Gedlv Boumeli came to this nation 
With William the Norman, and laid its foundation. 

For the rest^ it is said. And I know I have read 
In some Chronicle — ^whose, has gone out of my head-^ 

* Vide Dngdale's Mouttioon, Art. Frioraius de BoUon, in agro Ebon 
cenaL 
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That^ what with these candles, and other expenses. 
Which no man would go to if quite in his senses. 

He reduced, and brought low His property so^ 
That, at last, he*d not much of it left to bestow ; 
And that, many years alter that terrible fesst^ 
Sir Guy, in the Abbey, was living a Priest ; 
And there, in one thousand and — something, — deceased. 

(It's supposed by this trick He bamboozled Old Kick, 
And slipped through his fingers remarkably ' slick.') 
While, as to young Curly-wig, — dear little Soul, 
Would you kaow more of him, you must look at ' The BoU,* 

Which records the dispute. And the subsequent anit. 
Commenced in * Thirteen sey'nty-five,' — which took root 
In Le Grosvenor's assuming the anns Le Scroope swore 
That none but hia ancestors, ever before. 
In foray, joust^ battle, or tournament wore. 
To wit, * 0» a PrumamrUiM Fields a Bend Orf 
While the Grosvenor averred that hi$ ancestor bore 
The same, and Scroope lied like a — somebody tore 
Off the simile, — so I can tell you no more, 
Till some A double S shall the fragment restore.* 

MORAL. 

This Legend sound maxims exemplifies — e»g. 

Ima. Should anything tease you. Annoy, or displease yon, 
Bemember what Lilly says, ' Animum regePf 
And as for that shocking bad habit of swearing^*^ 
In all good society voted past bearing, — 
Eschew it I and leave it to dustmen and mobs^ 
Nor commit yourself much beyond ' Zooks 1' or ' Odsbdbs P 

2da, When asked out to dine by a Person of Quality, 
Mind, and observe the most strict punctualitv I 

For should you come late, iUid make dinner wait. 
And the victuals get cold, voull incur, sure as &te, 
The Master's displeasure, the Mistress's hate. 
And — ^though both may, perhaps, be too well-bred to swear,^ 
They'll heartily wish you—I need not say Where. 

* It is with the greatest satisfaction that I learn hem Mr. Simpkinaoii tihb 
oonsummation, so devontlj to be wished, is about to be realised, and that tbs 
remainder of this most interesting docoment, containing tlie whole of tbr 
defendant's eridenoe, will appear in the coarse of the eosaing snmmer, ondcr 
the same aospicrs as the former portion. We shall look with esgemMs ibr tbi 
identification of * Curly- wig.' 

t Animum regel qui nisi paret, imperat — Lilly's Orammar, 



SM^ Lixdc well to joot MMil-^erruiti I — mj you expect tiiem 
To we to the children, and not to neglect thetnT 
And if you're a. widower, jnrt throw a curaon- 
Glftnoe is, »i times, when yoa go near the Nuneiy. 
— Perhaps it's aa welt to keep diildreu (lont plums, 
And&om pearg in tlie waaon,— and sacking ueir thumb*! 

4to, To mm np the whole with a ■ Saw * of much naa, 
Bejutt and be gaurmu, — don't hapn^uut — 
Pay the debts that you owe, — keep your word to your friends, 
But — dov't bet tohb oahsles auoht at both suds 1 I — 
For of this be asniTed, if you 'go it ' too fast, 

ToqH be ' diah'd ' like Sir Guy, And like him, perhoja, diu 
A poor, old, b»lf-«tuTed, Coontiy Panoo at last I 



WiBm a Ml lUichid to 
■D udeat dnd ptii€$ 
Thonui Ingslibby, Euif 



Vat the Legend that follows Father John has, it will he seen, the 
gTOTe anthori^ of a Bomish Prelate. The gcod Father, who, as I 
have before hod oaxiioa to rentark, received his education at Donai, 
ipentaereial yean, m tha earlier part of his life, upon the Cfmtinent. 
I have no doubt bnt that during this period he visited Blois, and 
tiiere, in all probability, [ncked up, in tlie veiy scene of its looali^, 
the history which he has thug reoo^ed. 
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THE LAT OP ST. ALOIS. 



A UBSBHD CV BLOB. 



S. Helolas in h4o urbe fait epiaoopus, qai, defanotai^ Mpidtarai «t • 
fidelibai. Nocte autem feqaenti, Teaient quidam pagaaiw k|Ndcm, qa 
saroophagom tegebat, rerolvit, erectumqae cootnt le onrpiiB Sancti tpciiaR, 
oonatur. At iUe, koertis oonstrictum, ad se liominem foititer ampleiatur, 
et luqae mane, populia spectanUbus, tanquam constipatnm ioris, ita misensa 
brachiis detinebat. * * * * Judex loci aepalcbri Tiolatorem jubet abrfiahi, et 
l«pdi poena lententiA ooodemnari ; sed non laxabatar a Sancto. Tunc inui- 
ligens Tolontatem deiVineti, Judex, fiuHA de rrtk promlarione, absolrit, dcok 
kuntur, et sio inoolumia redditar: non vero for demiBsna qotn ee Titau 
monasteiicam ampleiurum spopoDdiaaet. 

Oreg.: Tumomia: de Qhnd Oottfd 
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lAINT ALOYS 
Was the Bishop of Blois, 
And a pitiful man was he. 
He grieved and he pined 
For the woes of mankind, 
And of brutes in their degree, — 
He would rescue the rat 
From ihe claws of the cat^ 
And set the poor captlye free ; 
Though his cassock was swarming 
With all sorts of yermin, 
He*d not take the life of a flea ! — 
Kind, tender, forgiving^ 
To all things Uvins, 
From injury still he*d endeavour to screen 'em, 
Fich, fl^, or fowl, — no difference between 'em— - 

NmiL PUTAYIT A BE AXJENUIC. 

The Bishop of Blois was a holy man, — 

A holy man was he I 
For Holy Church 
He'd seek and he'd search 

As a Bishop in his degree. 
From foe and from friend 
He'd * rap and he'd rend,' 

To augment her treasurie. 
Kought would he give, and little he'd lend. 
That Holy Church might have more to 8pend«~ 
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*€k>imt Stephen ** (of Blois) * was a worthy Peer, 

HIb breeches cost him but a crown. 
He held them sixnence all too dear, 

And so he cairi the Tailor lown !' — 
Had it been the Bishop instead of the Coont, 
And he*d overcharged him to half the amount^ 
He had knocked that Tailor down I — 
Not for himself 1 — He despised the pelf; 
He dress'd in sackcloth, he dined off dclf ; 
And, when it was cold, in lieu of a surtout^ 
The good man would wrap himself up in his yirtue.f 
Alack ! that a man so holy as he. 
So frank and free in his degree. 
And so good and so kind, should mortal be I 

Tet so it is — for loud and clear 

From St. Nicholas' tower, on the listening ear, 

With solemn swell The deep-toned bell 
t Flings to HnQ gale a funeral knell ; 

And hark ! — at its sound. As a cunning old hound. 
When he opens, at once causes all the young whelps 
Of the cry to put in their less dignified yelps, 

So— the Uttle bells all, Ko matter how small. 
From the steeples both inside and outside the wall. 

With bell-metal throat Bespond to the note, 
And join the lament that a prelate so pious is 
Forced thus to leave his disconsolate diocese. 

Or, as Blois' Lord May'r Is heard to declare, 
' Should leave this here world for to go to that Uiere.' 

And see, the portals opening wide. 
From the Abbey flows the living tide ; 

Forth from the doors The torrent pouxs, 
Acolytes, Monks, and Friars in scores, 
This with his chasuble, that with his rosary, 
This from his incense-pot turning his nose awiy. 

Holy Father, and Holy Mo^er, 

Holy Sister, and Holy Brother, 

Holy Son, and Holy Daughter, 

Holy Wafer, and Holy Water; 

* Teste Messire lago, a distingnished subaltern in the Yeneiian senrice^ 
circiter A.D. 1580. His Bic^rapher, Mr. William Shakspeare, a contemporary 
writer of some note, makes him say * King Stephen,' inasmoch as the * worthy 
peer' subsequently usurped the crown of £ngland. The anachronism is a 
pardonable one. — Mr, Simpkinaon of Bath, 

t Mea 

Yirtutn me involTO.— Hor, 
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Every one drest Like a guest in his best. 
In the smartest of clothes they're permitted to vremr. 
Serge, sackcloth, and shirts of the same sort of hair 
As now we make use of to stuff an arm-chair. 
Or weave into gloves at three shillings a pair. 
And employ for shampooing in cases rhuumatic, — a 
Special speofic, Fm told, for Sciatica. 

Through groined arch, and by cloister'd stone, 
With mosses and ivy long o'ergrown. 

Slowly the throng Gome passing along. 
With many a chaunt and solemn song. 
Adapted for holidays, high-days, and Sundays, — 

Die8 ifxe, and De profundis, 

MwrerCy and Bcmine dirige nos, — 
Such as, I hear, to a very slow tune are all 
Commonly chaunted by Monks at a funeral, 

To secure the defunct's repose. 
And to give a broad hint to Old Nick, should the news 
Of a prelate's decease bring him there on a cruise. 
That he'd better be minding his P's and his Q's, 
And not come too near, — since they can, if they choose, 
Make l^im shake in his hoo& — as ne does not wear sbMS. 

Still on they go, A goodly show. 
With footsteps sure, though certainly slow, 
Two by two in a very long row ; 

With feathers, and Mutes In mourning suits, 
Undertaker's men walking in hat-buids and boots, — 
Then comes the Crosier, all jewels and gold. 
Borne by a lad about eighteen years old ; 
Next, on a black velvet cushion, the Mitre, 
Borne by a younger boy, 'cause it is lighter. 

Eight Franciscans, sturdy and strong, 

Bear, in the midst^ the good Bishop along; 

Eight Franciscans, stout and tall. 

Walk at the comers, and hold up the pall ; 

Eight more hold a canopy high over all. 
With eight Trumpeters tooting the Dead March in Saul.^ 
Behind, as Chief Mourner, the Lord Abbot goes, his 
Monks coming after him, all with posies. 
And white pocket-handkerchiefis up at their noses, 
Which they blow whenever his Lordship blows hj»^- 

And oh 1 'tis a comely sight to see 

Uow Lords and Ladies, of high degree, 

Vail, as they pass* upon bended knee, 
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While quite as polite are the Squires and the Knights, 
In their helmetfl^ and hauherks, and cast-iron tights. 

Ay, 'tis a comely sight to behold. 
As the company march 
Throngh the loonded arch 
OiihAt Cathedral old 1— 
Singers behind 'em, and singers before 'em. 
All of them ranging in due decorum, 
Around the inside of the Sanctum Sandorunif 

While brilliant and bright An unwonted light 
(1 forgot to premise this was all done at night) 
The links, and the torches, and flambeaux shed 
On the sculptured forms of the Mighty Dead, 
That rest below, mostly buried in lead. 
And aboTe, recumbent in grim repose. 
With their mailed hose. 
And their dogs at their toes, 
And little boys kneeling beneath them in rows. 
Their hands join'd in pray'r, all in Y&cy long clothes, 
With inscriptions on brass, begging each who surrives, 
As they some of them seem to naye led ao-so lives. 
To ^fitBk fat ttft ShMm of themselyes and their wives;-- 
— ^The effect of the music, too, really was fine, 
When they let the good prelate down into his shrine. 

And by old and young The ' Bequiem ' was sung ; 
Not vemaculaT French, but a classical tongue. 
That is— Latm— I don't think thev meddled with Greek— 
In short, the whole thing produced — so to speak — 
What in Blois they would call a Coup cPceit magnifique ' 

Yet, surely, when the level ray 

Of some mild eve's descending sun 
Lights on the village pastor, erey 

Iq years ere ours had well b^n — 

As there — ^in simplest vestment clad. 
He speaks, beneath the churchyard tree^ 

In solemn tones, — ^but yet not sad, — 
Of what Man is — ^what Man shall be I 

And clustering round the grave, half hid 
By that same quiet churchyard yew, 

The rustic mourners bend, to bid 
The dust they loved a last adieu — 

*-That ray, methinks, that rests so sheen 
Upon each briar-bound hillock green» 

z 
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So calm, 80 tranquil, so serene, 
GWes to the eye a faArer scene,— 
Speaks to the heart with holier breath 
Tiian all this pageantry of Death. — 

Bat chacun a mm gout — ^this is talking at random — 
We all know ' De ffustibus non disputandumP 
So canter back. Muse, to the scene of your story 

The Cathedral of Blois— Where the Sainted Alori 
Is by this time, you'll find, * left alone in his glory,' 
*In the dead of the night,' though with labour opprest. 
Some ' mortals ' disdain ' the calm blessings of rest ;' 
Your cracksman, for instance, thinks night-time the best 
To break open a door, or the lid of a chest ; 
And the gipsy who close round yonr prenuses prowls^ 
To ransack your hen-roost, and steal ail yonr fowls, 
Always sneaks out at night with the bats and the owls, 
— So do Witches and Warlocks, Ghosts, Goblins, and Ghouls 
To say nothing at all of those troublesome * Swells' 
Who come from the playhouses, ' flash kens,' and ' helLs^' 
To pull off people's knockers, and ring people's bella. 

Well — ^'tis now the hour 111 things hare power! 
And all who, in Blois, entertain honest views^ 
Haye long been in bed, and enjoying a snoose,— 

Nought is waking Save Mischief and ' Faking,'* 
And a few who are sitting up brewing or baking 
When an ill-looking Infidel, sallow of hue, 
Who stands in his slippers some six feet two^ 
(A rather remarkable height for a Jew), 
Creeps cautiously out of the churchwarden's pew. 
Into which, during service, he managed to slide himself — 
While all were intent on ^e anthem, and hide himaelL 

From his lurking place. With stealthy pace, 
Through the ' long-drawn aisle ' he begins to crawl. 
As you see a cat walk on the top of the wall. 
When it's stuck full of glass, and she thinks she shall falL 

—He proceeds to feel For his flint and his steel. 
An inyentioQ on which we've improved a great deal 
f late years — the substitute best to rely on 
's what Jones of the Strand calls his Fyrogtneicn^ 

* < Kiz my dolly, pals, Fakg ■wayf'— word s ef deep and mysterioos import 
in the ancient languAge of Upper Egjpt, and reoeiitly inacribed on the aacrai 
atandard of Mdiemet Ali. They are supposed to intimate, to the iii»»i^t*^ ia 
the art (^ Abetraction, the abeenoe of all human observation, and to 
the propriety of makini; the beat qm of their time— and fii^gen. 
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He strikes with despatch ! — his Tinder catches I — 
Now, where is his candle ? — and where are his matches ? — 

Tin done ! — they are found ! — 

He stands up, and looks round 
By the light of a ' dip ' of sixteen to the poond I 
— What is it now that makes his nerves to quirer ? — 
His hand to shake — and his limhs to shiver ? — 
Fear? — ^Pooh ! — it is only a touch of the liver — 

All is silent — all is still — 
It 's * gammon ' — it 's * stuff!* — hf, may do what he will I 
Carefully now he approaches the shrine. 
In which, as Tve mentioned before, about nine, 
They had placed in such state the lamented Divine 1 
But not to worship— No ! — No such thing ! — 
His aim is — to 'pbig ' ths Pastoral &iq 1 1 

Fancy his fright, When, with all his might 
Havii^ forced np the lid, which they'd not fiuten'd quite. 
Of the marble sarcoph^us — * All in white' 
The dead Bishop started up, bolt upright 
On his hinder end, — and grasped him so tight, 

That the clutch of a kite Or a bull-dog's bite 
When he's most provoked and in bitterest spite. 
May well be conceived in comparison slight, 
And having thns ' tackled ' him — ^blew out his light 1 1 

Oh, dear! Oh,dear I The fright and the fear!^ 

No one to hear I — ^nolwdy near I — 
In the dead of the night ! — at a bad time of year I — 
A defunct Bishop squatting apright on his bier, 
And shouting so loud, that the drum of his ear 
He thought would have split as these awful words met it — 
<AhI ha I XT Gooi> fbisndI don't tou wish tou mat 

GET IT?' — 

(^dearl Oh, dear I *2\oa9 a night of fear t 
—I should just like to know, if the boldest man hero, 
In his sttuation would not have felt queer? 

The wretched man bawlsi And he yells and ho squalls^ 
But there's nothing responds to his shrieks save the waUs, 
And the desk, and the pulpit, the pews, and the staUs. 

Held firmly at bay, Ej<^ and plunge as he may, 
Hk Bfcmgglei are fruitless — ^he cant get away. 
He really can't tell what to do or to say, 
And being a Pagan, don't know how to pray ; 
Till through the east window, a few streaks of my 
Aniionnoe the approach of the dawn of the day I 
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Oh, a welcome sight Is the rosy light 
Whidi loyelily heralds a morning bright. 
Above all to a wretch kept in daranoe all nicht 
By a horrid dead gentleman holding him ti^t^ — 
Of all sorts of gins that a treroasser can trap^ 
The most disagreeable kind of a man trap 1 

—Oh 1 welcome that beirs Matin chime, which telk 
To one caught in this worst of all possible snares, 
That the hour is arrived to begin Morning Prayers, 
And the Monks and the Friars are coming down staiis ! 

GonoeiTe the surprise Of the Choir — how their eyei 
Are distended to twice their original size, — 
How some begin bless, — some anathematize, — 
And all look on the thief as old Nick in dii^ise. 
While the mystified Abbot cries, ' Well i— I declare f— 
— Tliis is really a very mysterious a&ir 1— 
Bid the bandy-legg'd Sexton go run for the May'rf 

The May'r and his 9uUe Are soon on their feet„ — 
(His worship kept house in the very same street^ — ) 

At once he awakes, ' His compliments ' makes^ 
' Hell be up at the church in a couple of shakes I' 
Meanwhile the whole Convent is pulling and hauling 

And bawling and squalling And terribly maufLog 
The thief whose endeavour to follow his calling 
Had thus brought him into a grasp so enthralBng. — 

Now high, now low. They drag * to and fro^' — 
Now this way, now that way they twist him — ^but^-No !^ 
The glazed eye of St Aloys distinctly says ' Poh I 
Tou may puU as you please, I shall not let him go!* 
Nay, more ; — when his Worship at length came to say 
He was perfectly ready to take him away. 
And iat nim to srace the next AuUhda^i^ 

Still closer he prest The poor wretch to his breast, 
While a voice — ^though his jaws still tc^ether were jammM— 

Was heard from his diest, ' If you do, I'll * hone slamm'd 

Hie great door of the church, — ^with so awful a sound 
That the close of the good Bishop's sentence was drown'd I 

Out spake JMrt Jelum, A pitiful man. 

Oh 1 a pitiful man was he] 
And he wept and he pined For the sins of mankind. 
As a Friar in his degree. 
^Bemember, good oentlefolim,' so he began. 
Bear Aloys was always a pitiful man 1 — 

That voice from his chest Has dearly exprest 
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He has paidoned the oalprit— and as for the rest, 
Before you shall bam him — ^hell see yoa all blest T 

Glie ]Ibiik% and the Abbot, the Sexton, and Gleik 
Wen exceedingly struck with the Friar*s remark, 
And the Judge, who himself was by no means a shark 
Of a Lawrer, and who did not do things in the dark. 
But still Jeuied (having once been hin^lf a gay spark,) 
To the merciful side,— 4ike the late Allan Park, — 

Agreed that, indeed. The best way to succeed. 
And by which this poor caitiff alone oould be freed. 
Would be to abeolve him, and grant a fiee pardon, 
(hi a certain condition, and that not a hard one, 
Yis. — * That he, the said Infidel, straightway should ope 
His mind to conviction, and worship the Pope, 
And "ev'ry man Jack " in an amice or cope; 

And that, to do so^ He should forth witii go 
To Bome, and salute there his Holiness* toe ; — 

And never aoin Bead Voltaire or Tom Paine, 
Or Percy Bysshe Shelley or Lord Byron's Gain; — 
ffis pikrimage o*er, take St Francis's habit; — 
If anything lay about never to ' nab ' it ; 
Or, at worst, if he should light on articles gone astray. 
To be sure and deposit them safe in the lifonast'ry I* 

The oath he took — As he kiss'd the book, 
Kave^ transept, and aisle with a thundeiH^lap shook ! 
The Bishop sank down with a satisfied look. 

And the Thief, released By the Saint decoas'd 
Fell into the arms of a neighbouring Priest ! 

It skills not now To tell you how 
The transmogrified Pagan perform*d his vow ; 

How he quitted his home, Travell'd to Rome, 
And went to St Peter's and look'd at the Dome, 
And obtain'd from the Pope an assurance of bliss. 
And kiss'd — ^whatever he gave him to kiss — 
Toe, relic, embroidery, noi^t came amiss ; 

And how Pope IJrban Had the man's turban 
Hung up in the Sistine chapel, by way 
Of a rehc— «nd how it hangs tiiere to this day. — 

Suffice it to tell, Which will do quite as well. 
That the whole of the Ck>nyent the miracle saw. 
And the Abbot's report was sufficient to draw 
EVry hon CcUholiqtie in la belle Frcmee to Blois^ 
Among others, the Monarch himself^ Francois, 
The i^chbishop of Rheims, and his ' Pious Jackdaw,*^ 

• Fid^ page 129. 
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And there was not a man in Church, Chapel, or Meeting- 
house, 
Still less in Cabaret^ Hotel, or Eating-house, 

But made an oration. And said, ' In the nation 
If ever a man deserved canonization, 
It was the kind, pitiful, pious Aloys.' — 

So the Pope says — says he, ' Then a saint he shall be V— 
So he made him a baint, — and remitted the fee. 

What became of the Pi^an I really can't say ; 

But I think I've been told. When he'd entered their foU^ 
And was now a Franciscan some twenty days old. 
He got up one fine morning before bres^ of day. 
Put the Pyx in his pocket — and then ran away. 

MORAL. 

I think we may coax out a moral or two 
From the facts which have lately come under our view. 
First — Don't meddle with Saints ! —for you'll find if you do 
They're what Scotch people call, * kittle cattle to shoe T 
And when once they have managed to take you in tow. 
It's a deuced hard matter to make them let go I 

Now to you, wicked Pagans ! — who wander about^ 

Up and down Regent Street every night, * on the soout,' — 

BecoUect the Police keep a sharpish look-out, 

And if once you're suspected, your skirts they will stick tc 

Till they catch you at last in ficLgnmte deUUoh^ 

Don't the inference draw That because he of Bloii 
Suffered one to bilk ' Old father Antic the Law,' 
That our May'rs and our Aldermen — and we've a City full — 
Show themselves, at our Guildhall, quite so pitiful ! 

Lastly, as to the Pagan who play'd such a trick. 

First assuming the tonsure, tnen cutting his stick. 

There is but one thing which occurs to me — that I 

Is, — Don't give too much credit to people who ' rat !' 

— ^Never forget Early habit's a net 
Which entangles us all, more or less, in its mesh ; 
And * What's bred in the bone won't come out of the Aeth !' 
We must all be aware Nature's prone to rebel, as 
Old Juvenal tells us, Naturam expeUoa 

Tamen usque recurret I There's no uee making Hor rat I 
So thAt all that I have on this head to advance 
Is, — whatever they think of these matters in Franoe, 
There's a proverb, the truth of which each one allows here 

' TOU NSVSR CAN MAKE A SILK PURSE OF A SOW'S BART 
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In the succeeding Legend we come nearer home. — Father In^ 
goldflby is particular in describing its locality, situate some eight 
niles from the Hall — ^less, if you take the bridle-road by the Church- 
yard, and so along the valley by Mr. Fector's Abbey. — ^In the enu- 
meration of the yarious attempts to appropriate the treasure (drawn 
from a later source), is omitted one, said to have been undertaken by 
the worthy ecclesiastic himself, who, ss Mrs. Botherby insinuates, is 
reported to have started for Dover, one fine morning, duly famished 
with all the means and appliances of Exorcism. I caimot kam, 
howeyer, that the family was ever enriched by his expedition. 



THE LAY OF THE OLD WOMAN CLOTHED IN GREY. 

A UnSHD OF DUVBIU 



0' 



^NCE there lived, as Fve heard people say. 
An * Old Woman clothed in grey. 
So furrow*d with care, So haggard her air. 
In her eye such a wild supematuml stare. 

That all who espied her, Lnmediately shied her. 
And strove to get out of her way. 

This fearsome Old Woman was taken ill ; 

— She sent for the Doctor — he sent her a pill. 
And by way of a trial, A two-shilling phial. 
Of green-looking fluid, like lava diluted. 
To which Fve professed an abhorrence most rooted.* 
One of those draughts they so commonly send us, 
Labell'd *Sau8tu8 catharticus, mane ntmendus ;* — 

She made a wry face. And, without saying Qraoe^ 
Toss'd it off like a dram — ^it improved not her case. 

— The Leech came again ; He now opened a vein. 
Still the little Old Woman continued in pain. 
So her 'Medical Man,* although loth to distress her. 
Conceived it high time that her Father Confessor 
Should be sent for to shrive, and assoilzie, and bless her 
That she might not slip out of these troublesome scenes- 
'Unaneal'd and Unhouseled,'— whatever that means.t 

* Ticfe page 209. 

t Ahttk for poor William Linky to nttle the point ! Hit elucidation of ' 
Mabbeth's 'Huriyburly' carts a halo around his memory. In him the 
world kit OM of its kindliest Spirits, and the Garrick Club its acutest 
copinnentator. 
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Qtowing afiaid, He calls to hk aid 
A iMUodj-le^d neighbour, a ' 2Ui2or hf traded 

Tells him his feara, Bids him lay by his sheaia^ 
His thimble, his goose, and his needle, and hie 
With all possible speed to the Conyent hard by. 

Bequests him to say That he begi they'll all pray. 
Viz. : The whole pious brotherhood, Cleric and Lay, 
For the soul of an Old Woman clothed in grey, 
Who was just at that time in a very bad way. 
And he ically believed couldn't last out the day ; — 

And to state his desire That some erudite Friar, 
Would run over at once, and examine, and try her ; 

For he thought he would find There was ^ something befaiiilp 
A something that weighed on the Old Woman's mind, — 
' In fact, he was snze, from what fell from her tongue. 
That this little Old Woman had done something wrong.' 
— ^Then he wound up the whole with this hint to the man, 
'Mind and pick out as holy a friar as you canl' 

Now rd have you to know That this story of woe. 
Which I'm telling you, happen'd a long time ago; 
I can't say exactly how long, nor, I own. 
What particular monarch was then on the throne. 
But twBS here in Old £ngland : and all that one knows is» 
It must have preceded the Wars of the Roees.t 

Inasmuch as the times Described in these rhymes, 
Were as fruitful in virtues as ours are in crimes ; 

And if 'mongst the Laity Unseemly gaiety 
Sometimes betray'd an occasional taint or two, 

At once all the Clerics Went into hysterics, 
While scarcely a convent but boasted its Saint or two; 
Bo it must have been long ere the line of the Tudors, 

As since then the breed Of Saints rarely indeed 
With their dignified presence have darken'd our pew doora. 
—Hence the late Mr. Fronde, and the live Dr. Pusey 
We modems consider as each worth a Jew's eye; 

* All who are familiar with the Polioe Beports, sad other Reoonb of our 
Courti of justice, will recollect that everj gentleman of this particular pro- 
feaiion invariably thus describes himself, in contradistinction to tbe bricklayer, 
whom he probably presumes to be indigenous, and to the Shoemaker, horn a 
Snob. 

t 'An antient and most pognaaous fiunily/ says our Bath Friend. 'One 
of their descendants, George Rose, Eisq., late lii.P. tor Christchurch (an elderly 
gentleman now delunct), was equally celebrated for his vocal abilities and bis 
wanton destruction of fhiniture when in a state of exdtemeDt,— * Sin|^ oU 
Ruse, and bum the bellows I' has grown into a pixrrerb. 
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Though Wifeman and DuUnuui* combine againflt Newman, 
With BoctoiB and Proctors, and say he's no tme man. 
— But this by the way. — ^The Convent I speak about 
Had Saints in scores — they said Mass week and week about ; 
I* And the two now on duty were each, for their piety, 
' Second to none * in that holy society, 

And well might have borne Those words which are worn 
By our ' NvBi Semndus ' Club— poor dear lost muttons, — 
Of Guardsmen— en Club days, inscribed on their buttons.— 

^ey would read, write, and speak Latin, Hebrew, and Greek 
A ndlsh-bunch munch for a luncn,— or a leek ; 

Thou^ scoffers and boobies Ascribe certain rubies 
That garnished the noee of the good Father Hilaty 
To tiie ovennuch use of Canary and Silleiy, 
-—Some said spirituous compounds of viler distillery*- 

Ah I little reck'd they That with Friars, who say 
Fifty Faters a night, and a hundred a day, 
A very slight sustenance goes a great way — 
Thus the consequence was that ms colleague, Besilius, 
Won golden opinions, by looking more bilious, 
From all who conceived strict monastical duty 
By no means conducive to personal beauty ; 
Ajid being more meagre, and thinner, and paler, 
He was snapt up at once by the bandy-l^g'd Tailor. 

The latter's concern For a speedy return 
Scarce left the Monk time to put on stouter sandals. 
Or go round to his shrines, and snuff all his Saint's candles ; 
Still less had he leisure to change the hair-ehirt he 
Had worn the last twenty years — probably thirty,-^ 
Which not being wash'd all that time, had grown dirty. 

— ^It seems there's a sin in The wearing clean linen. 
Which Friars must eschew at the veiy beginning, 
Though it makes them look frowsy, and drowsy, and blowsy, 
And — a rhyme modem etiquette never allows ye. — 

As for the rest, £*en if time had not prest. 
It didn't much matter how Basil was drest, 
Nor could there be any great need for adorning, 
The Night being almost at odds with the morning. 

Oh I sweet and beautiful is Night, when the silver moon is high. 
And countless Stars, like clustering gems, hang sparkling in the sky. 
While the balmy breath of the summer breeze comes whispering 

down the glen. 
And one fond voice alone is heard— oh I Night is lovely then I 

* The worthv Jeroit'i polemical pabUsher. — I am not quite sore as to the 
orthognphjr ; it*s idem 90nan$, at all events. 
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But when that voice, in feeble moana of sicknefls and of pain, \ 

But mocks the anxious ear that strives to catoh its sounds in vmin,— 
When silently we watch the bed, by the taper's flickering li^tg 
Where all we love is fading ia8t>---how terrible is Night 1 1 

More terrible yet, If you happen to get 
By an old woman's bedside, who, all her life long 
Has been, what the vulgar call ' coming it strong' ^ 

In all sorts of ways that are naughty imd wrcHig.-^ , 

As Confessions are sacred, it*s not very fiioile ' 

To ascertain what the old hag said to Basil ; 

But whatever she said. It filled him with dread. 
And made all his hair stand on end on his head, — 
No great feat to perform, inasmuch as said hair 
Being clipped by the tonsure, his crown was left baie. 
So of course Father Basil had little to spare ; i 

But the little he had Seem*d as tnough *t had gone mad, ! 
Each lock, as by action galvanic, upreais 
In the two little tufts on the tops of his ears. — 

What the old woman said That so < fiU'd him with dread,* 
We should never have known any more than the dead. 
If the bandy-legg'd Tailor, his errand thus sped. 
Had gone quietly back to his needle and thi^ad, < 

As he ought ; but instead. Curiosity led,^ 
A feeling we all deem extremely ill-bred,-^ 
He contrived to secrete himself under the bed I 

— ^Not that he heard One half^ or a third 
Of what passed as the Monk and the Patient conferred. 
But he here and there managed to pick up a word. 

Such as * Knife,* And * Life,' 
And he thought she said ^ Wife,' 
And * Money,' that 'source of all evil and strife f^ 
Then he plainly distinguished the words ' Gkne,' and ' Gadi,' 
Whence he deem'd — and I don't think his inferenoe rash — 
She had cut some one's throat for the sake of his cash 1 

Intermix'd with her moans. And her sighs and her 
Enough to have melted the hearts of the stones^ 
Came at intervals Basil's sweet, soft, silver tones, 
For somehow it happened — I can't tell you why — 
The good Friar's indignation, — at first rather high, — 
To judge from the language he used in reply, 
Ere the old woman oeas'd, had a good deal gone by ; 

ESbdiontur Opes Irritamenta Halonim. 

LiiXT's Cfrcammmr. 
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And he gently addressed her in accents of honey, 
* Daughter, don't you despair l—WHATS BECOME OF THE 
MONEY?' 

In one lust at Death's door, it was really ahsurd 

To see now her eye lighted up at that word^ 

Indeed there's not one in the language that I know^ 

(Save its synonyms * Spanish,' * Blunt,' * Stumpy,' and 'Rhino^*) 

Which acts so direct^ And with so much f^ect 
On the human aensorium^ or makes one erect 
One's ears so, as soon as the sound we detect — 

It's a question with me Which of the three^ : 
Father Basil himself though a erave S.T.P. 
(Such as he have, you see, the degree of D.D.) 
Or tibe eaves-dropping, handy-legged Tailor, — or She 
Caught it quickest — ^however traditions agree 
That the Old Woman perk'd up as brisk as a bee^ — 

Twas the last quivering flare of the taper, — the fire 

It 80 often emits when about to expire ! 

Her excitement began the same instant to flag; 

She sank back, and whispcr'd, ' Safe ! — Safe ! in the Bag ! ! ' 

Now I would not by any means have you suppose 
That the good Father Basil was just one of those 

Who entertain views We're so apt to abuse. 
As neither befitting Turks, Christians, nor Jews, 

Who haunt death-bed scenes. By underhand means 
To toady or teaze people into a legacy, — 
For few folk indeed, had such gocS right to beg as he. 
Since Bome, in her pure Apostolical beauty, 
Not only permits, but enjoins, as a duty. 

Her sons to take care That» let who will be heir. 
The Pontiff shall not be choused out of his share, 
Nor stand any such mangling of chattels and goods. 
As, they say, was the case, with the late Jemmy Wood's; 
Her Conclaves, and Councils, and Synods in short main 
-tain principles adverse to statutes of Mortmain ; 

Besides you'll discern It, at once, when you learn 
That Basil had something to give in return. 
Since it rested with him to say how she should bum. 
Nay, as to her ill-gotten wealth, should she turn it aU 
To uses he named, he could say, ' You shan't bum at all 

Or nothing to signify. Not what you'd dignify 
So much as even to call it a roast. 
But a mere little singeing, or scorching at most, — 
What many would uink not unpleasantly warm, — 
Just to keep up appearance — mere matter of form. 
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All this in her ear. He declared, bat I fear 
That her aeiLMB were wand'rizig — she 6eem*d not tc bear. 
Or, at leut^ understand, — ^for mere unmeaning talk her 
Paidi'd lips babbled now, — saoh as * Hookey T' — and ' Walker 1 
—She expired, with her last breath expressing a doubt 
If * his Mother were f uUj aware he was out ? ' 



Kow it seems there's a place they call Purgat'iy- 

I must write it^ my verse not admitting the 0-- 

But as for the venue^ I tow I'm perplext 

To say if it 's in this world, or if in the next — 

Or whether in both — for 'tis very well known 

That St Patrick, at least, has got one of his own, 

In a 'tight little Island ' that stands in a Lake 

Gall'd *Iiough«dearg '—that's ' The Bed Lake,' unless I mistake— 

In Fermanagh— or Antrim — or Donegal — ^which 

I declaro I can't tell, But I know veiy well 
It's in latitude 64^ nearly their pitch 
(At Tappington, now, I could look in the (rasetteer, 
^ut Fm out on a visit, and nobody has it here). 

There are some, I'm aware. Who don't stick to declare 
There's 'no differ' at all 'twixt * this here' and 'that there,' 
That it's all the same place, but the Saint reserves his entry 
For the separate use of the ' finest of pisentry,' 

And that his is no more Than a mere private door 
From the rez-de-chaussSe, — as some call the ground floor, — 
To the one which the Pope had found out long before. 

But no matter—lay The locale where yoa may ; 
—And where it is no one exactlv can say — 
There's one thing, at least, whidi is known very well, 
That it acts as a Tap-room to Satan's Hotel. 

' Entertainment ' there's worse Both for ' Man and for Hbise ;' 
For broiling the souls They use Lord Mayor's coals ; — 
OThen the sulphur's inferior, and boils up much slower 
Than the fine fruity brimstone they give you down lower. 

It's by no means so strong — Mere sloe-leaves to Souchong*, 
The ' prokers ' are not half so hot, or so long, 
"By an inch or two^ either in handle or prong ; 
The Vipers and Snakes are less sharp in the tooth. 
And the Nondescript Monsters not near so uncouth ; — 
In short, it's a place the good Pope, its creator, 
Made for what's called by Cockneys a ' Minor The-atre.* 
Better suited, of course for a * minor performer,' 
Than the ' House,' that's so much better lighted and wannei^ 
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Below, in that queer place which nobody mentions, — 

^Yoa andeistand where I don't question^Lown there 
Where in lieu of wood blocks, and snch modem inyentions, 
Hie Paving Commissioners nse 'Good Intentions,' 
Materials which here would be thought on by few men, 
With so many founts of Asphaltio bitumen 
At band, at me same time to pave and illumine. 

To go on with m j story. This same Purga-torf, 
(There 1 I'ye got in the 0, to m j Muse's great glory,") 
Is close lock'd, and the Pope keeps the keys of it — tnat I can 
Boldly affirm — in his desk in the Vatican; 

— ^Not those of St. Peter — These of which I now treaty are 
A bunch by themselyes, and much smaller and neater — 
And so cleverly made, Mr. Chubb could not frame a 
Key better contrived for its purpose — ^nor Bramah. 

Now it seems that by tnese Most miraculous keys 
Not only the Pope, but his ' clargy,' with ease 
Oan let people in and out just as they please ; 
And — provided you ' make it all right about fees, 
Theie is not a fnar. Dr. Wiseman will own, of them. 
But can always contrive to obtain a short loan of them ; 

And Basil, no doubt, Had brought matters about, 
If the little old woman would but have ' spoke out,' 
So £Eur as to eet for her one of those tickets, 
Or passes, which clear both the great gates and wickets ; 

So that after a grill. Or short turn on the Mill, 
And with no worse a singeing, to purge her iniquity. 
Than a Fremnason gets in the 'Lodge of Antiquity,' 

She'd have rubb'd off old socves, Popp'd out of doors. 
And sheer'd off at once for a happier port, 
like a white-wash'd Insolvent that's 'gone through the Court.' 

But Basil was one Who was not to be done 
By any one^ either in earnest or ^tin|-— > 
The cunning old beads-telling son of a gun. 
In all bargains, unless he'd \nBfuid for his jvo. 
Would shake his bald pate, and pronoonce it 'No Gk>.' 

So unless you're a dunce, xoull see clearly, at once, 
When you come to consider the &ctB ci the case, he. 
Of course never gave her his Vade in pace ; 
And the consequence was, when the last mortal throe 
Beleased her pale Ghost from these regions ci woe. 
The little old woman had nowhere to go I 

For, what could she do? She very well knew 
If die went to the gates I have mentaon'd to you. 
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Withoat Basil's, or some other passport to show, 
The Cheque-takers never would let her go through ; 
While, M to the otlur place^ e'en had she tried it, 
And reallj had wished it, as much as she shied it^ 

2 or no one who knows what it is can ahide it,) 
td she knock'd at the portal with ne*er so much din. 
Though she died in, what folks at Bome call, ^Mortal an,* 
Yet Old Nick, for the life of him, daren't take her in. 
As flhe*d not heen tum'd formally out of ' the pale :— ' 
So much the hare name of the rope made him quail. 
In the times that I speak of, his courage would iail 
Of Bome's vassals the lowest and worst to assail. 
Or e'en toudi with so much as the end of his tail ; 

Though, now he's grown older. They say he's much holdei; 
And his Holiness not only gets the ' cold shoulder,' 
But Nick rumps him completely, and don't seem to caxe a 
Dtimp-r-that's the word — for his triple tianu 

Well — what shall she do ? — What's the oooise to ponae f— 
' Try St. Peter? — the step is a bold one to take ; 
For the Saint is, there can't be a doubt, '* wide awake ; " 

But then there's a quaint Old Proverb says " Faint 
Heart ne'er won fair Lady," then how win a Samt? — 

Pve a great mind to try — One can but apply ; 
If things come to the worst why he can but deny — 

The sky 's rather high 
To be sure — ^but, now I 
That cumbersome carcass of clay have laid by, 
I am just in the ** order " which some folks — though why 
I am sure I can't tell you — ^would call •* Apple-pie." 

Then ** never say die " It won't do to be shy, 
So ni tuck up my shroud, and here goes for a fly I' 
— So said and so done — she was off like a shot, 
And kept on the whole way at a pretty smart txot 

When she drew so near That the Saint could see her. 
In a moment he frown'd, and began to look queer, 
And Bcaice would allow her to inake her case clear. 
Ere he poned up his mouth 'twixt a sneer and a jeer. 
With 'It's all very well, — but you do not lodge here! * 
Then, calling her everything but * My dear ! ' 
He applied his great toe with some force au derrdre^ 
And (fismiflsed her at once with a flea in her ear. 

'Alas I poorOhostl' It's a doubt which is most 
To be pitied — one doom'd to fry, broil, boil, and roast, — 
Or cue bandied about thus from pillar to pait| — 
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To be all ' abroad '—to be * stamp*d ' not to know^ where 
To go— 80 disgraced As not to be ' placed,' — 

Or» as Crocky woald say to Jem Bland, ' To be Nowheie.*— 
However that be, The affaire waafinie, 

And the poor wretch rejected by all, as you see I 

Mr. Oliver (Goldsmith observes — not the Jew — 

That the ' Hare whom the hounds and the huntsmen pursue,' 

Having no other sort of asylum in view, 

' Betums back again to the place whence she flew,' 

A &ct which experience has proved to be true. — 

Mr. Gray, — in opinion with whom Johnson clashes, — 

Declares that our ' wonted fires live in our ashes.' — * 

These motives combined, perhaps, brought back the hag, 

The first to her mansion, the last to her bag, 

When only conceive her dismay and surprise. 

As a Ghost how she <^n'd her cold stony eyes. 

When there,—- on the spot where she'd hid her 'supplies^' — 

In an underground cellar of veiy small uze, 

'Working hard with a spade. All at once she surveyed 
That ccmfou^led old bandy-legg'd ' Tailor by trade.' 

Fancy the tone Of the half moan, half groan. 
Which burst from the breast of the Ghost of the cnme ! 
As she stood there, — a figure 'twixt moonshine and stooey 
Only fiwcy the glare in her eyeballs that shone I 
Although, as M^beth says, ' they'd no speculation,' 

While she utter'd that word Whicn American Bird, 
Or James Fenimore Cooper, would render ' Tarnation 1 1 ' 

At the noise which she made Down went the spade 1 — 
And up jump'd the bandy*legg'd ' Tailor by trade,' 

SVho had shrewdly conjectured, from something that fell, her 
eposit was scmiewhere concealed in the cellar;) 

Turning roond at a sound So extremely profound. 
The moment her shadowy form met his view 
He gave vent to a sort of a lengthened ' Boh) — ^ho-ol '•— 
With a countenance Eeel^ aleoe could put on. 
Made one grasshopper spring to the dooi^— and was gone ! 

JSrupit t Evauit I Aa at Borne they would phrase it — 
His flight was so swift, the eye scarcely could trace % 
Though elderly, bandy-leeg'd, meagre, and sickly, 
I doubt if the Ghost oouid have v«aish'd moce quickly; 

* < E'en in oar aafafli live their wnnted fins I'—GsAT. 

<A position at which Eiperience revolts, CredoHty hesitates, and even 
Fancy ftares I'— JomxBOK. 
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He reach'd his own ekap, and then fell into fita^ 

And it*i said neyer rightly reoover'd his wits, 

While the chnckling old Hag takes his place and there sits I 

m yentare to say, She'd sat there to this day. 
Brooding oyer what Cohbett calls * yile yellow clay/ 
Like a yultnre, or other obscene bird of prey, 
O'er the nest full of eggs she has managed to lay, 
I( as legends relate, and I think we may trust *em, her 
Stars hfui not brought her another guess customer — 

*Twas Basil himself 1 — Come to look for her pelf: 
But not, like the Tailor, to dig, delye, and groyel, 
And grub in the cellar with pickaxe and shoyel: 

Full well he knew Such tools would not do^ — 
Far other the weapons he brought into play, 
VisL a Wax-taper * hallow'd on CandlemasKlay,' 

To light to her ducats, — Holy water two bucketsy 
Hade with salt — ^half a peck to four gallons — which brews a 
(Strang triple X 'strike,'— «ee Jacobus de Ghusa). 

Wi^ these, too^ he took His bell and his book — 
Not a nerye eyer trebled, — ^his hand neyer shook 
As he boldly marched up where she sat in her nook, 
Glow'ring round with that wild indescribable look. 
Which Some may haye read of, perchance, in ' Nell Gock^ * * 
AU, in 'Martha the Gipsy,' by Theodore Hook. 

And now, for the reason I gaye you before. 

Of what pass'd then and there I can tell you no more, 

As no Tailor was near with his ear at the door ; 

But Fye always been told, With respect to the gold. 
For which she her 'jewel eternal ' had sold. 

That the old Harridan, Who^ no doubt, knew her man^ 
Made some compromise— hit upon some sort of plan, 
By which Friar and Ghost were both equally pinn'd^- 
Bfeayen only knows how the ' Agreement ' got wind ; 

But its purpose was this. That the things done amiss 
By the Bag should not hinder her ultimate bliss ; 

Proyided — 'Imprimis^ The cash from this time is 
The Church's — ^impounded for good pious uses — 
—Father B. shall diipose of it just as he chooses, 

And act as trustee— In the meantime that She, 
The said Ghostess,— or Ghost, — as the matter may be^— - 
From "impediment," "hindrance," and " let " shall be tee. 
To sleep in her graye, or to wander, as he 
Ihe said Friar, with said Ghost, may hereafter agree.— > 

* See page 271, 
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. Murcover — Tho whole Of the said cash, or " cole," 
Sh&U be spent for the good of said Old Woman's soul I 

' It 18 further agreed — while said cash is so spending, 
•Said Ghost shall be fully absoly'd from attending, 

And shall quiet remain In the grave, her domain^ 
To have, and enjoy, and uphold, and maintain^ 
"Without molestation, or trouble or pain, 
Uindrance, let, or impediment (over again) 
From Old Nick, or from any one else of his train. 
Whether Pow'r, — Domination,— or Princedom, — or Throne,* 
Or by what name soever the same may be known, 
Howsoe'er called by Poets, or styled by Divines, — 
Himself, — his executors, heirs, and assigns. 

• Provided that, — nevertheless, — notwithstanding 
All herein contained, — ^if whoever's a hand in 
Dispensing said cash,— or said •* cole,** — shall dare venture 
To misapply money, note, bill, or debenture 
To uses not named in this present Indenture, 
Then that such sum, or sums, shall revert, and come home again 
Back to said Ghost, — who thenceforward shall roam again. 
Until such time, or times, as the said Ghost produces 
Some good man and true, who no lonp;er refuses 
To put sum, or sums, aforesaid, to said uses ; 
Which duly performed, the said Ghost shall have rest, 
The full term of her natural death, of the best, 
In full consideration of this, her bequest. 
In manner and form aforesaid, — ^as exprest : — 
In witness whereof, we, the parties aforesaid. 
Hereunto set our hands and our seals — and no more said. 
Being all that these presents intend to express. 
Whereas — ^notwithstanding — and nevertheless. 

* Sign'd, sealed, and delivered, this 20th of May, 

Anno Dcminif blank, (thoudi I*ve mentioned the day,) 

(Signed) 

Basil. 

Old Woman (late) clothed in geey.* 

Basil now I am told. Walking aS with the gold, 
Went and straight got the document duly enroird. 
And left the testatrix to mildew and mould 
In her sepulchre, oosy, cool, — not to say cold. 
But somehow — Uiough how I can hardly divine, — 

A runlet of fino Bich Malvoisie wine 

* ThroDtt^ Dominations! Princedoms! Vii'tuf>s! 

2 A 
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Found its way to the oonyent that night before nine 

With cuBtardB, and ' fiawna,' and a ' fayre florentine/ 

Peach, apriooty nectarine, melon, and pine ; — 

And some half a score Nuns of the rule Bridgetine, 

Abbess and all were invited to dine 

At a very late hour, — that is after Compline. — 

— Father Hilary's rubies began soon to shine 

With fresh lustre, as though newly dug from the mine ; 

Through all the next year, Indeed, 'twould appear 
That the Convent was mucn better off, as to cheer, 
Even Basil himself, as I very much fear. 
No longer addicted himself to small beer ; 

His complexion grew clear, While in front and in rcai 
He enlarged so, his shape seem'd approaching a sphere. 

No wonder at all, then, one cold winter's night. 
That a servant girl going down stairs with a light 
To the cellar we've spoken of, saw, with affright 
An Old Woman, astride on a barrel, invite 
Her to take, in a manner extremely polite. 
With her left hand, a bag, she had got in her right; — 
For tradition asserts that the Old Woman's purse 
Had come back to her scarcely erne penny the worse ! 

The girl, as they say. Ran screaming away. 
Quite scared by the Old Woman clothed in grey ; 
But there came down a Knight, at no distant a day. 

Sprightly and gay As the bird on the spray, 
One Sir Rufus Mountfardington, Lord of Foot's-cray, 
Whose estate, not unlike those of most of our ' Swell ' bcanx 
Was, what's, by a metaphor, term'd 'out at elbows;' 
And the fact was, said Knight was now merely delay'd 
From crossing the water to join the Crusade 
For converting the Pagans with bill, bow, and bkde, 
By the want of a little pecuniary aid 
To buy arms and horses, the tools of his trade, 
And enable his troop to appear on parade ; 

ITie unquiet Shade Thought Sir Rufus, 'tis said. 
Just the man for her money, — she readily paid 
For the articles named, and with pleasure Cdnvcy'd 
To his hands every farthing she ever had made ; 

But alas ! Fm afraid Most unwisely she laid 
Out her cash — ^the Beaux yeux of a Saracen maid 
(Truth compels me to say a most pestilent jade) 
Convrrted the gallant converter — ^betray'd 
Him to do everything which a Knight could deccrade, 
— ^E'en to worship Mahound I — She required — ^He obey'd,— 
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Tlic CQDScqnenoe was, all the money was ^>'a8ted 
On Infidel pleasures he ithould not have tasted ; 
So that, after a verY short respite, the Hag 
AVas seen down in her cellar again with her bag. 

IXm't £uic7, dear Reader, I mean to go on 
iSeriaiim through so many ages bygone. 

And to bore you with names Of the Squires and the Dan es^ 
"Who have managed, at times, to get hold of the sack, 
But spent the cash so that it always came back ; 

The list is too long To be given in my song, — 
There are reasons beside, would perhaps make it wrong ; 
1 shall merely observe, in those orthodox days, 
When Mary set Smith field all o'er in a blase, 

And show'd herself very se- -vere against heresy. 
While many a wretch scorned to flinch, or to scream, as he 
Burnt for denying the Papal supremacy. 

Bishop Bonner the bag got, And all thought the Hag got 
Keleas'd, as he spent all in fuel and faggot. — 

But somehow — though how I ctm^t tell you, I vow^ 
I suppose by mismanagement— ere the next reign 
The Spectre had got all her money again. 

The last time, Tm told, That the Old Woman's gold 
Was obtained, — as before, — for the asking, — 'twas had 
By a Mr. — ^mething — from Ballinafi^ ; 
And the whole of it, so 'tis reported, was sent 
To John Wright's, in account for the Catholic Rent, 
And thus — like a great deal more money — it * went 1' 

So 'ds said at Maynooth, But I can't think it's tnith 
Though I know it was boldly asserted last season. 
Still I can not believe it ; and that for this reason, 
It's certain the cash has got back to its owner P 
—Now no part of the Rent to do so e'er was known,— or. 
In any shape, ever come home to the donor. 

Gentle Reader ! — you must know the proverb^ I think— 
* To a blind horse a Nod is as good as a Wink 1' 

Which some learned Chap, In a square College cap. 
Perhaps, would translate by the words * Verbum SapP 

— Now should it so chance That you're going to France 
In the course of next Spring, as you probably may. 

Do pull up, and stay, Pray, If but for a day. 
At Dover, through whicn you must pass on your way, 
At the York, — or the Ship, — where, as all people say, 
You'll get good wine yourself, and your horses good hay. 
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Perhaps, my good friend, you may find it will prry. 
And you cannot lose much by so short a delay. 

First Dike 1 — you can do That on joint or rufjoai-^ 
Then say to the waiter, — *• I'm just passing through, — 
Pray, — ^where can I find out the old Maiaon Dieu f — 
He'll show you the street— ^the French call it a Bue, 
But you won't have to give nere a petit ^). 

Well, — ^when you've got there, — never mind how you're faun t (nl,— 

Ask boldly, ' Pray, which is the house here that's hauntcil Y ' 

— ^I'd tell you myself, but I can't recollect 

The proprietor's name ; but he's one of that sect 

Who call themselves * Friends,' and whom others call ' Quaker;:, — 

You'll be sure to find out if you ask at the Baker's, — 

Then go down with a light, To tlie cellar at night ! 
And as soon as you see her don't be in a fright ! 

But ask the old Hag, At once, for the bag ! — 
If you find that she's shy, or your senses would dazzle, 
Say, * Ma'am, I insist ! — in the name of St. Basil 1' 

If she gives it you, seize It, and — do as you please — 
But there is not a person I've ask'd but agrees. 
You should spend — part at least — for the Old Woman's ease ! 
— For the rest — if it must go back some day — why— let it ! — 
Meanwhile, if you're poor, and in love, or in debt, it 
May do you some good, and — I wish you mat get it! ! ! 



To whom is the name of Cornelius Agrippa otherwise than fami- 
liar, since a ' Magician,' of renown not inferior to his own, has brought 
him and his terrible ' Black Book ' again before the world ? — That 
he was celebrated, among other exploits, for raising the Devil, we arc 
all well aware ; — how he performed this feat, — at least one, and that, 
perhaps, the most certain method, by which he did it, — is thus 
described. 



RAISING THE DEVIL. 

A IJSGSin) OF CORNELIUS AGBIPPA. 

A ND hast thou nerve enough T ho said, 
XX. That grey Old Man, above whose head 
Unnumber'd years had roU'd, — 

* And hast thou nerve to view,' he cried, 

* The incarnate Fiend that Heaven defied ! 

— Art thou indeed so bold ?' 



A LmEND OF OORSTELIUS AGBIPFA. 357 

' Say, canst Thou, with nnahrmking gasc^ 
Sustain, rash youth, the withering olaso 

Of that unearthly eye. 
That hlasts where'er it lights, — ^the breath 
That, like the Simoom, scatters death 

On all that yet can die 1 

— * Darest thou confront that fearful form, 
That rides the whirlwind, and the storm. 

In wild imholy revel ! 
The terrors of that blasted brow, 
Archangers once, — though ruin'd now — 

— Ay,— dar'st thou face The Devil V*— 

' I dare ? the desperate Touth replied. 
And placed him by that Old Man's side. 

In fierce and frantic glee, 
Unblcnch'd his cheek, and firm his libib 
— * No paltry juggling Fiend, but Hiu ! 

— The Devil !— I fain would see ! — 

' Tn all his Gorgon terrors clad. 

His worst, his fellest shape 1' the Lad 

Kejoin*d in reckless tone. — 
— ' Have then thv wish V Agrippa said. 
And sigh'd and snook his hoary nead. 

With many a bitter groou. 

He drew the mystic circle's bound, 
With skull and crosft-bones fenc'd around ; 
He traced full many a sigil there ; 
He mutter'd manv a backward pray'r, 
That sounded like a curse — 

* He comes I' — ^he cried with wild grimace, 

* The fellest of Apollyon's race I' — 
— Then in his startled pupil's face 

Ho dash'd — ^an Empty Pubse 1 ! 



Cue more legend, and then, gentle Header, * A merry Christmas to 
you and a happy New Year !' — We have travelled over many lands 
tojjether, and had many a good-humoured laugh by the way ; — if wo 
liavc, occasionally, been ' more merry than wise,' at least we have 
not jostled our neighbours on tho rood, — much less have we kicked 
tny one into a ditch. 
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So wiahing you heartily all the complimentB of the Beason,— and 
thanking you cordially for your good company, I, Thomas Ingold:>l7, 
bid you heartily farewell, and leave you in that of 

SAINT MEDARD. 

A LEGEND OF ATBIO. 

* Ileus tul inquit Diabolus, hei mihi 1 ftasis insuper huro^jis repoociKb c4 
jaixrina; fer opem queso 1' 

* Le Diable a des vices ;— c'est Ik ce qui le perd.— II est gourmand. II eat 
dans cette minate-Ui Tidee de joindre 1 &me de Medard aux autre* &mcs quV 
allait emporter. — Se rejeteren arri^re, saisir de sa main droite son poignani, et 
en peroer Touti-e avec une vioienoe, et un rapidiU formidable^ — c*est oe que fit 
Medard. Le Diable pouasa un grand cri. Les &mes d^livrA s'enfmreot par 
Tiflsue que le poignard venait de leur ourrir, laissant dans Toutre leor* nclr««iux, 
ieurs crimes, et leurs m6diancet^,' &c &c. 

IN good King Dagobert's palmy days, 
When Saints were many, and sins were few. 
Old Nick, 'tis said, Was sore bested 
One evening, — and could not tell what to do. — 

He had been East, and he had been West, 
And far had he joumey'd o'er land and sea; 

For women and men Were warier then. 
And he could not catch one where he'd now catch thn*c. 

He had been North, and he had been South, 
From Zembla's shores unto far Peru, 

Ere he fill'd the sack Which he bore on his back — 
Saints were so many, and sins so few ! 

The way was long, and the day was hot ; 
His wings were weary ; his hoofs were sore ; 

And scarce could he trail His nerveless taiL 
As it furrow'd the sand on the Bed Sea shore ! 
The day had been hot, and the way was long ; 
— ^Hoof-sore, and weary, and faint, was he ; 

He lower'd his sack. And the heat of his back. 
As he learCd on a palm-trunk^ blasted the tree! 

He sat himself down in the palm-tree's shade. 
And he gazed, and he grinn'd in pure delisht, 

As he pcep'd inside The bufialo's hide 
He had sewn for a sack, and had crammed so tight. 

For, though he'd ' gone over a good deal of ground,' 
And game had been scarce, he might well report 

That still, he had eot A decentish lot. 
And had had, on the whole, not a bad day's sport. 
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lie had piok*d up in France a Mattre <h danse^ — 
A Maitresse en tUre, — two smart OrisefteB, 

A Courtier at play, — And an English Roui— 
Who had bolted from home without paying his debts.* 

•—He had caught in Great Britain a Scriyener's clerk, 
A Quaker, — a Baker, — a Doctor of Laws, — 

And a jockey of York — But Paddy from Cork 
' Desayed the ould diyil/ and slipped throa^ his claws ! 

In Moscow a Boyar knouting his wife 
— ^A Corsair's crew, in the Isles of Greece-^ 

And, under the dome Of St Peter's, at Borne, 
He had snapp'd up a nice little CardinaFs Niece. — 

He had bagg'd an Inquisitor fresh from Spain-^ 
A mendicant Friar — of Monks a score, 

A graye Don, or two. And a Portuguese Jew, 
Whom ne nabb*d while clipping a new Moidore. 

And he said to himself, as he lick'd his lips, 
*" Those nice little Dears I — ^what a delicate roast !*-« 

— Then, that fine fat Friar, At a yery quick fire, 
Dress'd like a Woodcock, and seiVd on toast P 

— ^At the sight of tit-bits so toothsome and choice 
Neyer did mouth water more than Nick's ; 

But, — alas ! and alack I — He had stufTd his sack 
So full that he found himself quite ' in a fix :* 

For, all he could do, or all he could say. 
When, a little recruited, he rose to go, 

Alas I and alack I — He could not get the sack 
Up again on his shoulders ' whether or no 1' 

Old Nick look'd East, Old Nick look'd West, 
With many a stretch, and with many a strain, 
He bent till his back Was ready to crack, 
And he puird, and he tugg'd, — but he tugg'd in yaiu. 

Old Nick look'd North, Old Nick look'd South; 
— ^Weary was Nicholas, weak and faint, — 

And he was awaro Of an old man there. 
In Palmer's weeds, who look'd much like a Saint 

Nick eyed the Saint, — ^then he eyed the Sack — 
The greedy old glutton I — and thought, with a grin, 

' Dear heart aliye 1 If I could but oontriye 
To pop that elderly gentleman in 1-^ 
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' For were I to choose among all the rctgouts 
The cuisine can exhibit — ^flesh, fowl, or fish,— 

To myself I can paint That a boibecned Saint 
Would be for my palate the best side-dish V 

Kow St. Medard dwelt on the banks of the Kile, 
— ^In a Pyramis fast by the lone R©d Sea. 

(We call it * Semiramis,' Why not say PyrAmis ?— 
Why should we change the S into a D ?) 

St. Medard, he was a holy man, 
A holy man I ween was he, 

And even by day, When he went up to pray, 
He would light up a candle, that all might see ! 

Ho soilaaTrCd to the East, — He saiaam'd to the West ; 

— Of the gravest cut, and the holiest brown 

Were his Palmer's weeds, — And he finger'd his bcsids 

With the right side up, and the wrong side down. — 
♦ ♦ ♦ • 

(Hiatus in MSS, valde deflendus.) 

St. Medard dwelt on the banks of the Kile ; — 
He had been living there years fourscore, — 

And now, * taking the air. And saying a pra\ *r. 
He was walking at eve on the Bed Sea shoi-e. 

Little he decm'd — that holy man I — 
Of Old Nick's wiles, and his fraudful tricks, — 
When he was aware Of a Stranger tliere. 
Who seem'd to have got himself into a fix. 

Deeply that Stranger groan'd and sigh'd. 
That wayfaring Stranger, grisly and grey : — 

* I can't raise my sack Cha my jxwr old back I — 
Oh, lend me a lift, kind Gentleman, pray ! — 

For I have been East, and I have been West, 
loot-sore, weary, and faint am I, 

And, imless I get home Ere the Curfew bomc. 
Here in this desert I well may die 1' 

Kow Hcav'n thee save I' — ^Nick winced at the words, 
As ever he winces at words divine— 

* Kow Heav'n thee save I — What strength I have,— 
It's little, I wis, — shall be freely thine 1 

For foul befall that Christian man 
Who shall fail, in a fix, — woe worth the while 1— 

His hand to lend To foe or to friend^ 
Or to help a lame dog over a stile «' 



▲ LBQEND 07 AFRIC 36] 

— St. Medard hath boon'd himiielf for the task : 
To hoist up the sack he dotii well begin ; 

But the fardel feela Like a bag full of eciH, 
For the folks are all curling, and kicking within.--* 

St. Medard paused — ^he began to ' smoke ' — 
For a Saint, — if he i«n*t exactly a cat, — 

Has a very good nose, Ais this world goes, 
^nd not worse than his neighbour's for * smelling a rat«' 

The Saint look*d up, and the Saint look'd down ; 
He *8mdt the rat,' and he * smoked* the trick ; 

— When he came to view His comical shoe, 
He saw in a moment his friend was Nick 1 

Ho whipp'd out his oyster-knife, broad and keen — 
A Brummagem blade which he always bore, 

To aid him to eat, By way of a treat. 
The ' natives ' he found on the Bed Sea shore ;^- 

lle whipp'd out his Brummagem blade so keen, 
And he made three slits in the Buffalo's hide, 

And all its contents. Through the rents, and the vents, 
Gome tumbling out, — and away mey all hied 1 

Away went the Quaker — away went the Baker, 
Away went the Friar — that fine fat Ghost, 

Whose marrow Old Nick Had intended to pick, 
Dress'd like a Woodcock, and served on toast I 

— Away went the nice little Cardinal's Niece, — 

And the pretty Grisettes, — and the Dons from Spain — 

And the Corsair's crew. And the coin-clipping Jew, — 
And they scamper'd, like lamplighters, over the plain. — 

— Old Nick is a black-looking fellow at best, 
Ay, e'en when he's pleased ; but never before 

Had he looked so black As on seeing his sack 
Thus cut into slits on the Red Sea shore. 

You may fiEmcy his rage, and his deep despair. 
When he saw himself thus befool'd by one 

Whom, in anger wild. He profanely styled, 
* A stupid, old, snuff-colour'd son of a gun 1' 

Then his supper — so nice 1 — that had cost him such j)niire- * 
— Such a nard day's work — ^now * all on the go I* 

— 'Twas beyond a joke, And cnouj^h to I'l-ovokc 
The mildest and best-tcmper'd Fiend bo low 1 
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Kick snatcli'd up one of those great, big stones^ 
Found in such numbers on Egypt^s plains. 

And he hurl'd it straight At tne Saint's bald pote^ 
To knock out * the gruel he call'd his brains.* 

Straight at his pate he hurl'd the weight, 
The crushing weight of that great, big stone ; — 

But St. Medard Was remarkably hard. 
And solid, about the parietal bone. 

And, though the whole weight of that great, big stone. 
Came straight on his pate, with a great, big thump, 

It fail'd to graze The skin,— or to raise 
On the tough epidermis a lump, or bump I — 

As the hail bounds off from the pent-house slope, — 
As the cannon recoils when it sends its shot, — 

As the finger and thumb Of an old woman ccs^io 
Fram the kettle she handles, and finds too hot ;~- 

— Or, as you may sec, in the Fleet, or the Bench, — 
— Many folks do in the course of their lives, — 

The well-struck ball Rebound from the wall, 
AVhen the Gentlemen jail-birds are playing at * fiycs :* 

All these, — and a thousand fine similes more, — 
Such as all have heard of, or seen, or read 

Recorded in print, May give you a hint 
How the stone bounced off from St. Medard's head ! 

— And it currd, and it twirled, and it whirPd in air, 
As this great, bi^ stone at a tangent flew ! 

— Just missmg his crown, It at last came down 
Plump upon Nick's Orthopedical shoe ! 

Oh I what a yell and a screech were there 1— 
How did he hop, skip, bellow, and roar I 

— * Oh dear 1 oh dear ! ' — You might hear him hcrc^ 
Though we're such a way oflf from the Ited Sea shore I 

It smnsh'd his shin, and it smash'd his hoof^ 
Notwithstanding his stout Orthopedical shoe ; 

And this is the way That, from that same Oay, 
Old Nick became what the French call BoiUux! 

Quakers, and Bakers, OHsettes, and Friars, 
And Cardinal's Nieces,— wherever ye be, 

St Medard bless ; You can scarcely do less 
Tf you of your corps possess any eiprit,-^ 
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And, mind and take care, yourselves, — and beware 
How you get in Nick's buffalo bag I — if you do 
I very much doubt If youll ever get out, 
Now sins are so many, and Saints so few 1 < 

VOBAL. 

Gentle Reader, attend To the voice of a friend f 
And if ever you go to Heme Bay or Southend, 
Or any gav wat*ring-plaoe outside the Nore, 
Don't walk out at eve on the lone sea-shore ! 
— Unless you're too saintly to care about Nick, 
And are sure that your head is sufficiently thick ! — 

Leam not to be greedy ! — and, when youVe enough, 
Don't be anxious your bags any tighter to stuff — 
Recollect that good fortune too far you may push. 

And, ' A BIBD IN THE HAND 18 WORTH TWO IN THE BU6II V 

Then turn not each thought to increasing your store. 
Nor look always like ' OUver asking for more 1 ' 

Churmandiae is a vice — a sad failing, at least ; — 

So remember ' Enough is as good as a feast 1 ' 

And don't set your heart on *stew'd,' * fried,' 'boil'd,' or * rwisl ,' 

Kor on delicate ' Woodcocks served up upon toast 1 ' 

Don't give people nicknames I— <lon't even in fun, 

Call any one ' snuff-coloured son of a gun I ' 

Nor fancy* because a man nous seems to lack, 

That, whenever you please, you can ' give him the sack ! 

Last of all, as you'd thrive, and still sleep in whole bonon, 
If you've any glass windows neteb throw stones ! ! ' 
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Some few words arc necessary by way of explanation, in submit tin:: 
the present volume to the reader. It is enough to state, as rt^anis 
its object, that a wish was conveyed to his family by certain of tlie 
late Mr. Barham*s friends, and through them by many also who 
knew him only from his writings, that a collection should be made 
of the remaining 'Ixgoldsbt Legends,* and printed uniformly witli 
the first and second series, and that at the same time a more ocio- 
plete Memoir of his Life should be prefixed than any that had 
hitherto appeared in the public prints. Such a request was of coui^ 
entitled to every attention ; the more so, as it came strongly backetl 
by the judgment of the gentleman who proposed to undertake tlic 
publication in question. 

It may, perhaps, bo questioned whether, under any circumstance^, 
a very near relative is a fit person to fill the office of Biographer : 
independently of the prepossession by which he must almost neces- 
sarily be swayed, and of the restraint which a consciousness of its 
existence induces, expressions both of eulogy and the reverse seem 
to fall ungracefully from his pen. The ^vriter has no immunity 
to plead in the present instance from the effects uf this law. 
There were considerations, however, which precluded his int nest- 
ing the task to another; among the most weighty of which 
was an unwillingness to submit correspondence and memoranda, 
written with that unguarded openness for which Mr. Btirham wsu 
remarkable, to the eye of a third person; the unavoidable cxiiosurc 
indeed of matters of confidence, of which he ^vas the depositair, 
would have rendered it highly improper to do so. 

There are two classes of readers, in particular, to whom this im- 
perfect sketch will doubtless prove unsatisfactory : those who may 
take it up in the expectation of finding a budget of confidentLV. 
letters and private anecdotes of the gifted individuals still livin;:« 
with whom it was the iot of its subject to be associated ; and tlittc 
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who mnydadro a more regular and detailed biogmphy,and who may 
be apt to consider the following pages of too unconnected and toe 
light a cLanicter to answer to the title which they bear. For the 
first of these we have no answer; but we would entreat the second 
to bear in mind, that it is only in a Uterary point of view-only as 
a poet, whose wit and originality attracted no ordinary notice— only 
m short, as * Thomas Ingoldsby,' that Mr. Barham is brought before 
the pubUc at all ; and it is to these traits of chanicter that we have 
been mamly confined, as being alone of sufficient general interest tc 
demand or bear illustration. 

On the other hand, should it be urged that the poetical trifles 
here appended are not of a quality to advance the author's reputa- 
tion, we must reply, at the risk of being taxed with a tendency to 
argue in a circle, that a reputation of the kind was not an object of 
his ambition. To say that he was indifferent to applause and 
censure, would be to invest him with a degree of stoicism which he 
was among the last either to profess or feel ; but the fact of all his 
productions having appeared either anonymously or pseudony- 
mously, is sufficient to show that he possessed no inordinate cravin*^ 
after feme. Writing, in a word, was to him an amusement, the 
more agreeable if it chanced to conduce to that of others. It is in 
a similar spirit that the present collection is laid before the public : 
and a hope is entertained that it may not altogether do discredit to 
the partiality of those at whose suggestion it has been made. 

Most of these poems have been previously published in various 
periodicals ; some few are now printed for tho first time. In the 
selection of the former, which are of an evanescent character, for 
the most part bearing upon the gossip of the day, attention' has 
almost of necessity been paid more to the comparative notoriety of 
the subject than to the degree of humour evinced in the per- 
formance. 

There remams, in conclusion, but to express a hope that no one 
will feel aggrieved by the appearance of any of the historiettes, &c., 
which have been inserted ; the great variety of amusing matter oi 
this kind contained m Mr. Barham's memoranda, furnished perpe- 
tual temptations to transgress; how they have been resisted it is for 
others to decide. The anecdotes recorded of living persons are few 
in number, and refer principally to men raised by their genius above 
the common level of society, and who, as a necessary condition to 
the eminence they enjoy, must be content to dispense with much of 
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that privil^e of privacy which their less distinguished brettiira 

have a right to claim ; it is a kind of quit-rent of popularity vh:cb 

they aro doubtless not indisposed to poy. 

B. H. D. BABUAIf. 

LoLWORTir, 

Hot. 17/A, 1847. 



THE LORD OP THOULOUSE. 

A LBQEMD OF LAXGUEDOa 

Yeluti in speculum. — TJieatre Boyal Gov. GanL 

COUNT RAYMOND rules in Lanouedoc, 
O'er the cham^iaign fair and wide. 
With town and stronghold many a one, 
Wash'd by the wave of the blue (jaix)nne. 
And from far Auvergne to Rousillon, 
And away to Narbonne, 
And the mouths of the Rhone ; 
And his Lyonnois silks, and his Narbonne hone}*. 
Bring in his lordship a great deal of money. 

A thousand lances, stout and true. 

Attend Count Raymond's call ; 
And Knights and Noblea of high degree. 
From Guienne, Provence, and Burgundy, 
Before Count Baymond bend the Imee, 
And vail to him one and all. 

And Isabel of Arragon 

He weds, the Pride of Spain 
You might not find so rich a prize, 
A Dame so * healthy, wealthy, and wise ;' 
So pious withal — ^with such beautiful eyes— 
So exactly the Venus de' Medicis' size — 

In all that wide domain. 

Then his cellar is stored As well as his board, 
With the choicest of all La Belle France can afford ; 
Chambertin, Ch&teau Margaux, La Rose, and Lafitte, 
With Moet's Champagne, * of the Comet year,' * neat 
As imported,' — ^*fine sparkling,' — and not over sweet; 
AVhile his Chaplain, good man, when call'd in to say grace 
Would giuan, and put on an elongated face 
At such tui'tle, such turbot, John Dory, and plaice ; 
Not without blushing, pronouncing a benison. 
Worthy old soul 1 on such very fat venison, 
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Sighing to think Such victuals and drink, 
Arc precisely the traps by which Satan makes men his own. 

And grieying o*er scores Of huge barbecued Boan, 
^Vhich he thinks should not darken a Christian man's doc r?, 
Though 'twas all very well Pagan Poets should rate *em 
Afl * Animal propter oonvivia natumJ 

He was right, I must say, For at this time of day, 
When we're not so precise, whether cleric or lay, 
With respect to our food, as in time so jsoW, 
We still find our Boars, whether grave ones or gay, 
After dinner, at least, very much in the way, 
(We spell the word now with an £, not an A ;) 
And as honest Pere Jcxquea was inclined to spare diet, he 
Gave this advice to all grades of society, 
* Think less of pudding — ^and think more of piety.' 

As to his clothes, Oh I nobody knows 
What lots the Count had of cloaks, doublets, and hose, 

FatUoufleSf with bows Each as big as a rose, 
And such shirts with lace ruffles, such waistcoats and those 
Indescribable garments it is not thought right 
To do more tluin whisper to oreiUes polite. 

Still in spite of his power, and in spite of his riches, 

In spite of his dinners, his dress, and his which is 

The strangest of all things — in spite of his Wife, 
The Count led a rather hum-drum sort of life. 
He grew tired, in fact, of mere eating and drinking, 
Grew tired of flirting, and ogling, and winking 

At nursery maids As they walked the Parades, 
The Crescents, the Squares, and the fine Colonnades, 
And the other gay places, which young ladies use 
As their promenade through the good to^vn of Thoulousc. 

He was tired of hawking, and fishing, and hunting, 
Of billiards, short-whist, chicken-hazard, and punting ; 

Of popping at pheasants. Quails, woodcocks, and pensantc ; 
Of smoking, and joking. And scKiking, provoking 
Such headaches next oslj As his fine St. Peray, 
Though the best of all Rhone wines can never repay. 
Till weary of war, women, roast-goose, and glory, 
With no great desire to be * famous in story,' 
All the day long. This was his song, 
* Oh, dear I what will become of us, 

Oh, dear 1 what shall we do ? 
We shall die of blue devils if some of us 
Can't hit on something that's ner ! ' 



368 TUK LOBD OF TBOULOUSE. 

Meanwhile his sweet Countess, so pious and good, 

Kucb pomps and such vanities stoutly eschew'd. 

With all termentcd liquors and high-seaso'ied food. 

Devilled kidneys, and sweet-breads, and ducks and green pco^ i 

Baked sucking-pig, goose, and all viands like these, 

Hash'd calfs-he^ included, no longer could please ; 

A curry was sure to elicit a breeze, 

So was ale, or a gloss of port-wine after cheese : 

Indeed, anything strong, As to tipple, was wrong ; 
She stuck to ' fine Hyson,* ' Bohca,' and * Souchong, 
And similar imports direct from Hong-Kong. 
In vain does the family Doctor exhort her 
To take with her chop one poor half-pint of porter ; 

No ! — she alleges She s taken the pledges ! 

Determined to aid In a general crusade 
Against publicans, vintners, and all of that trade, 
And to bring in sherbet, ginger-pop, lemonade, 
Eau sucrde^ and drinkables, mild and home made ! 
So she claims her friends* efforts, and vows to devote all kers 
Solely to found ' The Thoulousian Teetotallers.* 

Large sums she employs In dressing small boys 
In long duffle jackets, and short corderoys, 
And she boxes their ears when they make too much noise ; 
In short, she turns out a complete Lady Bountiful, 
Filling with drugs and brown Holland the county full. 

Now just at the time when our story commences. 

It seems that a case Past the common took jilac^^, 
To entail on her ladyship further expenses, 
In greeting with honour befitting his station 
The Prior of Aries, with a Temperance Legation, 
Dispatched by Pope Urban, who seized this occasion 
To aid in diluting that part of the nation. 

An excellent man. One who stuck to his can 
Of cold water * without ' — and he*d take such a lot of it ; 

None of your sips That just moistens the lips ; 
At one single draught he'd toss off a whole pot of it, — 

No such bad thing By the way, if they bring 
It you iced as at Verey's, or fresh from the spring, 
When the Dog Star compels folks in town to take wing, 
Though I own even then I should see no great sin in it, 
Were there three drops of Sir Felix*s gin in it. 

Well, leaving the lady to follow her pleasure, 
And finish the pump with the Prior at leisure, 
Let*s go back to Raymond, still bored beyond measure, 
And harping away, On the same dismal Liy, 
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' Oh dear I what will become of us ? 

Oh dear ! what can we do ? 
We shall die of blue devils if some of U3 
Can't find out something that's new V 
At length in despair of obtaining his ends 
liy his own mother wit» ho takes courage and sends, 
" ike a sensible man as he is, for his friends, 
ot his Lyndhursts or Eldons, or any such high sirs^ 
ut only a few of liis ' backstairs * advisers ; 

' Come hither,* says be, ' My gallants so free, 
kly bold Rigmarole, and my brave Kigmaree, 
And my grave Baron Proser, now listen to me ! 
You three can't but see Tm half dead with ennui. 
What's to be done? I mt^< have some fun, 
And I will too, that's a fiat — ay, as sure as a gun. 
rfio find me out ' something new under the sun,* 
Or 1*1! knock your three jobbernowls all into one I 
You three Agree 1 Come, what shall it be ? 
^ Besolve me— propound in three skips of a flea !* 
Higmarolo savo a ' Ha T Higmaree gave a ' Hem ;* 
They look*d at Count Raymond — Count Raymond at them. 
As much as to say ' Have you nihil ad rem ¥ 

At length Baron Proser Responded, ' You know, sir, 
' That question's some time been a regular poser ; 

Dear me 1 — let me see, — In the way of a ** spi-ee ** 
Something new ? — Eh I — No ! — Yes I -^ — No I — 'tis reallf no 
go, sir.' 
Says the Count, * Rigmarole, You're as jolly a soul, 
On the whole, as King Colo, with his pipe and hu bowl ; 
Come, I'm sure you'll devise something novel and dioU.'— 
In vain, — Rigmarole, with a look most profound^ 
W^ith his hand to his heart and his eye to the ground. 
Shakes his head as if nothing was there to be found. 

' I can only remark, That as touching a *' lark " 
rm as much as your highness can be, in the dark ; 
I can hit on no novelty — ^none, on my life, 
.Unless, pei-ad venture, you'd ** tea " with your wife I' 
Quoth Raymond, ' Enough 1 
Nonsense 1— humbug I— fudge I — stuff I 
Kismarole, you're an ass, — ^you're a regular Muff I 
Dnnk tea with her ladyshio ? — I ?— not a bit of it ? 
Call you that fun ? — faith, I can't see the wit of it ; 

Mori de ma vie I My dear Rigmaree, 
You're the man, after all, — come, by way of a fee. 
If you will but be bright, from the simple degree 
Of a knight Til create you at once a Mar-^uis ! 

2 B 
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Put your conjuring cap on-— consider and see. 

If you can't beat that stupid old ^^ Sumph " with his <* tea T 

' That's the thing 1 that will do 1 Ay, many, that's new .* 
Cries Rigmaree, rubbing his hands, * that will please — 
My ** Colouring cap " — it's the thing ; — it's " the cheeee !" 
It was only this morning I pick'd up the news ; 
Please your Highness, a Conjuror't come to Thoulouse ; 

I'll defy you to name us A man half so famous 
For devildoms, — Sir, it's the great Nostradamus 1 
Cornelius Agrippa, 'tis said, went to school to him, 
Gyugell's an ass, ajid old Faustus a fool to him. 
Talk of Lilly, Albertus, Jack Dee 1— pooh ! all six 
He'd soon put in a pretty particular fix ; 
Why he'd beat at digesting a sword, or ** Gun tricks " 
The great Northern Wizai^ himself all to sticks I 

I should like to see you Tiy to sauter le coup 
With this chap at short whist, or unlimited loo, 
By the Pope, you'd soon find it a regular ** Do." 
Wliy he does as he likes with the cards, — ^when he's got 'em. 
There's always an Ace or a King at the bottom ; 
Then for casting Nativities ! — only you look 
'At the volume he's published, — that wonderful book ! 
In all Fmnoe not another, to swear I dare venture, is 
Like, by long chalks, his *^ Prophetical Centuries " — 
Don't you remember how, early last summer, he 
Wam'd the late King 'gainst the Tournament mummery ? 
Didn't his Majestv call it all flunmiery. 

Scorning The warning. And get the next morning 
His poke in uie eye from that clumsy Montgomery? 

Why he'll tell you, before You're well inside his door 
All your Highness may wish to be up to» and more 1' 

* Bravo I—capital I— come, let's disguise onlselves— quick ! 
— Fortune's sent him on purpose here, just in the niok ; 
We'll see if old Hocus will smell out the trick ; 
Let's start off at once — Rigmaree, you're a Brick 1' 

The moon in gentle radiance shone 

O'er lowly roof and lordly bower. 

O'er holy pile and armed tower, 
And danced upon the blue Garonne : 
Through all that silver'd city fair. 
No sound disturb'd the calm, cool air, 

Save the lover's sigh aloue ! 
Or where, perchance, some slumbercr's noBQ 
Proclaim'd the depth of his re|x»c. 
Provoking from connubial toes 
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A hint — or elbow Iwne ; 
lb might, with such trifllDg cxceptioofl, be said, 
That Thoulouse was us still as if Thoulouse were dead, 
And her 'oldest inhabitant ' buried in lead. 

But hark I a sound invades the ear. 
Of horses' hooilB advancing near I 
They gain the bridge — they pass— they're here I 
Side by side Two strangers ride, 
For the streets in Thoulouse are sufficiently wide. 
That is Tm assured they are — not having tried. 

—See, now they stop Near an odd-looidng shoj), 
And they knock and they ring, and they won't be denied 
At length the command Of some unseen hand 
Chains, and bolts, and bars obey. 
And the thick-riWd oaken door, old and grey, 
In the pale moonlight gives, slowly, way. 

They leave their steeds to a page's care, 
Who comes mounted behind on a Flanders mare, 
And they enter the house, that resolute pair, 
With a blundering step, but a dare-devil air, 
And ascend a long, darksome, and rickety stair ; 
While, arm'd with a lamp that just helps you to sco 
How uncommonly dark a place can be. 
The grimmest of lads with the grimmest of grins, 
Says, ' Gentlemen, please to take care of your shins 1 
Who ventures this road need be firm on his pins 1 
Now turn to the left — now turn to the right — 
Now a step — now stoop — now again upright — 
Now turn onco again, and directly before ye 
's the door of the great Doctor's Labora-tory.' 

A word ! a blow I And in they go 1 
No time to prepare, or to get up a snow. 
Yet everything there they find quite oomme tZ/wu^— 
Such as queer-looking bottles and jars in a row, 
Retorts, crucibles, such as all coniurors stow 
In the rooms they inhabit, huge bellows to blow 
The fire burning blue with its sulphur and tow ; 
Fxom the roof a huge crocodile hangs rather low, 
With a tail such as that, which, we all of us know, 
Mr. Waterton managed to tie in a bow ; 
Pickled snakes, potted lizards, in bottles and basing 
Like those at Morel's, or at Fortnum and Mason's, 
All articles found, you're aware without telling, 
In every respectable conjuror's dwelling. 
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Looking solemn and wise, Without turning his cyca^ 
Or betraying the slightest degree of surprise, 
In the midst sits the doctor — his nair is white, 
And his cheek is wan — but his glance is bright. 
And his long black ix)quelaure, not over tight, 
Is marked with strange characters much, if rot quitc^ 
Like those on the bottles of green and blue light 
Which you see in a chymist's shop-window at night 
His figure is tall and erect— rather spare about 
Kibe, — and no wonder, — such folks never care about 

Eating or drinking, While reading and thinking 
Don't fatten— his age might be sixty or thereabout 

Baising his eye so grave and so sage, 

From some manuscript work of a bygone age, 

The seer very composedly turns down the page, 

Then shading his sight, With his hand from the light. 
Says, ' Well, Sirs, what would you at this time of night ? 
What brings you abroad these lone chambers to tread, 
When all sober folks are at home and abed T 

* Trav'lers we. In our degree. 

All strange sights we fain would see, 

And hither we come in company ; 
We have far to go, and we come from far. 
Through Spain and Portingale, France and Navarre ; 

We have heard of your name. And your fame^ and our aim 
Great Sir, is to witness, ere yet we depart 
From Tlioulouse, — and to-morrow at cock-crow wo start — 
Your skill — ^we would fain crave a touch of your art !' 

* Now naye, now naye — ^no travelers ye I 

Nobles ye be Of high degree 1 
With half an eye that one may easily see,— 
Count Baymond, your servant ! — Yours, Lord Rigmarec ! 
I must call you so now since you're made a MojmjuU ; 
Faith, clever boys both, but you can't humbug me I 

No matter for that I I see what you'd be at — 

Well — pray no delay. For it's late, and ere day 
I myself must be hundreds of miles on my way ; 
So tell me at once what you want with me— say ! 

Shall I call up the dead From their mouldering bed ?— 
Shall I send you yourselves down to Hades instead? — 
Shall 1 summon old Harry himself to this 8]x>t?' 
— * Ten thousand thanks, No I we had much rather not. 

We really can't say That we're curious that way ; 
But^ in brief, if you'll pardon the trouble we're giving, 
We'd much rather take a sly pcei) at the living ? 
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Eigmaree, what say you, in This case as to viewing 
Onr spouses, and just ascertain what they 're doing T 
* Just what pleases your Highness — I don't care a »ous in 
The matter — hut don't let old Nick and his crew in 1' 
— * Agreed I — pray proceed then, most sage Nostradamns, 
And show us our wives — ^I dare swear they won't shame us I* 

A change comes o'er the wizard's face. 
And his solemn look hy degrees gives place 
To a half grave, half comical, kind of grimace. 

* For good or for ill, I work vour will I 

Yours he the risk and mine the skill ; 

Blame not my art if unpleasant the pill !' 

He takes from a shelf, and he pops on his head, 
A square sort of cap, hlack, and tum'd up with red. 
And desires not a syllahle more may he said ; 

He goes on to mutter, And stutter, and sputter 
Hard words, such as no men hut wizards dare utter. 

' Dies mies ! — ^Hocus pocus — Adsis Demon 1 non est jokiis 1 

Hi Cooolorum — don't provoke us I Adesto 1 Presto ! 

Put forth your hest toe T 
And many more words, to repeat which would choke us, — 
Such a sniff then of hrimstone I — it did not last long, 
Or they could not have home it the smell was so strong. 

A mirror is near, So large and so clear, 
If you priced such a one in a drawing-room here. 
And was ask'd fifty pounds, you'd not say it was dear; 
But a mist gather'd round at the words of the seer. 

Till at length as the gloom Was suhsiding, a room 
On its hroad polish 'd suriiice hcgan to appear. 
And the Count and his comrade saw plainly hefore 'cm 
The room Lady Isahel called her * Sanctorum,^ 

They start, well they might. With surprise, at the sight — 
Hethinks I hear some lady say, * Serve 'em right t' 

For on one side the fire Is seated the Prior, 

At the opposite comer a fat little Friar : 
By the side of each gentleman, easy and fi-ee, 
Sits a lady, as close as close well may he, 
bhe might almost as well have hcen perch'd on his knee. 

Dear me ! dear me I Why one's Isahel — she 
On the opposite side's La Marquise Rigmaree ! 

To judge from the spread On the hoard, you'd have said 
That ihepartie guarrh had like alaermen fed ; 
And now from long flasks, with necks oover'd with lead, 
They were helping themselves to champagne, white and red. 
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Hobbing and nobbing, And nodding and bobbing, 

With many a sip &th from cup and from lix^ 
And with many a toast followed up 1^ a * Hip ! — 

Hip ! — hip ! — ^huzzay I' — The Count, by the way. 
Though he sees all they're doing, can't hear what they tkvy, 

Notwithstanding both he And Mar^quis Jiigmaree 
Are 80 yez'd and excited at what they can see, 
That eadi utters a sad word beginning with D. 

That word once spoke. The silence broke. 
In an instant the vision is oover'd with smoke 1 
But enough has been seen. * Horse ! horse ! and away V 
They have, neither, the least inclination to stay, 
E'en to thank Nostradamus, or ask what's to pay. — 

They rush down the stair, How, they know not^ nor care 
The next moment the Count is astride on his bay. 
And my Lord Rigmaree on his mettlesome grey ; 

They dash through the town. Now up, and now down ; 
And the stones rattle under the hoofs as they ride, 
As if poor Thoulouse were as mad as Cheapside ^ 

Through lane, alley, and street. Over all that they meet, 
The Count leads the way on his courser so fleets 
My Lord Rigmaree close pursuing his beat, 
With the page in the rear to protect the retreat. 
Where the bridge spans the river, so wide and so deep^ 
Their headlong career o'er the causeway they keep, 
Upsetting the watchman, two dogs, and a sweep. 
All the town population that was not asleep. 
They at length reach the oastle, just outside the town, 
Where — ^in peace it was usual with Knights of renown — 
The portcullis was up, and the drawbridge was down. 
They dash by the sentinels — * France et Thoulovse V 
Ev'ry soldier ( — they then wore cock'd hats and long quene^^ 
Appendages banish'd from modem reviews). 
His arquebus lower'd, and bow'd to his shoes ; 
While Count Raymond push'd on to his lady's houdoir — he 
Had made up his mind to make one at her soiree. 

He rush'd to that door. Where ever before. 
He had rapp'd with his knuckles, and * tirl'd at the pin,' 
Till he heard the soft sound of his Lady's ' Come in P 
But now, with a kick from his iron-heel'd boot. 
Which, applied to a brick wall, at once had gone throxijrh'f, 

He dash'd open the lock ; It gave way at the shock ! 

* * The gtones did rattle underneath. 
As if Cheapside were nmii.' 

Gilpin's 2\>iw in Middlesex and I/ats, 
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r— Dear ladies, don*t think in recording the fact. 
That your bard's for one moment defending the act, 
No— it is not a gentleman's — none but a low body 
^0— could perform it) — and there he saw — NOBODY ! 1 

Kobody?— Noll Oh, hoi— Oh, ho 1 
There was not a table— there was not a chair 
Of all that Count Baymond had ever seen there 
(They'd maroon-leather bottoms well stufiTd with horse-hair), 

That was out of its place 1 — There was not a trace 
Of a party — ^there was not a dish or a plate — 
No sign of a tabloK^loth — nothing to prate 
Of a sui^r, symposium, or sitting up late ; 
There was not a spark of fire left in the grate. 
It had all been poked out, and remained in that state. 

If there was not a fir^ Still less was there Friar, 
Marquise, or long glasses, or Countess, or Prior, 
And the Count, who rush*d in open mouth'd, was struck dumb. 
And could only ejaculate, ' Well 1 — ^this is rum.' 

He rang for the maids — ^had them into the room 
With the butler, the footman, the coachman, the groom. 
He examined them all very strictly — ^but no 1 
Notwithstanding he cross- and re-qucstioned them so, 
Twaa in vain — it was clearly a case of • No Go !* 

* Their lady,' they said, * Had gone early to bed. 
Having rather complain'd of a cold in her head — 
The stout little Friar, as round as an apple. 
Had pass'd the whole night in a vigil in chapel. 
While the Prior himself, as he'd usually done. 
Had rung in the morning, at half-after one, 
For his jug of cold water and twopenny bun. 
And been visible, since they were brought him, to none. 

But,' the servants aveiVd, 

' From the sounds that were heard 
To proceed now and then from the fietther's saceUum, 

They thought he was purging His sins with a scourging, 
And making gcwd use of his knotted yZo^eSum.' 

For Madame Kigmaree, They all testified^ she 
Had gone up to her bed-cluunber soon after tea. 
And they really supposed that there still she must be. 

Which her spouse the Mar^is, Found at once to agree 
With the rest of their tale, when he ran up to see. 

Alack for Count Raymond I he could not conceive 
How the case really stood, or know w?iat to believe ; 
Nor could Rigmaree settle to laugh or to grieve. 

There was clearly a hoax, But which of the folks 
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Had managed to mako them the bntt of their jokes» 

Wife or wizard, they both knew no more than Jack Kbkes ; 

That glass of the wizard's Stuck much in their gizzard^ 
His cap, and his queer cloak all 'Xs and Izzards ; 
Then thev found, when they came to examine again. 
Some slight lalliDS off in the stock of champagne. 
Small, but more £an the butler oould fairly explain. 
However, since nothing could make the truth known. 
Why, — ihoj thought it was best to let matters alone. 

The Count in the garden Begg'd Isabel's pardon 
Next morning for waking her up in a fright, 
By the racket he'd kick'd up at that time of night : 
Aiid gave her his word he had ne'er misbehaved so. 
Had he not come home as tipsy as David's sow. 
Still, to give no occasion for family snarls. 
The Friar was pack'd back to his convent at Aries. 

While as for the Prior, At Raymond's desire. 
The Pope raised his rev'rence ft step or two higher, 
And made him a bishop in partibus — ^where 
His see was 1 cannot exactly declare. 
Or describe his cathedml, not having been there, 
But I dare say you'll all be preparea for the news. 
When 1 say 'twas a good many miles from Thoulousc, 
Where the prelate, in order to set a good precedent. 
Was cnjoin'd, as a sine qud nan, to ho resident. 

You will fancy with me. That Count Raymond Avaa iVoe.. 
For the rest of his life, from his former ennui; 
Still it somehow occurr'd that as often as he 
Chanced to look in the face of my Lord Rigmarce, 
There was something or other — a trifling degree 
Of constraintr— or embarrassment— easy to see, 
And which seem'd to be shared bv the noble Mar-qutu^ 
While the ladies — the queerest of all things by half in 
My tale, never met from that hour without laughing. 

UOBATm 

Oood gentlemen, all, who are subjects of Hymen, 
Don't make new acquaintances rashly, but try men. 
Avoid above all things your cunning (that's sly) men ! 
Don't go out o' nights To see conjuring sleights 
But shun all such people, delusion whose trsde is ; 
Be wise ! — stay at home and take tea with the ladies. 

If you chance to be out, At a ' r^ular bout,' 
And get too much of * Abbot's Pale Ale ' or * Brown Stout,* 
D^n't be cross when you come home at night to your spouse, 
Nor be noisy, nor kick up a dust in the house I 
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Be careftil youTself, and admonish yonr sons, 
To beware of all folks who love twopenny buns ! 
And don't introduce to your wife or your daughter, 
A sleeky meek, weak gent — who subsista on cold water 1 



The main incident reoorded in the following excerpta frcm our 
family papers has but too solid a foundation. The portrait of ])0;;er 
Ingoldaby is not among those in the galleiy ; but I have some recol- 
lection of having seen, when a boy, a picture answering the de8cri|>- 
tion here given of him, much injured, and lying without a frame in 
Dne of the attics. .^__« 

THE WEDDING-DAY; 
OR, THE BUCCANEER'S CURSE. 

A FAMILY LEGENII. 

IT haa a jocund sound. 
That gleeful marriage chime, 
As from the old and ivied tower, 
it peals, at the early matin houi-, 

Its merry, merry round ; 
And the Spring is in its prime, 

And the song-bird, on the spray, 
Trills from his throaty in varied note. 
An emulative lay — 
It has a joyous sound ! ! 
And the Yicar is there with his wig and his book, 
And the Clerk, with his grave, (^tan-sanctified look, 
And there stand the vilk^e maids, all with their posies, 
Tlieir lilies, and dafiy-down-dillies, and roses, 

Dight in white, A comely sight, 
Fringing the path to the left and the right ; 
— ^From our nursery days we all of us Know 
Ne'er doth * Our Ladye s garden grow ' 
So fair for a * Grand Horticultural Show ' 
As when border'd with * pretty maids all on a row.' 
And the urchins are there, escaped from the rule 
Of that ' Limbo of Infants,' the National School, 

Whooping, and bawling, And squalling, and calling. 
And crawling, and creeping. And jumping and leaping, 
Bopeeping 'midst ' many a mouldering heap in 
Whose bMoms their own 'rude forefathers are sleeping 
—Young rascals ! — instead of lamenting and weeping, 
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Laugliing and gay, A yorge deploy^ — 
Only now and then pausing — and checking their play 
To ' wonder what *tis makes the gentlefoUu stay.' 
Ah, well a-day 1 Little deem they, 
Poor ignorant dears 1 the bells, ringing away, 
Are anything else Than mere parish bells. 
Or that each of them, should we go into its histoiy. 
Is but a ' Symbol ' of some deeper mystery^ 

That the clappers and ropes Are mere practical trojies 
Of ' trumpets ' ana ' tongues,' and of ' preachers,' and popes, 
Unless Clement the Fourth's worthy Chaplain, Durana, err, 
See the ' BationaU,* of that goosey-gander. 

Gently ! gently. Miss Muse 1 Mind your Fs and your Qs! 
Don't be malapert — ^laugh. Miss, but never abuse 1 
Calling names, whether done to attack or to back a schism. 
Is, Miss, believe me, a great piece of jack-ass-ism. 

And as on the whole, You're a good-natured soul. 

You must never enact such a pitiful role. 
No, no, Miss, pull up^ and go back to your boys 
In the churchyard, who'ro making th& hubbub and noise — 
But hush ! there's an end to their romping and mumming 
For voices are heard — here's the company coming ! 

And sec, — the avenue gates unfold, 

And forth they pace, that bridal train. 
The grave, the gay, the young the old,— 
They cross the green and grassy lane, 
Bridesman, Bridesmaid, Bridegroom, Bride, 
Two by two, and side by side. 
Uncles, and aunts, friends tried and proved. 
And cousins, a great many times removed. 
A fairer or a gentler she, 
A lovelier maid, in her degree, 
Man's eye might never hope to see. 
Than darling, bonnie Maud Ingoldsby, 
The flow'r of that goodly company ; 
While whispering low, with bated voice, 
Close by her side, her heart's dear choice. 
Walks Fredvill's hope, young Valentine Boys. 
— But where, oh where, — Is Ingoldsby's heir? 
Little Jack Ingoldsby ? — where, oh where ? 

Why he's here, — and he's there, And he's ©verywhcPB— 
He's there, and he's here ; In tiie front — ^in the rear, — 
Now this side, now that side, — ^now far, and now near — 
The Puck of the party, the darling * pet ' Iwy, 
1' ull of mischief and fun, and good-humour and joy 
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With his laughing blue eye, and his cheek like a rose, 
And his long curly locks, and his little snub nose ; 
In his tunic, and trousers, and cap — there he goes I 
Now pinching the bridesman, — now teasing his sister. 
And telling the bridesmaids how ' Valentine kiss'd her ;' 
The torment^ the plague, the delight of them ail, 
See, he's into the chiuxihyard ! — he's over the wall — 
Gambolling, frolicking, capering away, 
lie's the first in the ohurcn, be the second who may I 



Tis o'er; the holy rite is done, 
The rite that ' incorporates two in one,' 
— ^And now for the feasting, and frolic, and fun ! 
Spare we to tell of the smiling and sighing, 
Tne shaking of hands, the embracing, and crying. 
The * toot— toot— toot * Of the tabour and flute, 
Of the white-wigg'd Vicar's prolong'd salute, 
Or of how the blithe * College Youths,* — rather old stagers, 
AocuHtom'd, for years, to pull bell ropes for wagers- 
Bang, faster than ever, their ' triple-bob-iiA johs ;' 

(So loud as to charm ye, At once and alarm ye ; 
— * Symbolic^ of course, of that rank in the army.) 

Spare we to tell of the fees and the dues 
To the ' little old woman that open'd the pews,' 
Of the largesse bestow'd on the Sexton and Clerk, 
Of the four-year-old sheep roasted whole in the park, 

Of the laughing and joking. The quaffing, and smoking, 
And chaffing, and broaching — that is to say, poking 
A hole in a mighty magnificent tub 
Of what men, in our hemisphere, term ' Humming Bub,' 
But which gods, — who, it seems, use a different lingo 
From mortals, — are wont to denominate ' Stingo.' 
Snare we to tell of the horse-collar grinning ; 
The cheese I the reward of the ugly one wmning ; 
Of the young ladies racing for Dutch body-linen, — 
— The soapy-tail'd sow, — a rich prize when you've caught her,— 
Of little boys bobbing for pippins in water; 

The smacks and the whacks, And the jumpers in sack^ 
These down on their noses and those on their bacKs ; — 
Nor skills it to sx)eak of those darling old ditties. 
Sung rarely in hamlets now — never in cities, 
The * King and the MilUr; the * Bold Hobin Hood,' 
« Chevy Cluise; * Gilderoy* and the * Bahes in the Wood? 

— You'll ffiy that my taste Is sadly misplaced, 
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Jlut I cant help confessing these simpic old tuncs^ 
The *Auld Robin Qrays* and the 'Aiieen Aroons^* 
The * Oramachree Mollys,^ and * Sufeet Bonny Dwntit 

Are dearer to me, In a tenfold degree. 
Than a ^hq fantasia from over the sea; 
And, for sweetness, compared with a Beethoven fugue, are 
As * best-refined loaf,* to the coarsest * brown sugar ;'♦ 
— Alack, for the Band's want of science 1 to which he owes 
All this misliking of foreign capricios f — 

Not that he*d say One word, by the way, 
To disparage our new Idol, Monsieur Dupreas — 
But he grudges, he owns, his departed half-guinea. 
Each Satunky night when, devoured by chagrin, he 
Sits listening to singers whose names end in inu 

But enough of the rustics — let*s leave them pursuing 
Their out-of-door gambols, and just take a view in 
The inside the hall, and see what tJieu are doing ; 

And first there's the Squire, The hale, hearty sire 
Of the bride, — with his coat-tails subducted and higher, 
A thought, than they're commonly wont to a^ire ; 
His ba(^ and his buckskins exposed to the fire ; — 
— Bright, bright are his buttons, — and bright is the hue 
Of his squarely-cut coat of fine Saxony blue ; 
And bright the shalloon of his little quill'd queue; 
— White, white as * Young England's,' the dimity vest 
Which descends like an avalaiiche o'er his broad breast. 
Till its further progression is put in arrest 
By the portly projection that springs from his chest. 
Overhanging the garment — that can't be exprest ; 
— White, white are his locks, — which, had Nature fair i»lay, 
Had appear'd a clear brown, slightly sprinkled with grey ; 
But they're white as the peaks of Plinlimmon to-day. 
Or Ben Nevis, his pate is 5t bien poudrel 
Bright, bright are the boots that envelope his heels, 
— Bright, bright is the gold chain suspending his seals, 
And still brighter yet may the gazer aescry 
The tear-drop that spangles the fond father's eye 

As it lights on the bride — 

His beloved one — the pride 
And delight of his heart, — severed new from his side ;— 

But brighter than all. Arresting its fall, 
l6 the smile, that rebukes it for spangling at all, 

* Ad Amiaan, Senientem ad legemr-^ 

This rhyme, if, when Mann'd by your critical ear, it 
h not quite legitimate, comes pretty netr it. — T» 1. 
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— A clear case, in short, of what old poets t«ll, as 
Blind Homer for instaooe, cy dcucpvm yt\as» 

Then, there are the Bride and the Bridegroom, withdrawn 
To the deep Gothic window that looks on the lawn, 
Ensoonc'd on a aquah of maroon-colour'd leather, 
And taiking-^and thinking^ no doubt-— of the weather. 

But here comes the party — Boom I room for the guests, 
In their Pompadour coats, and laced ruffles, and vests, 

—First, Sir Charles Grandison Baronet, and his son, 
Charles, — the mamma does not venture to * show '— 

— ^Miss Byron, you know, She was called long ago — 
For that lady, 'twas said, had been playing the d — 1, 
Last season, in town, with her old beau, Squire Greville, 
Which very much shocked, and chagrined, as may well be 
Supposed * Doctor Bartlett,* and * Good Uncle Selby.* 
—Sir Charles, of course, could not give Greville his gniel, in 
Older to prove his abhorrence of duelling, 
Nor try for, deterr'd by the serious expense, a 
Complete separation, a thoro et mensd, 
So he ' kept a calm sough,' and when asked to a party, 
A dabce, or a dinner, or tea and ^cart^. 
He went with his son, and said, looking demurely. 
He'd ' left her at home, as she found herself poorly.' 

Two foreigners near, * Of distinction,' appear ; 
A pair more illustrious you ne'er heard of, or saw, 
Count Ferdinand Fathom, — Count Thaddeus of Warsaw, 
All cover'd with glitt'ring hijouterie and hair — Poles, 
Whom Lord Dudley Stuart calls * Patriot,'— Hook * Bare Poles ;' 
Such rings, and such brooches, such studs, and such pins ! 

'Twere hard to say which Were more gorgeous and ricli, 
Or more truly Mosaic, their chains or liieir chins 1 
Next Sir Roger de Coverley, — Mr. Will Ramble, 
With Dame Lismahago (nee Tabitha Bramble), — 
Mr. Random and Spouse, — Mrs. Pamela Booby, 
(Whose nose was acquiring a tinge of the ruby. 
And * people did my ' — but no matter for tliat, . . . 
Folks were not then enlighten'd by good Father Mat.) — 
— Three friends from *the Colonies' near them were scci:. 
The Great Massachusetts man. General Muff Green, — 
Mr. Jonathan W. Doubikins,— men 
'Influential wme^ — and their 'smart' Uncle Ben; — 
Rev. Abraham Adams (preferr'd to a stall), — 
«— Mr. Jones and hia lady, from Alhvorthy Hall ; 

— Our friend Tom, by the way. Had tum'd out rather gay 



382 TIIK WEDDING-BAT. 

For a mai-ricd man— certainly * people did say ' 

He was shrewdly suspected of using his wife ill, 

And being as sly as his half-brother Biifil. — 

(Miss Seagrim, 'tis well known, was now in high foatbcr. 

And * people did say,* they'd been seen out together, — 

A fact, the ' Boy Jones,' who, in our days, vriik malioe 

Aforethought, so often got into the Palace, 

Would seem to confirm, as 'tis whisper'd he owns, lie's 

The son of a natural son of Tom Jones's.) 

Lady Bellaston (mem. she had not been invited !) 

{Sir Peregrine Pickle, now recently knighted, — 

All joyous, all happy, all looking delighted I 

— ^It would bore you to death should i pause to describe. 

Or enumerate half of the elegant tribe 

Who fiird the back-ground. And among whom were fbuud 
The ^lite of the old country families round. 
Such as Honcywood, Oxendcn, Knatchbull, and Norton, 
Matthew Robinson,* ten), with his beard from Monk's Horton. 
The Faggs, and Finch-Hattons, Tokes, Derings, and Deedses, 
And Fairfax, (who then call'd the castle of Leeds his ;) 

Esquires, Knights, and Lords, Li bag*wigs and swordd ; 

And the troops, and the groups, Of fine Ladies in hoope ; 
The pompoons, the toupees, and the diamonds and feathers. 

The flowered-silk sacques Which they wore on their bocks, — 
— ^How? — sacques and pompoons, with the Squire's boota atiid 
leathers ? — 

Stay I stay I — ^I suspect. Here's a trifling neglect 
On your part, Madame Muse, though you're commonly accurate^ 
As to costume, as bro%vn Qus^er, or black Curate, 

For once I confess, Here you're out as to drees ; — 
YouVe been fairly caught napping, which gives me distress. 
For I can't but acknowledge it is not the thing, 
Sir Roger de Coverley's laced suit to bring 
Into contact with square-cut coats, — such as G^rge Byn^ 
And poor dear Sir Francis appear'd in, last spring. — 
SO) having for once been oompell'd to acknowledge, I 
Vo made a small hole in our mutual chronology, 
Canter on. Miss, without further apology,— 

Only don't make Such another mistake, 
Or you'll get in a scrape, of which I shall partake ;— 
Enough 1 — ^you are sorry for what you have done, 
So dry your eyes. Miss, blow your noso, and go on I 

* A worthy and eccentric country gentleman, aflerwardt the seeood L 
Rokebj, being couitin (* a gi'eat manv times removed ') and successor in 
barony to Richai-d. Archbishop of Armagh, who first bore that titlr. — ] 
hetad was truly patriarchal. — Mr. Muntz's — pooh I 



A FAMILY LEGEND. 38u 

Well — the party are met, all radiant and gay. 
And how ev'ry person is dress'd — ^we won't say ; 
Suffice it, they all oome glad homage to pay 
To our dear ' bonnie Maud,* on her own wedding-day, 
To dance at her bridal, and help ' throw the stocking,' 
— A practice that's now discontinued as shocking. 

There's a breakfast, they know — There always i^ so 
On occasions like these, wheresoever you go. 
Of course there are * lots ' of bee^ potted and hung, 
Prawns, lobsters, cold fowl, and cold ham, and cold tongue, 
Hot tea, and hot coffee, hot rolls, and hot toast, 
Gold pigeon-pie ^rook 7^, and cold boil'd and cold roost, 
Scotch marmalade, jelhes, cold creams, colder ices — 
Blancmange^ whidi young ladies say, so very nice is, — 
Bock-melons in thick, pines in much thinner slices, — 
Char, potted with clarified butter and spices, 
Benewing an appetite long past its crisis — 
Befined barley-sugar, in various devices. 
Such as bridges, and baskets, and temples, and grottoeb — 
And nasty French lucifer snappers with mottoes. 
— ^In short, all those gimcrackis together were met 
Which people of fashion tell Gunter to get 
When tney give a grand dejeuner a la/ourchetie — 
(A phrase which, though French, in our language sdll lingcis, 
Intending a breakfiEist with forks and not fingers.) 
And see ! what a mountainous bridecake ! — a thing 
By itself— with small pieces to pass through the ring I 

Now OB to the wines I—* Ay, the wine ?' cries the Squire, 
Letting &11 both his coat-tails — which nearly take fire, — 

Bubbing his hands. He calls out as he stands, 
To the serving-men waiting * his Honour's ' commands, 

* The wine ! — ^to be sure — here you, Harry — ^Bob— Dick — 

* The wine, don't you hear? — bring us lights — come, be quick !— 
And a crow-bar to knock down the mortar and brick-— 

Say what they may 'Fore (Jeorge well make way 
Into old Boger Ingoldsby's cellar to-day ; 
And let loose his captives, imprison'd so long. 
His flasks, and his casks, that he brick'd up so strong !'^ 

* Oh dear ! oh dear 1 Squire Ingoldsby, bethink you what you do I' 
—Exclaims old Mrs. Botherby,* — she is in wch a stew ! — 

* Oh dear I oh dear I what do I hear ? — full oft you've heard me tell 
Of the curse ''Wild Boger" left upon whoe'er should break hiii 

cell I 



njme 



* Great-grandmamma, hj the father's dde, to the excellent lady of the kom 
me who yet * keeps the keys ' at Tappington, 
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* Full five-afld-twenty years are gone since Roger went away. 
As I bethink me, too, it was upon this very day ! 

And I was then a comely dame, and you, a springald gay, 
AVere up and down to London town, at opera, ball, and play; 
Yovir locks were nut-brown, then, Squire — you grow a liiCc 
grey I— 

* ** Wild Roger," so we call'd him then, your grandsire's youngest 

son. 
He was in truth, A wayward youth. 
We fear'd him, every one. 
In ev'ry thing he had nis will, he would be stay'd by nooc. 
And when he did a naughty thing, he laugh'd and caird it fun ! 
— One day his father chid him sore — I know not what heM dos^. 
But he 8Com*d reproof; And from this roof 
Away that night he run 1 

* Seven years were gone and over — ^" Wild E<^r " came again. 
He spoke of forays and of frays upon the Spanish Main ; 

And he had store of gold galore, and silks, and satin:) fine, . 
And flasks, and casks of Malvoisic, and precious Gascon wine ! 
Rich booties he had brought^ he said, across the western wave. 
And came, in penitence and shame, now of his sire to crave. 
Forgiveness and a welcome home — his sire was in his grave ! 

* Your father was a kindly man — ^he play*d a brother^s part. 
He pressed his brother to his breast— lie had a kindly hearty 
Fain^ould he have him tarry here, their common hearth to sliair. 
But Roger was the same man still, — ^he soom'd hia brcrtlier « 

pra/rl 
He call d his crew, — ^away he flew, and on those foreign shores 
Got kiird in some outlandish place —they call it the Eyesores f 
But ere he went, And quitted Kent, 
— ^I well recall the day, — 
His flasks and cask of Gtiscon wine he safely ** stow'd away ;" 
Within the cellar's deepest nook, he safely stowed them all. 
And Mason Jones brought bricks and stones, and they built tif 
the wall. 

* Oh ! then it was a fearful thing to hear " Wild Ro^^er's " ban ! 
Good gracious me I I never heard the like from mortal man, 

" Here^s that^" quoth he, " shall serve me well, when I return af 

last, 
A batter'd hulk, to quaff and laugh at toils and dangers past ; 
Accurst be he, whoe er he be, lays hand on gear of mine. 
Till I oome back again from sea, to broach my Gascon wine P 

* Azores ? Mis. Botherby's ortho^phy, like that of her distinguished cgq 
temporary, Baron Daberly, was * a little loose.' 
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^nd more he said^ which filFd with dread all those who listened 

there; 
In 800th my very blood ran oold^ it lifted up my hair 
'With very fear, to stand and hear ''Wild Koger" corse and 

swear 1 1 
He saw my fright, as well he might» hut still he made his gamc» 
He call'd me "Mother Bounoe-ahout;** my Gracious I what a 

namel 
Nay, more, "an old " — some ** hoat-woman," — I may not say fot 

shame! — 
Then, gentle Master, pause awhile, give heed to what I tell. 
Nor break, on such a day as this, " Wild Roger's " secret cell !' 

* Pooh, pooh !' quoth the Squire, As he mov'd from the firo, 
And bade the old Housekeeper quickly retire : 

' Pooh ! — never tell me 1 >ionsense 1 fiddle-de-dee ! 
What ? — wait Uncle Koger's return back from sea ? 

Why he may, as you say, Have been somewhat too gny. 
And, no doubt, was a broth of a boy in his way ; 
But what's that to us, now, at this time of day V 

What, if some quarrel With Dering or Darrell — 
— ^I hardly know which, but I think it was Bering,— 
Sent him back in a huff to his old privateering. 
Or what his unfriends choose to call Buccaneering. 
It's twenty years since, as we very well know. 
He was knock'd on the head in a skirmish, and so 
Why rake up " auld warld " tales of deeds lon^ ago ? — 
— Foul befall him who would touch the deposit 
Of living man, whether in cellar or closet I 

But since, as I've said, Knock'd on the head, 
Unde fioger has now been some twenty years dead : 

As for his wine, I'm his heir, and it's mine ! 
And I'd long ago work'd it well, but that I tarried 

For this very day — And I'm sure you'll all say 
I was right — when my own darling Maud should get married ! 
So lights and a crow-bar ! — the only thing lies 
On my conscience, at all, with respect to Siis prize. 
Is some little compunction anent the Excise. 

Come — you. Master Jack, Be the first, and bring bnck 
Whate'er comes to hand — Claret, Burgundy, Sack. 
Head the party, and mind that you're back in a crack !' 

Away ^ the clan. With cup and with can, 
Little Jack Ingoldsby leading the van : 
Little reck they of the Buccaneer^s ban : 

Hope whiH|ier8, 'Perehance we'll fall in with strong beer too here !' 
Blest thought 1 which sets them all grinning from car to car ! 

2c 
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Thiough cellar one, through cellars two, 
Through cellars three they pass'd ! 

AjQd their way they took To the farthest nock 
Of cellar four — the last 1 
Blithe and gay, they hatter away. 
On this wedding-day of Maud's, 
With all their might, to bring to light, 
* Wild Roger's' * Custom-house frauds !' 

And though stone and brick Be never so thick. 
When stoutly assail'd, they are no bar 

To the powerful charm Of a Yeoman's arm 
When wielding a decentish crow-bar ! 
Down comes brick, and down comes stone^ 

One by one — The job's half done ! — 
* Where is he ? — now come — where's Master John 7 — 
— There's a breach in the wall three feet by two, 
And little Jack Ingoldsby soon pops through ! 



Hark I — what sound s that ? — a sob ? — a sigh ?-r— 
The choking gasp of a stifled cry ? — 

* — What can it be ? — Let's see ! — diet's see ! • 
It canH be little Jack Ingoldsby ? 

The candle — quick !' Through stone and through brirX 
They poke in the light on a long split stick ; 
But ere he who holds it can wave it about. 
He gasps, and he sneezes — ^the light goes out ! 

Tet were there those, in after days, 

Who said that pale light's flickering blaze. 

For a moment, gleam'd on a dark Form liiere, 

Seem'd as bodied of foul black air ! — 

— In Mariner's dress, — with cutlass braoed 

By buckle and broad black belt, to its waist, — 

— On a cock'd hat, laced With gold, and placed 

With a degagSy devil-may-care, kind of taste, 

O'er a halafrS brow bv a scar defaced !— 

That Form, they said, so foul and so black, 

Grinn'd as it pointed at poor little Jack. — 

— I know not, I, how the truth may be. 

But the pent-up vapour, at length set free. 

Set them all sneezing. And coughing, and wheezin^i 
As, working its way To the regions of day 

It, at last, let a purer and healthier breeze in I 

Of their senses bereft, To the right and the left. 
Those varlets so lately courageous and stout, 
There they lay kicking and sprawling about« 
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Like Billingsgate fresh fish, unoonscioos of ice, 
Or those which, the newspapers give us advice, 
Mr. Taylor, of Lombard-street, sells at half-price ; 
—Nearer the door, some half-dozen or more I 

Scramble away To the rez de ckamsSe^ 
(As our Frenchified friend always calls his ground-floor,) 
And they call, and they bawl, and they bellow and roar 
For lights, vinegar, brandy, and fifty things more. 
At length, after no little clamour and din, 
The foul air let out and the iresh air let in. 

They drag one and all Up into the hall. 
Where a medical Quaker, the great Dr. Lettsom, 
Who*s one of the party, * bleeds, physicks, and sweats 'cm.' 

All ?— all— save One— — * But He !— my Son ?— 
Merdful Heaven ! — where — whebb is John ?' 



Within that cell, so dark and deep. 

Lies One, as in a tranquil sleeps 

A sight to make the sternest weep !— 

— That little heart ib pulseless now, 

And cold that fair anu open brow. 

And closed that eye that beamed with joy 

And hope — * Oh, God ! my Boy 1 my Boy 1* 

Enough ! — I may not, — dare not, — show 
The wretched Father's frantic woe. 
The Mother's tearless, speechless — ^No! 
I may nut such a theme essay — 
Too bitter thoughts crowd in and stay 
My pen — sad memory will have way I 
Enough I — at once I close the lay, 
Of lair Maud's fatal Wedding-day 1 

It has a mournful sound, 

lliat single, solemn Bell I 
As to the hills and woods around. 

It flings its deep-toned knell I 
That measured toll ! — alone — apart, 
It strikes upon the human heart ! 
— ^It has a mournful sound l-^^^ 



MOBAL. 

Come, come, Mrs. Muse, we can't part in this way 
Or you'll leave me as dull as ditch-water all day. 
Try and squeeze out a Moral or two from your lay I 
And let us part cheerful, at least if not gay 1 
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Firot and foremost then, Gentlefolks, learn from my son^. 
Not to lock up your wine, or malt-liquor, too long I 

Though port should have age. Yet I don't think it 
To entomb it> as some of your connoisseurs do^ 
Till it's losing in flavour, and body, and hue ; 
^-1 question if keeping it does it much good 
After ten years in Wtlo and three in the wood. 

If any young man, though a snubVd younger brother. 
When told of his &ults by his father and mother, 
Huns restive, and goes off to sea in a huff, 
Dcx}cnd on't, my Iricuds, that youug man is a Muff! 

Kcxt — ill-gotten gains Are not worth the pains ! — 
Thcv prosper with no one I — so whether cheroots. 
Or Havannah cigars,— or French gloves, or French boots, — 
AVhatever you want, pay the duty ! nor when you 
Bay any such articles, cheat the revenue I 

And ' now to conclude,'— For it's high time I aboolJ,^ 
When you do rejoice, mind, — whatsoever you do^ 
That the hearts of the lowly rejoice with you too ! — 

Don't grudge them their jigs. And Uieir frolics and * rips,' 
And don't interS^re with their soapy-tail'd pigs ; 
Nor * because tliou art virtuous,' rail and exhale 
An anathema, breathing of vengeance and wail, 
Upon every complexion less pale than sea-kale 1 
Nor dismiss the poor man to his pump and his ]iail, 
With * Drink there I — we'll have henceforth no more cakes and 

ale 1 r 

Mox Regina filium pepei'it a multisoptatcm et a Deo sanctificntum. Cam^ix 
Infirna natus fuiaset, statim claiA voce, omDihus nudientibas, clamaTit * CHru- 
iiafutssum! Christianus sum ! Chridianus sum!* Ad hnDc rocexn Pre&>bn«Mi 
duo, Widerinut et Edwoldus, dicentes Deo Oratias, et omnea qui adeniut 
mirauto, coeperunt cantare Te Deum laudamua. Quo &cto rognbot lula^ 
cathecumenum a Widerino saoerdote fieri, et ab Edwoldo teneri ad pnesigmcu- 
lum fidei et Romwoldum vocai-i. — Xov. Leg£^d. Akql. XX Vita :5cf: 

UOMUALDI. 



THE BLASPHEMER'S WARNING. 

A LAY OF 81. BOMWOUX 

N Kent we are told. 
There was seated of old, 
A handsome young gentleman, courteous and bold. 
He'd an oaken strong-box, well replenished with goId» 



r 
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With broad lands, pasture, arable, woodland, and wold. 
Not an acre of which had been mortgaged or sold ; 
He'd a Pleaaunce and Hall passing lair to behold. 
He had beeyes in the byre, ne had flocks in the Ibid, 
And was somewhere about five-^nd-twenty years old. 

His figure and face, For beauty and grace, 
To the best in the ooun^ had scom*d to give place. 

Small marvel, then. If, of women and men 
Whom he chanced to foregather with, nine out of ten 
Expressed themselves charmed with Sir Alured Denne. 

From my earliest youth, IVe been taught, as a truih,i 
A maxim which most will consider as sooth. 
Though a few, peradventure, may think it uncouth : 
There are three social duties, the whole of the swarm 
In this great human hive of ours ought to perform, 
And that too as soon as conveniently may be ; 

The first of the three— Is, the planting a Tx^ I 
The next, the producing a Book — ^then, a Baby I 
(For my part, dear Beaaer, without any jesting, I 
so far, at least, have aooomplish'd my destiny.) 

From the foremost, i, e. The ' planting the Tree," 
The Knight may, perchance, have conceived himself free^ 
Inasmuch as tha^ which way soever he looks, 
Over park, mead, or upland, by streamlets and brooks, 
His fine beeches and elms shelter thousands of rooks ; 

In twelve eighty-two, There would also accruu 
Much latitude as to the article. Books ; 
But, if those we've disposed of, and need not recall, 
Might, as duties, appear in comparison small, 
One remained, there was no getting over at all, 
— The providing a male Heir for Bennington Hall ; 
Which, doubtless, induced the good Knight to decide^ 
As a matter of conscience, on taking a Bride. 

It*8 a very fine thing, and delightful to see 
Inclination and duty unite and agree. 

Because it's a case That so rarely takes place ; 
In the instance before us then Alured Denne 
Might well be esteem'd the most lucky of men, 

Inasmuch as hard by. Indeed so very nigh. 
That her chunneys, from his, you might almost descry, 
Dwelt a Lady at whom he'd long cast a sheep's eye, 
One whose character scandal itself could defy. 
While her charms and accomplishments rank'd very high. 

And who would not deny A propitious reply," 
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But reflect bick his blushes, and give sigh for sigh. 
(A line that's not mine, but Tom Mocnre's, hy-the-by.} 

There was many a gay and trim bachelor near, 
Who felt sick at heart when the news met his ear, 
That fair Edith Ingoldsby, she whom they all 
The ' Rosebud of l^ppington ' oeas'd not to call. 

Was going to say, ' Honour, lore and ob^ ' 
To Sir Alured Denne, Knight, of Bennington Hall, 
That all other suitors were left in the lurch. 
And the parties had even been ' out-asked ' in church. 

For every one says, In those primitive days. 
And I must own I think it redounds to their praise, 
None dream'd of transferring a daughter or niece 
As a bride, by an ' unstamped agreement,' or lease, 
'fore a Register's Clerk, or a Justice of Peace ; 

While young ladies had £eiin Single women remain. 
And unwedded maids to the last ' crack of doom ' stick. 
Ere marry, by taking a jump o'er a broomstick. 

So our bride and bridegroom agreed to appear 

At holy St Romwold's, a Priory near. 

Which a long while before, I can't say in what year, 

Their forebem had join'd with the neighbours to rear, 

And endow'd, some with bucks, some with beef, some with becd 

To comfort the friars, and make them good cheer. 

Adorning the building. With carving and gilding. 
And stone altars, fiz'd to &e chantries and fill'd in ; 
(Papistic in substance and form, and on this count 
Witii Judge Herbert Jenner Fust justly at discount, 
See Cambridge Soeietas Camdeniensia 
y. Fatdkner, tert. prim, Januarii Mensis^ 
With ' Judgment reversed, cost of suit, and expenses ;) 
All raised to St Romwold, with some reason, styled 
By Duke Humphre/s ooxifessor,* *a Wonderful Child,' 
For ne'er yet was Saint, except him, upon earth 
Who made ' his profession of faith ' at his birth. 
And when scarce a foot high, or six inches in girth. 
Converted his ' Ma,' and contrived to amend a 
Sad hole in the creed of his grandsire. King Penda. 

Of course to the shrine Of so young a divine 
Flow'd much holy water, and some little wine. 
And when any young folks did to marriage incline, 

* Honest John Capgnivc^ the veracioas biographer of 'Englnh Saiati,* 
BQthor, or XBtber compiler of the 'Note Lcgenda Aoglift,' was chaphln to 
Humphrey, * the Good Duke' of Gloaottter. A heaatiful edition of faia wert 
was printed by Wynkyn de Worde. 
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The good friars were lauch in request, and not one 
Was more 'sought unto' than the Sub-prior, Mess John 

To him, there and then, Sir Alured Denne 
Wrote a three-comer'd note with a small crow-quill pen 
To say what he wanted, and fix ' the time when,' 
And, as it's well-known that your people of quality 
Pique themselves justly on strict punctuality, 
Just as the clock struck the hour he'd nam'd in it. 
The whole bridal party rode up to the minute. 

Now whether it was that some rapturous dream. 
Comprehending ' fat pullets and clouted cream,' 
Had borne the good man, in his vision of bliss, 
Far off to some nappier region than this — 
Or, whether his b^ds, 'gainst the fingers rebelling, 
Took longer than usual that morning in telling ; 
Or whether, his conscience with knotted cord purging, 
Mess John was indulging himself with a scourging, 
In penance for killing some score of the fleas, 
Which, infesting his hair-shirt, deprived him of ease, 
Or whether a bimrel of Faversham oysters. 
Brought in on the evening before, to the cloisters. 

Produced indigestion, Continues a question : 
The particular cause is not worth a debate ; 
For my purpose it's clearly sufficient to state 
That whatever the reason, his rev'rence was late. 

And Sir Alured Denne, Not the meekest of men, 
B^an banning away at a deuce of a rate. 

Now here, though I do it with infinite pain, 
Gentle reader, I find I must pause to explain 

That there was — ^what, I own, I grieve to make known**- 
On the worthy Knight's character one single stain, 
But for which, all his friends had borne witness I'm sure. 
He had been Bans r^proche, as he still was tans peur. 
The fact is, that many distinguish'd commanders 
* Swore terribly (teste T. Shandy) in Flanders.' 
Now into these parts our Knight chancing to go, countries 
Named from this sad, vulgar custom, * The Lou) Countries,' 
Though on common occasions as courteous as daring. 
Had pick'd up this shocking had habit of swearing. 
And if anything vex'd him, or matters went wrong, 
Was given to what low folks call * Coming it strong.' 
Good, bad, or indifferent then, young or old. 
He'd consign them, when once in a humour to scold, 
To a place where they certainly would not take cold. 
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— Now if there are those, and Fve Bome in my eye, 

Who*d esteem this a crime of no very deep dye, 

Let them read on — they'll find their mistake by-and-bj. 

Near or far Few people there are, 
But have heard, read, or sung about Toung Lochinvar, 
How in Netherby Chapel, 'at morning tide,' 
The Priest and the Bridegroom stood waiting Uie Briuc ; 

How they waited, ' but ne'er A Bride was thero.* 
Still I don't find, on reading the ballad with care. 
The bereaved Mr. Graham proceeded to swear. 
And yet to experience so serious a blight in 
One's dearest afiections, is somewhat exciting. 

Tis manifest then That Sir Alured Denne 
Had far less excuse for such bad language, when 
It was only the Priest not the Bride who was missing — 
He had fiU'd up the interval better with kissing. 

And 'twas really surprising. And not very wise in 
A Knight to go on so anathemising. 
AVhen the head and the front of the Clergyman's crime 
Was but being a little behind as to time : — 

Be that as it may He swore so that day 
At the reverend gentleman's ill-judged delay, 
That not a bystander who heard what he said. 
But listen'd to all his expressions with dread, 
And felt all his hair stand on end on hia head ; 

Nay, many folks there Did not stick to decki'o 
llie phenomenon was not confined to the hair, 
For tne little stone Saint who sat perch'd o'er the door, 
St. Bomwold himself^ as I told you before, 

What will scarce be believed. Was plainly perceived 
To shrug up his shoulders, as very much grieved. 

And look down with a frown So remarkably browu, 
That all saw he'd now quite a different face on 
From that he received at the hands of the maaon ; 
Nay, many averr'd he half rose in his niche, 
When Sir Alured, always in metaphor rich, 

Call'd his priest an *old son of * some animal — wliicb. 

Is not worth the inquiry — a hint's quite enough on 
The subject — for more I refer you to Buffon. 

It's supposed that the Knight Himself saw tho sight, 
And it's likely he did, as he easily might, 
For 'tis certain he paused in his wordy attack 
And, in nautical language, seem'd ' taken aback.' 

In so much that when now The * prime caiiso of tho ix^w, 
Father John, in the chapel at last made nia bow . 
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The Bridegioom elect waa so mild and subdued 
None could ever suppoee he'd been noisy and rude, 
Or inade use of the language to which I allude. 
Fail Edith herself, while the knot was a tying, 
Her bridesmaids around her, some sobbing, some sighing. 
Some smiling, some blushing, half-laughing, half-crying. 
Scarce made her responses in tones more complying 
Than he who'd been raging and stonning so i-ecentii, 
All softness now, and iKshaving quite decently. 
Many folks thought too the cold stony frown 
Of the Saint up aloft from his niche looking down, 
Brought the sexton and clerk each an extra half-crown. 
When, the rite being over, the fees were all paid. 
And the party remounting, the whole cavalcade 
Prepared to ride home with no little parade. 

In a climate so very unsettled as ours 

It's as well to be cautious and guard against showers. 

For though, about One, xou've a fine brilliant snn. 
When your walk or your ride is but barely begun. 
Yet long ere the hour-hand approaches the Two, 
There is not in the whole sky one atom of blue, 
But it ' rains cats and dogs,' and you're fairly wet through 
Ere you know where to turn, what to say, or to do ; 
For which reason I've bought, to protect myself well, a 
Good stout Taglioni and gingham umbrella. 
But in Edward the First's days I very much fear 

Had a gay cavalier Thought fit to appear 
In any such * toggery ' — then 'twas term'd * gear '— 
He'd have met with a highly significant sneer 
Or a broad grin extending from ear unto ear 
On the features of every soul he came near ; 
There was no taking refuge too then, as witlx us, 
On a slip-sloppy day, in a cab or a *hus ; 

As they i^e through the woods In their wimples and hoaiF^ 
Their only resource against slcct, hail, or rain 
Was, OS Spenser describes it, to * pryck o'er the plainc j' 
That is, to clap spurs on, and ride helter-skelter 
In search of some building or other for shelter. 

Now it seems that the sky Which had been of a dye 
As bright and as blue as your lady-love's eye. 
The season in fact being genial and diy, 

Began to assume An appcamnce of gloom 
From the moment the Knight began fidget and fume, 
Which deepen'd and dcepen'd till all the horizon 
Grew blacker than aught they had ever set eyes on. 
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And soon, from the far west the elements rumbling 
Increased and kept pace with Sir Alured's grumbling. 

Bright flashes between. Blue, red, and green, 
All livid and lurid began to be seen ; 
At length down it came — ^a whole deluge of rain, 
A perfect Niagara, drenching the plain ; 

And up came the reek. And down came the shriek 
Of the winas like a steam-whistle starting a train ; 
And the tempest began so to roar and to pour, 
• That the Dennes and the Ingoldsbys, starting at score, 
As they did from the porch of St. Bomwold's church door. 
Had scarce gain'd a mile, or a mere trifle more. 

Ere the whole of the crew Were completely wet through. 
They dash'd o^er the downs, and they dash*d through the Tale^ 
They dash'd up the hills, and they dashed down the dales^ 
As if elderly Nick was himself at their tails ; 

The Bridegroom in vain Attempts to restraixi 
The Bride's frightened palfrey by seizing the rein. 

When a flash and a crasn Which produced such a splash 
That a Yankee had called it 'an Almighty Smash,' 

Game down so complete At his own courser^s feet 
That the rider, though famous for keeping his seat, 
From itfi kickings and plungings, now under now upper. 
Slipped out of his demi-pique over the crupper, 
And fell from the back of his terrified cob 
On what bards less refined than myself term his ' Nob.' 
(To obtain a gented rhymers sometimes a tough job.) — 

Just so— for the nonce to enliven my song 
With a classical simile cannot be wrong — 
Just so — in such roads and in similar weather, 
Tydides and Nestor were ridingtogether, 
when, so says old Homer, the mng of the Sky, 
The great ' Cloud-compeller,' his lightnings let fly, 
And their horses both made such a desperate shy 

At this freak of old Zeus, That at once they broke loose, 
Beins, traces, bits, breechings, were all of no use ; 
If the Pylian Sage, without any delay. 
Had not whipp'd them sharp round and away from the fray. 
They'd have certainly upset his cabriolet. 
And there'd ^>een the — a name I won't mention^to pay. 

Well, the Knight in a moment recovered his seat — 

Mr. Widdicombe's mode of performing that feat 

At Astley's could not be more neat or oomplete, 

— It's recorded, indeed, by an eminent pen 

Of our own days, that this our great W^iddicombc, then 
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In the heyday of life, had afforded some ten 
Or twelve lessons in riding to Alured Denne, — 

It is oertain the Knight Was so agile and light 
That an instant sufficed him to set matters right, 
Yet the Bride was by this time almost out of sight ; 
For her palfrey, a rare bit of blood, who could trace 
Her descent from the ' pure old Caucasian race,* 

Sleek, slim, and bony, as Mr. Sidonia's 

Fine * Arab Steed ' Of the very same breed, 
AVhich that elegant gentleman rode so genteelly 
— See * Coningsby ' written by * B. Disraeli * — 

That palfrey, I say. From this trifling delay 
Had made what at sea s caird ' a great deal of way.' 
* More fleet than the roe-buck ' and free as the wind, 
She had left the good company rather behind ; 
They whipp'd and they spurred and they after her pressM j 
Still Sir Alured's steed was 'by long chalks' the best 
Of the party, and very soon distanced the rest ; 
But long ere e'en he had the fugitive neai-'d. 
She dash'd into the wood and at once disappear'd ! 
It's a ' fashions ' affair when you're out on a ride 
— ^Ev'n supposing you're not in pursuit of a bride, 
If you are, it's more fashions, which can't be denied, — 
And you came to a place where three cross-roads divide, 
Without any way-post, stuck up by the sido 
Of the road to direct you and act as a guide. 
With a road leading here, and a road leading there, 
And a road leading no one exactly knows where. 

When Sir Alured came In pursuit of the dame 
To a fork of this kind, — a three-prong'd one — small blame 
To his scholarship if in selecting his way 
His respect for the Classics now led him astray ; 
But the rule, in a work I won't stop to describe, ia 
Jn medio semper tutissimus this. 
So the Knight being forced of three paths to enter one, 
Dash'd, wit^ these words on his lips, down the centre one. 

Up and down hill. Up and down hill, 
Through brake and o'er briar he gallops on still. 
Aye, banning, blaspheming, and cursing his fill 
At his courser because he had given him a * spill ;' 

Yet he did not gain ground On the palfrey, the sound. 
On the contrary, made by the hoofs of the beast 
Grew iainter and Winter, — ^and fainter, — and — ceased I 
Sir Alured burst through the dingle at last. 
To a sort of a clearing, and there — ^he stuck fiast ; 
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For Ilia Btaed, tliough b freer one ne'er bad a shoe on. 

Stood fii'd 08 the Governor's nag Ja ' Don Joan,' 
Or much like the statue thnt stands, cast in copper, a 
Few yards south-cast of the door of the Opera, 
Save that Alurcd's horse had not ^t such a big tail, 
Whilo Alurcd wanted tlio oock'd bat and pig-tail. 

Before him is seen 

A diminutive Green 
Scoop'd out from the covert — a thick leafy screei 
Of wild foliage, Iriiaka with broad braaches between 
Kncirclo it wholly, all radiant and sheen. 
For the weataur at onm apjiear'd clear and scicne, 
And the sky up above wan a, bright mazarine. 
Just as though no such thing as a tempest had been. 
In short it waa one of those sneeC little places 
Jn Egypt and Araby kno\vn as 'ixeea.' 

There, under the shade 

That waa mads by the glade. 
The astouish'd Sir Alured sat and aurvpv'd 
A little low building of Betheisden stone, 
With ivy and parasite creepers o'ergrown, 

A Sacdium, or cell, In which Chronid«8 UM 
Sainttt and anchorites erst were accuatom'd to dwell; 
A little round arch, on which, deeply indcntul. 
The Big-zaf^ nattem by Saxons invented 
Was cleverly chisell'd, imd well represented. 

Surmounted a door, Some five feet by four, 
It might have been less or it might have been more. 
In the primitive agea they made these things lower 
Than we do in buildings that had but one floor ; 

And these Chronicles say When an anchorilo eti-i', 
Wish'd to shut himself up and keep out of the way. 
He waa commonly wont in such low cells to stay, 
And pray night and day on the rez de chatia^ 
There, under the arch I've endeavoured to p^nt, 

With no little surprise, And scarce trusting kis ei i s. 
The Knight now saw standing that little Boy Saint 1 

The one whom before, Ue'd seen over the door 
Of the Priory shaking his head as he awow^ 
With mitre, and crozier, and rochet, and stole on, 
The very self-same — or at least his Eidolon I 
With a voice all unlike to the infantine squeak. 
You'd expect, that small Saint now address'd him to s|)eah ■ 

In a bold, manly t<Hic, he Began, while his stouy 
(.lold lips breath'd an odour quite iSitt da Colayne-i/ ; 
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In fact, from his christening, aocording to nimour, he 
Beat Mr. Brummell to sticks, in perfumery.* 

' Sir Alured Denne 1* Said the Saint, ' be attcn- 
— tive 1 Your ancestors, all most respectable men, 
Have for some generations being vot'ries of mine ; 
They hare brought me mould candles, and bow'd at my sLrlQe^ 
They have made my monks presents of venison and wine, 
Witn a right of free pasturage, too, for their swine. 

And, though you in this Have been rather remiss, 
Still I owe you a turn for the sake of * lang syne.' 
And I now come to tell you, your cursing and swearing 
Have reached to a pitch that is really past bearing. 

"Twcre a positive scandal In even a Vandal, 
it ne'er should be done, save with bell, book, and candle : 
And though I've now learned, as I've always suspected. 
Your own education's been somewhat neglected ; 
Still you're not such an uninform'd pagan, I hope. 
As not to know cursing belongs to the Pope ! 
And his Holiness feels, very properly, jealous 
Of all such encroachments by paltry lay fellows. 

Now, take my advice. Saints never speak twice, 
So take it at once, as I once for all give it ; 
Go home I you'll find there all as right a as trivet, 
But mind, and remember, if once you give way 
To that shocking bad habit, I'm sorry to say, 
I have heard you so sadly indulge in to-day. 
As sure as you're bom, on the very first trip 
That you make — the first oath that proceeds from your Ii[\ 

1 11 soon make you rue it ! —I've said it — I'll do it I 
** Forewam'd is forearm'd," you shan't say but you knc^Y it 
Whate'er you hold dearest or nearest your heart, 
I'll taks it a way, if I come in a cart ! 
I will on my honour ! you know it's absurd, 
To suppose that a Saint ever forfeits his word 
For a pitiful Knight, or to please any such man — 
I've said it ! I'll do't— if I don't^ I'm a Dutchman ! — 

He ceased — ^he was gone aa he closed his harangue, 
Aud some one inside shut the door with a bang ! 

Sparkling with dew, Each green herb anew 
It's profusion of sweets round Sir Alured threw. 
As pensive and thoughtful he slowly withdrew, 
(For the hoofs of his horse had got rid of their glue,) 

* In eodem autem prato in qao baptizatus Sanctus Romualdus nanquaro 
gratissimus odor deficit ; neque ibi herto pallescunt, sed semper in viiiditatf 
permaneutes magna nectaria suaritate redolent,— ^ov. Legend, Angi, 
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And the cud of reflection continued to chew 
Till the gables of Bennington Hall rose in view. 
Little reck'd he what he smelt, what he saw. 

Brilliance of scenery, Fragrance of greenery, 
Fail'd in impressing his mental machinery ; 
Many an hour had elapsed, well I ween, ere he 
Fairly was able distinction to draw 
Twixt the odour of garlic and bouquet du Boi, 

Merrily, merrily sounds the horn, 

And cheerily ring the bells ; 
For the race is run, The goal is won. 
The little lost mutton is happily found. 
The Lady of Bonnington*B safe and sound 

In the Hall where her new Lord dwells ! 
Hard had they ridden, that company gay. 
After fair Edith, away and away : 
This had slipp'd back o'er his courser's rump. 
That had gone over his ears with a plump. 
But the lady herself had stuck on like a trump. 

Till her panting steed Relaxed her speed, 
And feeling, no doubt, as a gentleman feels 
When he's once shown a bailiff a fair pair of hecla^ 
Stopp'd of herself, as it's very well known 
Horses will do, when they're thoroughly Wown, 
And thus the old group had foregather'd again, 
Just as the sunshine succeeded the rain« 

Oh, now the joy, and the frolicking, rollicking 

Doings indulged in by one and by all 1 
Gaiety seized on the most melancholic in 

All the broad lands around Bennington HalL 
All sorts of revelry, All sorts of devilry. 

All play at * High Jinks ' and keep up the ball.. 
Days, weeks, and months, it is really astonishing^ 

When one's so happy, how Time flies away ; 
Meanwhile the Bridegroom requires no admonishing. 

As to what pass'd on his own wedding day ; 
Never since then, Had Sir Alured Denno 
Let a word fall from his lip or his pen 
That began with a D, or left off with an N ! 

Once, and once only, when put in a rage, 

By a careless young rascal he'd hired as a Page, 

All buttons and brass, Who in handling a gloBB 
Of spiced hippocras, throws It all over his clotiicfl^ 
And spoils his best pourpoint ard smartest trunk how. 
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While stretching his hand out to take it and quafT it (he 
'd given a rose noble a yard for the taffety), 
Then, and then only, came into his head, 
A very sad word that began with a Z ; 

But he checked his complaint, He remembered the Saint^ 
In the nick — Lady Denne was beginning to faint^ 
That sight on his mouth acted quite as a bung, 
Like Mahomet's coffin, the shocking word hung 
Half-way 'twixt the root and the tip of his tongue. 

Many a year Of mirth and good cheer 
Flew over their heads, to each other more dear 
Every day, they were quoted by peasant and peer 
As the rarest examples of love ever known. 
Since the days of Le Chivaler D*Arbie and Joanne, 
Who in Bennington chancel lie sculptured in stone. 

Well — it happeu*d at last. After certain years past. 
That an embassy came to our court from afar — 
Prom the Grand-duke of Muscovy — now call'd the Czar, 
And the Spindleshank'd Monarch, determined to do 
All the grace that he could to a nobleman, who 
Had sail d all that way from a country which few 
In our England had heard of, and nobody knew, 
With a hat like a muff, and a beard like a Jew, 
Our arsenals, buildings, and dock-yards to view, 

And to say how desirous, His Prince Wladiminis, 
Had long been with mutual regard to inspire us. 
And how he regretted he was not much nigher us. 

With other fine things. Such as Kings say to Kings 
When each tries to humbug his dear Royal Brother, in 
Hopes by such * gammon ' to take one another in — 

King Longshanks, I say. Being now on his way 
Bound for France, where the rebels had kept him at bay, 

Was living in clover At this time at Dover 
r the castle there, waiting a tide to go over. 

He had summoned, I can't tell you how many men, 
Knights, nobles, and squires to the wars of Guienne, 
And among these of course was Sir Alured Denne, 

Who, acting like most Of the knights in the host. 
Whose residence was not too far from the coast. 
Had brought his wife with him, delaying their parting, 
Fond souls, till the very last moment of starting. 

Of course, with such lots of lords, ladies, and knights. 
In their Saracenettes* and their bright chain-mail tights, 

* This silk, of great repate among onr anceston, had been brought home^ a 
few yean before, by £dward, from tiie Holy Land, 
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All flcciutom'd to galas, f(iand doings, and sightly 
A matter like thu was at once pat to rights i 

IVould have been a strange thing. If bo poluh'd & Vinf. 
With hia Board of Green Cloth, and Lord tiiteward's de]witiiieB:, 
Couldn't t«ach an Amfaaasador what the word 'anart ' meant. 
A banquet was order'd at once for a score, 
Or more, of the corps that bad just come on ahore. 
And the King, though he thought it ' a bit of a borV 

Ask'd aU the eliU Of hia levSe to meet 
The illuBtrioue Strangen and ahara in the treat ; 
For the Boyar himself, the Queen gnciou sly made him list 
Beau for the day, from respect to Duke Wladimir. 
(Queer as this name may appear in the Bpelling, 

You won't find it trouble you, Sound but the W, 
Like the first L in Llan, Lloyd, and Llewellyn!} 

Fancy the fuss and the fidgety looks 

Of Uobert de Bui^heisb, the constables, cooks ; 

For of course the euuina Of the King and the Qiic<?a 
Was bebiad them at London, or Windsor, or Sbeene, 
Or wherever the Conrt ere it started had been, 

And it's reully no jest. When a troublesome guest. 
Looks in at a time when you're busy and prest, 
Jnst going to fight, or to ride, or to rest. 
And expects a good lunch when you've none ready drest. 

The servants, no doubt. Were much put to the rout. 
By this veij extempore sort of set onL 

2ut they wisely fell bock upon Foot Bichard's plan, 
' When you can't what you woij Id, you must do what you cca I 
So tbey ransack'd the country, folds, pig-styes, and pens. 
Fur the sheen end the porkers, the cocks and the hcni j 
Twos said a I'om-oat of Sir Alured Denne's, 

A fine tabby-gray, Disappear'd on that day. 
And wliatcvcr became of him no one could say ; 

They brought all the food That ever they cou'd, 
Fish, flesh, and fowl, with sea-coal and dry wood, 
To his Majesty's Dapijer, Eudo (or Ude), 
They lighted the town up, sat ringing the bolls, 
And borrow'd the waiters from all the hotels. 
A bright thought, moreover, cimo into the head 
Of Hnpifer Eudo, wlio'd some little dread. 
As he said, for the thorough success of his spread. 
So he said to himself, * What a thing it would ba 

Could I have here with mo Some one two or Ihroo 
Of their outhmdisb scullions from over the sea I 
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It's a hundred to one if the Suite or their Chief 

Understand onr plum-puddings, and harons of beef; 

But with five minutes* chat with their cooks or their valctb 

We*d soon dish up something to tickle their palates V 

With this happy conceit for improving the mess, 

Pooh-poohing expense, he despatched an express 

In a waggon and four on the instant to Deal, 

Whc d&Bh*d down the hill without locking the wheel, 

And, by means which I guess but decline to reveal, 

Seduced from the Downs, where at anchor their vessel rodc^ 

Lumpoff Icy witz, serf to a former Count Kesselrode, 

A cook of some fame, Who invented the same 
Cold pudding that still bears the family name. 
This accomplished, the Chrf*9 peace of mind was restored. 
And in due time a banquet was placed on the board 
'In the ver}' best style,' which implies, in a word, 
' All the dainties the season * (and king) * could afford.* 

There were snipes, there were rails, 

There were woodcocks and quails. 
There were peacocks served up in their pride (that is tail»)y 

Fricandeau, fricassees, Ducks and green peas, 
ColelcUts a Vlndienne, and chops a la Soubiae 
(Which last you may call 'onion sauce* if yon please), 

There were barbecu'd pigs StufiTd with raisins and fips 
Omelettes and harkoU, stews and ragmUs, 
And pork griskins, which Jews still refuse and abuse. 
Tlien the wines, — round the circle how swiftly they wont I 
Canary, Sack, Malaga, Malvoisie, Tent ; 
Old Hock from the Uhine, wine remarkably fine. 
Of the Charlemagne vintage of seven ninety-nine, — 
Five cent*rie8 in bottle had made it divine 1 
The rich juice of Bousillon, Gascoygne, Bordeaux, 

Marasquin, Cnra^oa, Kirschen Wasser, Noyeau, 
And gin which the company voted ' No Go ;' 

The guests all hob-nobbing. And bowins and bobbing; 
Some prerer white wine, while others more value red, 

Few, a choice few. Of more orthodox gout^ 
Stick to ' old crusted port,* among whom was Sir Alured ; 
Never indeed at a banquet before 
Had that gallant commander enjoy'd himself more. 

Then came ' sweets * — served in silver were tartlets and pios — in 

glass. 
Jellies composed of punch, calves* feet, and isinglass, 
Creams, and whipt-syllabubs, some hot, some cool, 
Blanci^ange^ and quince-custards, and goosebeny fool. 

2d 
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And now from the good taate which reigns it's oonfesl^ 
In a gentleman's, that is an Englishman's, breasti 
And makes him polite to a stnuager and guest, 

They soon plaj'd the deuce With a large OharioUe R\ 
More than one of the party despatch'd his plate twice 
With ' I'm really asham'd, but — another small slice I 
Tour dishes from Russia are really n nice 1' 
Then the prime dish of all I * There was nothing so good in 

The whole of the Feed ' One and all were agrnd, 
' As tlie great Lumpoff Icywitz* Nesselrode pudding !' 
Sir Alured Penne, who'd all day, to say sooth, 
Like lago, been, 'plagued with a sad raging tooth,' 
Which nad nevertheless interfered very little 
With his — what for my rhyme I'm obliged to spell — ^vitite^ 

Bequested a friend Who sat near him to send 
Him a spoonful of what he heard all so commend. 
And be^'d to take wine with him afterwards, grateful 
Because ft>r a spoonful he'd sent him a plateful. 
Having emptied his glass — he ne'er balk'd or spill'd it^- 
The gallant Knight open'd his mouth — and then fiU'd it. 

Tou must really excuse me — there's nothing could bribe 
Me at all to go on and attempt to describe 

The fearsome look then Of Sir Alured Dcsne ! 
—Astonishment, horror, distraction of mind, 
Bage, misery, fear, and iced pudding — combined I 
Lin, forehead, and cheek — how these mingle and meet 
All colours, sll hues, now advance, now retreat, 
Now pale as a turnip, now crimson as beet ) 
How ne grasps his arm-chair in attempting to rise, 
See his veins how they swell I mark the roll of his eyes I 
Now east and now west, now north and now south. 
Till at once he contrives to eject from his mouth 

That vile * spoonful ' — what He has got he knows not| 
He isn't quite sure if it's cold or it's hot ; 
At last he exclaims, as he starts from his seat, 

' A SNOWBALL by 1' what I decline to rupeat,— 

'Twas the name of a bad place, for mention unmeet. 

Then oh what a volley ! — a great many heard 

What flow'd from his lips, and 'twere really absurd 

To su])po8e that each man was not shock'd bv each word 

A great many heard, too, with mix'd fear ana wonder. 

The terrible crash of the terrible thunder. 

That broke as if bursting the building asunder) 

But very few heard, although every one might. 



A LAY OF ST. BOMWOLD. 403 

The short, half-stifled shriek from the chair on the right, 

Where the lady of Boimington sat by her knight ; 

And very few saw — some — the number was small 

In the large ogive window that lighted the hall, 

A small stony Saint in a small stony pall. 

With a small stony mitre, and small stony crosier. 

And small stony toes that owed nought to the hosier, 

li^kon stonily downward to same <me below. 

As Merryman says * for to come for to go 1' 

While every one smelt a delicious perfume 

That 8eem*d to pervade every part of the room ! 

Fair Edith Denne, The howM et heUe then. 
Never again was beheld among men 1 
But there was the /auteuil on which she was placed. 
And there was the girdle that graced her small waist, 
And there was her stomacher, brilliant with gems. 
And the mantle she wore, edged with lace at the hems. 
Her rich brocade gown sat upright in its place. 
And her wimple was there — but where — ^wuebs was hsb i'acr? 
Twas gone with her body — and nobody knows, 
Kor could any one present so much as suppose 
How that Lady contrived to slip out of her clothes I 

But 'twas done — she was quite gone—the how and the where, 
No mortal was ever yet found to declare ; 
Though Inquiries were made, and some writers record 
That Sir Alured ofier'd a handsome reward. 

• • • • 

King Edward went o*er to his wars in Guienne, 
Takmg ¥dth him his barons, his knights, and his men. 

You may look through the whole Of that King's mustcr->roll, 
And you won't find the name of Sir Alured Denne ; 
But Chronicles tell that there formerly stood 
A little old chapel in Bikington wood ; 

The remains to this day, Archseologists say, 
May be seen, and I'd go there and look if I could. 
There long dwelt a hermit remarkably good. 

Who lived all alone. And never was known 
To use bed or bolster, except the cold stone ; 
But would groan and would moan in so piteous a tonsi 
A wild Irishman's heart had responded * Och hone I' 
As the fashion with hermits of old was to keep skins 
To wear with the wool od — most commonly sheep-skins^ 
He, too, like the rest, was accustom'd to do so; 
His beard, as no barber came near him, too, grew so^ 



I 
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Ho boro some resemblanoe to RobinBon Cnisoe, 

In Uoundsditchy I'm told, you'll sometimes see a Jew ea 

He lived on the roots, And the cob-nuts and fruiter 
Which the kind-hearted rustics, who rarslj are churls 
In such matters, would send by their boys and their girln ; 

They'd not get him to spade. If they'd tried for a wtrirS^ 
But the colour would always mount up in his cheek. 
And he'd look like a dragon if ever he heard 
His young friends use a naughty expression or word. 
How long he lived or at what time he died, 
Twere hard, after so many years, to decide, 
But there's one point, on which all traditions agree. 
That he did die at last, leaving no legatee, 
And his Unen was mark'd with an A and a D. 

Alas, for the glories of Bennington Hall ! 
Alas, for its splendour I alas, for its fall ! 

Long years have gone by Since the iravller might spy 
Any decentish house in the parish at all. 
For very soon after the awful event 
I've related, 'twas said through all that part of Kent 
That the maids of a morning, when putting the chairs 
And the tables to rights, would oft pop unawares 
In one of the parlours, or galleries, or stairs. 
On a tall, female figure, or find her, far horrider, 
Slowly o' nights promenading the corridor ; 
But whatever the hour, or wherever the place. 
No one could ever yet siglU of her /ace I 

Nor could they perceive, Any arm in her sleeve. 
While her legs and her feet, too, seem'd mere ' mako-bclicro^ 
For she glided along with that shadow-like motion 

Which gives oue the notion 
Of clouds on a zephyr, or ships on the ocean ; 
And though of her gown they could ?iear the nlk rustic, 
They saw but that side on't om& with the bustle. 
The servants, of course, though the house they were born in. 
Soon ' wanted to better themselves,' and gave warning. 
While even the new Knight grew tired of a guest 
Who would not let himself or his &mily rest ; 

So he pack'd up his all. And made a bare waU 
Of each well-fumish'd room in his ancestor's Hall, 
Then left the old Mansion to stand or to fall. 
Having previously barr'd up the windows and gntca^ 
To avoid paying cesses and taxes and rates. 
And settled on one of his other estates. 
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Where he huilt a new mansion, and called it Denne Ilill, 
And there his descendants reside, I think, still. 

Poor Bonnington, empty^ or left, at the most, 
To the joint occupation of rooks and a Ghost, 

Soon went to decay, And mouldered away. 
But whether it dropped down at last I can't say, 
Or whether the jackdaws produced, hy degrees, a 
Spontaneous oomhustion like that one at Pisa 

Some cent'ries ago^ Pm sure I don't know, 
But you can't find a vestige now ever so tiny, 
*rtricrunt^ as some one says, ^etiam ruinos.' 

HOBAL. 

llie first maxim a couple of lines xoay he said in, 
If you ore in a passion, don't swear at a wedding ! 

Whenever you chance to be ask'd out to dine. 

Be exceedingly cautious—don't take too much wine ! 

In your eating remember one principal point, 

Wnatever you do, have your eye on the joint ! 

Keep clear of side dishes, don't meddle with those 

Which the servants in Uveiy, or those in plain clothes, 

Poke over your shoulders and under your nose ; 

Or, if you must live on the fat of the land, 

And feed on fine dishes you don't understand. 

Buy a good book of cookery 1 I've a compact one, 

First-rate of the kind, just brought out by Miss Acton, 

This will teach you their names, the ingredients they^iv mode of, 

And which to indulge in, and which be afraid of, 

Or else, ten to one, between ice and cayenne. 

You'll conmiit yourself some day, like Alured Dennc. 

' To persons about to be married ' I'd say. 
Don't exhibit ill-humour, at least on The Day I 
And should there perchance be a trifling delay 
On the part of officials, extend them your pardon. 
And don't snub the parson, the clerk, or churchwarden ! 
To married men this — For the rest of your lives. 
Think how your misconduct may act on your wives I 
Don't swear then before them, lest haply they faint. 
Or what sometimes occurs — run away with a Saint I 



A serious error, similar to that which forms the subject of the 
following Legend, is said to have occmTed in the case of one, or 
ratlier two gentlemen named Guiina, who dwelt near Hippo in tlie 
iajs of St Augustine. The matter was set right, and a friendly 
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hint at the same time conveyed to the ill-nsed indlTidual, that k 
would be advisable for him to apply to the above-mentioned Fktho, 
and be baptized with as little delay as possible. The story is qndfid 
in * The Doctor,' together with another of the same kind, whidi ii 
given cm no less authority than that of Gregoiy the Great. 



THE BROTHERS OP BIRCHINGTON. 

A ULT or ST. THOaiAB k BECKET. 

YOU are all aware that 
On our throne there once sat 
A very great king who'd an Angevin hat, 
With a great sprig of broom, which he wore as a badge in lA, 
Named nom this circumstance, Henry Plantagenet 

Pray don't suppose That Fm going to prose 
O'er Queen Eleanor^ wrongs, or Miss Rosamond's wocs^ 
With the dagger and bowl, and all that sort of thing, 
Not much to the ciedit of Miss, Queen, or King. 

The tale may be true, But between me and yon, 
With the King's escapade Fll have nothing to do ; * 

But shall merely select, as a theme for my rhymes, 
A flEUSt which oocurr'd to some folks in his times. 

If for health, or a ' lark,' You should ever embark 
In that best of improvements on boats since the Ark, 
The steam-vessel call'd the ' Red Rover,' the barge 
Of an excellent officer, named Captain Large, 

Tou may see, some half way *Twizt the pier at Heme Bay 
And Margate, the place where you're going to stay, 
A village called Birchington, famed for its ' Rolls,' 
As the fishing-bank, just in its front, is for Soles. 

Well, — ^there stood a fane In this Hany Broom's rei;pi. 
On the edge of the cliff, overhanging the main, 
Renown'd for its sanctity all through the nation 
And orthodox friars of tiie Austin persuasion. 

Among them there was one, Whom if once I b^un 
To describe as I ought I should never have done, 
Father Richard of Birchington, so was the Friar 
Yclept, whom the rest had elected their Prior. 

He was tall and upright About six feet in height. 
His complexion was what you'd denominate light. 
And the tonsure had left, 'mid his ringlets of brown, 
A Uttl* bald patch on the top of his crown. 
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Hifl blight sparkling eye Was of hazel, and cigU 
Rose a finely-arch*d eyebrow of similar dye ; 
He'd a small, well-form*d mouth with the Cupidon lip 
And an aquiline nose, somewhat red at the tip. 

In doors and out He was very devouti 
With his Aves and Faien — and oh, such a knout 1 1 
For his self tiagellations I the Monks used tu say 
He would wear out two penn*orth of whipcord a day 1 

Then how his piety Shows in his diet, he 
Dines upon pulse, or, by way of variety, 
Sand-eels or dabs ; or his appetite mocks 
With those small periwinkles that crawl on the rocks. 

In brief, I don't stick To declare Father Dick — 
So they call'd him, ' for short,' — was a ' Regular Brick,* 
A metaphor taken — ^I have not the page aright 
Out of an ethical work by the Stagyrite. 

Kow Nature, *tis said. Is a comical jade. 
And among the fantastical tricks she has play'd, 
Was the making our good Father Richard a Brother, 
As like him in Ibrm as one pea's like another; 

He was tall and upright, About six feet in height. 
His complexion was what you'd denominate light> 
And, though he had not shorn his ringlets of brown, 
He'd a little bald patch on the top of his crown. 

He'd a bright sparkling eye Of the hazel, hard by 
Bose a finely-arched sourcil of similar dye; 
He'd a small, well-shaped mouth, with a Cupidon lip, 
With a good Roman nose, rather red at the tip. 

But here, it's pretended. The narallel ended ; 
In &ct, there's no doubt his life mignt have been mended, 
And people who spoke of the Prior with delight. 
Shook their heads if you mention'd his brother, the Knight 

K you'd credit report. There was nothing but sport, 
And High Jinks going on night and day at ' the court,' 
Where Sir Robert, instead of devotion and charity, 
Spent all his time in unseemly hilarity. 

He drinks and he eats Of choice liquors and meats. 
And he goes out on We'n'sdays and Fridays to treats, 
Get's tipsy whenever he dines or he sups, 
And is wont to come quarrelsome home in his cups. 
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'No Paten, no Aves ; An absolute slave be*B 
To tarts, pickled salmon, and sauces, and gravies ; 
While as to his beads — what a shame in a Knight !^- 
He really don't know the wrong end from the right ! 

So, though 'twas own*d then. By nine people in ten. 
That * Bobert and Richard were two pretty men,' . 
Yet there the praise ceased, or, at least the good Priest 
AVas considered the * Beauty,' Sir Bobert the ' Beast' 

Indeed, Pm afraid More might have been laid 
To the charge of the Knight than was openly said. 
For then we'd no * Phiz's,' ao *H. B/s,' nor 'iieeche%' 
To call Boberts ' Bobs,' and illustrate their speeches. 

Twas whisper'd he'd rob^ Kay murder! a job 
Which would stamp him no ' brick but a ' regular soob^' 
(An obsolete term, which, at this time of day. 
We should probably render by mauvais tujet). 

Now if here such affairs Get wind unawares. 
They are bruited about, doubtless, much more * down stain,' 
Where Old Nick has a register-office they say. 
With commissioners quite of such matters aufait. 

Of course, when he heard What his people avorr'd 
Of Sir Robert's proceedings in deed and in word^ 
He asked for the ledger, and hasten'd to look 
At the leaves on the creditor side of this book. 

Twas with more than surprise That be now ran his eyci 
O'er the numberless items, oaths, curses, and lies, 
Et caterOy set down in Sir Robert's account, 
Her was quite ' flabbergasted ' to see the amount 

' Dear me ! this is wrong I It's a great deal too strong, 
I'd no notion this bill had been standing so long — 
Send Levybub here !' and he filled up a writ 
Of * Ca so,' duly prefaced with * Limbo to wit* 

• Here Levybub, quick I' To his bailiff, said Nick, 
* Pm " ly led," and " my dander's up," " Go a-head slick" 
Up to Kent — ^not Kentuck — and at once fetch away 

A snob there— I guess that^s a Mauvaia Sujet. 

* One De Birohington, knight— ^Tis not clear quite 
AVhat his t'other name is — they've not enter'd it right, 
Ralph, Robert, or Richard ? they've not gone so far. 

Our crittura have put it down merely as " R." 
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• But he's tall and upright, About six feet in height, 
His complexion, I reckon, you'd calculate light, 

And he's fiirther "set down" having ringlets of brown. 
With a little bald patch on the t<^ of his crown. 

* Then his eye and his lip. Hook-nose, red at tii>, 
Are marks your attention can't easily slip ; 

Take Slomanoch with you, he's got a good knack 
Ui soon grabbing his man, and be back in a crack I' 

That same afternoon Father Dick, who, as soon 
WouW * knock in * or * cut chapel ' as jump o'er the moon. 
Was naissing at yespers— at compline— all night I 
And his monks were, of coarse, in a deuce of a fright. 

Morning dawn'd— 'twas broad day, Still no Priori the tray 
With his muffins and eggs went untasted away ; — 
He came not to luncheon— all said, ' it was rum of him V 
— ^None could conceive what on earth had become of him. 

TTiey examined his cell. They peep'd down the well ; 
They went up the tow'r, and look'd into the bell ; 
They dragg'd the great fish-pond, the little one tried. 
But found nothing at all, save some carp — which they fried. 

* Dear me I Dear me I Why where can he be ? 
He's fallen over the cliff ?— tumbled into the sea?' 

* Stay— he talk'd,' exclaim'd one, *if I recollect right. 
Of making a call on his brother, the Knight !' 

He turns as he speaks. The * Court Lodge ' he seeks 
Which was known then, as now, by the queer name of Quekes, 
But scarce half a mile on his way had he sped. 
When he spied the good Prior in the paddock— stone dead. 

Alas I 'twas too true ! And I need not tell you 
In the convent his news made a pretty to do ; 
Through all its wide precincts so roomy and spacious, 
Nothinjg was heard but * Bless me /' and * Good gracious ! I' 

They sent for the May'r And the Doctor, a pair 
Of grave men, who began to discuss the affair. 
When in bounced the Coroner, foaming with fury, 

• Because,' as he said, * 'twas pooh ! pooh ! ing his jury. 

Then commenced a dispute, And so hot they went to't, 
That things seemed to threaten a serious ^meute, 
When, just in the midst of the uproar and racket, 
Who should walk in but St. Thomas k Beckct 
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Quoth his saintehip, ' How now ? Here^s a fine ooil, \ torn 
I should like to know, orentlemen, what's all this row? 
Mr. Wicklitt'e— or Wackliffe — whatever your name is — 
And you, Mr. May'r, don^t you know, sirs, what shame is ? 

* Pray what's all this clatter Ahout? — what's the matter? 
Here a mouk, whose teeth funk and concern made to chatter^ 
Sobs out, as he points to the corpse on the floor, 

* Tis all dickey with poor Father Dick — he's no more !* 

' How 1 — what?* says the saint, * Yes he is — ^no he ain't I* 
He can't be deceased — puoh ! it's merely a feint, 
Or some foolish mistake which may serve for our langhter, 
*^ He should have died," like the old Scotch Queen, *' hereafter." 

'His time is not out ; Some blunder no doubt. 
It shall go hard but what Fll know what it's about^ 
I shan't be surprised if that scurvy Old Nick's 
Had a hand in t ; it savours of one of his tricks.' 

^Vlien a crafty old hound Claps his nose to the grcmod. 
Then throws it up boldly and bays out, * I've found I' 
And the pack catch the note, I'd as soon think to check it. 
As dream of bamboozling St. Thomas k Becket 

Once on the scent To business he went, 
' You Scoundrel, come here, sir' ('twas Nick that he meantX 

* Bring your books here this instant — bestir yourself— do, 
I've no time to waste on such fellows as you.' 

Every comer and nook In all Erebus shook. 
As he struck on the pavement his pastoral crook, 
All its tenements trembled from basement to roofs. 
And their nigger inhabitants shook in their hoofs. 

Hanging his ears. Yet dissembling his fears. 
Ledger in hand, straight ' Auld Homie appears, 
With that sort of halfnsneaking, half-impu(fent look. 
Bankrupts sport when cross-question'd by Cresswell or Cookflw 

' So Sir-r-r I you are here,' Said the Saint with a sneer, 
' My summons, I trust, did not much interfere 
With your morning engagements — I merely desire, 
4t your leisure, to know what you've done with my Pnorf 

' Now, none of your lies, Mr. Nick I I'd advise 
fou to tell me the truth without any disguise, 
Or-r-r 1 1' The Saint, while his rosy gills seem'd to grow roeier 
Here gave another great thump with his crosier. 

* Cantise for ' is not ;* St. Thomas, it seems, had lived loog enoogfa ia tki 
oountiy to pick up a few of its provincialisms. 
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Like a small boy at Eton, Who's not quite a Crichton, 
And don't know his task but expects to be beaten, 
Nick stommer'd, scarce knowing what answer to make, 
^ Sir, I'm sadly afraid here has been a mistake. 

' These things will occur. We are all apt to err. 
The most cautious sometimes as you know, holy sir ; 
For my 0¥m part — Fm sure I do ail that 1 can — 
But — ^the fact is — ^I fear — we have got the wrong man.' 

* Wnng man !* roared the Saint — But the scene I can't paint, 
The best colours I have are a vast deal too faint — 

Nick afterwards own'd that he ne'er knew what fright meant, 
Before he saw Saint under so much excitement 

* Wrong man ! don't tell me — Pooh I — fiddle-do-dee ! 
What's your right, Scamp, to any man 1— come, let me sec ; 
111 teach you, you thorough-paced rascal, to meddle 

With church matters, come, Sirrah, out with your schedule T 

In support of his claim The fiend turns to the name 
Of 'De Birchington' written in letters of fiame. 
Below which long items stand, column on column, 
Enough to have eked out a decent*sized volume 1 

Sins of all sorts and shapes, From small practical ja])C3, 
Up to dicinip and drinkings, and murders and rapesi 
And then oi such standing I — ^a merciless tick 
Yrom an Oxford tobacconist^ — let alone Nick. 

The Saint in surprise Scarce believed his own eyes, 
Still he knew he'd to deal with the father of lies, 
And ' So this ! — you call this P he exclaim'd in a searching tone, 
* This II! the account of my friend Dick de Birchington 1' 

* Why,' said Nick, with an air Of great candour, * it's there 
Lies the awkwardest part of this awkwai^ affair — 

I thought all was right — see the height tallies quite, 
The complexion's what all must consider as light ; 
There's the nose, and the lip, and the ringlets of brown, 
And the little bald patch on the top of the crown. 

' And then the surname, So exactly the same— 
I don't know — I can't tell how the accident came, 
But aome how — I own it's a very sad job. 
But — my bailiff grabb'd Dick when he should have nabb d Bob. 

* I am vex'd beyond bounds 

You should have such good grounds 
For complaint ; I would rather have given five pounds, 
And any apology, sir, you may choose, 
I'll make with much pleasure, and put in the *' News." ' 



I 
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' An apology ! — pooh I Much good that will do I 
An ** apology " quotha 1 — and that too from you !^ 
Before any proposal is made of the sort, 
Bring bade your stoFn good^ thief! — prodnce them in Couct.* 

In a moment) so small It seemed no time at all* 
Father Bichard sat up on his what-do-yo-call — 
Bur Bon sdant — and, what was as wondrous as pleasing 
At once began coughing, and snifting, and sneezing. 

While, strange to relate, The Knight, whom the fate 
Of his brotJier had reach'd, and who knock'd at the gate. 
To make farther inquiries, had scarce made his bow 
To the Saint, ere he vanished, and no one knew how ! 

Erupii — evasitf As Tully would phrase it. 
And none could have known where to find his Hie jacet-^ 
That sentence which man his mortality teaches — 
Sir Bobert had disappeared, body and breeches ! 

* Heyday I Sir, heyday ! What's the matter now— eh T 
Quoth A Becket, observing the gen'ral dismay, 

* How, again I — *pon my word this is really too bad ! 
It would drive any Saint in the calendar mad. 

* What, still at your tricking ? You wiU have a kicking ? 
I see you won't rest till you've got a good licking — 

Your claim, friend ? — what claim ? — why you diow'd me beiore 
That your M claim was cancell'd — you've cross'd out the score ! 

* Is it that way you'd Jew one ? You've settled the true one I 
Do you mean to tell me he has run up a new one ? 

Of the thousands you've cheated And scurvily treated 
Kame one you've dared charge with a bill once receipted I 
In the Bankruptcy Court should you dare to presumo 
To attempt it, they'd soon kick you out of tlie room, 
— Ask Commissioner Fonblanque, or ask my Lord Brougbara. 

* And then to make under So barefaced a blunder. 
Your caption I — why what's the world come to, I wonder. 
My patience I it's just like his impudence, rat him I 

— Stand out of the way there, and let me get at him !' 

The Saint raised his arm, But Old Nick, in alarm, 
Dash'd up through the skylight, not doing much harm. 
While, quitte pour la peur^ the Knight, sound on the whole 
Down the chimney came tumbling as black as a coal ! 

Spare we to tell Of what after befell ! 
How the Saint lectured Bobert de BirchingtcHi well, 
Bade him alter his life, and held out as a warning 
The narrow escape he*d made on't that morning. 
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Nor need we declare How, then and there, 
The jury and Coroner blew up the May'r 
For his breach of decorum as one of the quorum^ 
In not having Levybub brought up before 'em. 

Nor will you require Me to state how the Prior 
Gould never thenceforth bear the sight of a fire, 
Nor ever was heard to express a desire 
In cold weather to see the thermometer higher. 

Nor shall I relate The subsequent fate 
Of St Thomas k Becket, whose reverend pate 
Fitzurse and De Morville, and Brito and Tracy 
8haved off, as his crown had been merely a jascy.^ 

Suffice it to say, From that notable day 
'rhe * Twin Birchington Brothers * t<^ether grew grey : 
In the same holy convent continued to dwell, 
Same food and same iastings, same habit, same cell. 

No more the Knight rattles In broils and in battledi 
But sells, by De Kobins, his goods and his chattels, 
And counting all wealth a mere Will-o -the-wisp. 
Disposes of Quekes to Sir Nicholas Crispe. 

One spot alone Of all he had known 
Of his spacious domain he retained as his own, 
In a neighbouring parish, whose name I may say 
Scarce any two people pronounce the same way. 

Re-cttZ-ver some style it. While others revile it 
As bad, and say i?e-culver — 'tisn't worth while, it 
Would seem, to dispute, when we know the result immat^ 
erial — I accent, myself, the penultimate. 

Sages with brains Full of ' Saxon remains,' 
May call me a booby, perhaps, for my pains, 
Stdli I hold, at the hazard of being thought dull by 'em, 
Fast by the quantity mark'd for Megulbium. 

Call 't as you will The traveller still. 
In the voyage that we talk'd about, marks on the hill 
Overhanging the sea, the ' twin towers ' raised then 
By 'Eobert and Richard, those two pretty men.' 

Both tall and upright, and just equal in height ; 
The Trinity House talked of painting them white. 
And the thing was much spoicen of some time ago, 
When the Duke, I believe — but I really don't know. 

* Nee satis fuit m sanguine sacerdotis et ncoe ^cclesiam prophaimre, nisi, 
coronA capitis amputate, funestis gladiis jam dofuccU ejioerent cerebriiDi.-^ 
Matt. Paris. 
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Well— there the * Twina * stand On the vei^ of tlie U^^, 
To warn marinera off from the Columbine sand. 
And many a poor roan have Robert and Dick 
By their vow caused to 'scape, like themselves, from Old Kkk. 

So, whether you're sailors Or Tooley-street tailor^ 
Broke loose from your masters, those sternest of jailere, 
And, bent upon pleasure, are taking your trip^ 
In a craft which you fondly conceive is a ship^ 

When youVe passed by the Nore, 

And you hear the winds roar 
In a manner you scarce could have £uicied before. 

When the cordage and tackling Are flapping and civ^lisi: 

And the boy with the bell Thinks it useless to tell ^ 

You that * dinner's on table,* because you're unwell ; 

When above you all's * scud,' And below you the flood 
Looks a horrible mixture of soapsuds and mud. 

When the timbers are straining, And folks are oomplainiiK^ 
The dead-lights are letting the spray and the rain in. 

When the helmVman looks blue, And Captain Large ixx^ 
And you really don't know what on earth you shall do. 

In this hubbub and row Think where you'd be now. 
Except for the Birchington boys aiid their vow I 
And while o'er the wide wave you feel the ciuft pitch haid 
IPraic for gt solnlts of i^totte anH iftstf^arH I 

MORAL. 

It's a subject of serious complaint in some houses, 
With young married men who have elderly spouses, 
That persons are seen in their figures and faces 
With very queer people in very queer places, 
So like them that one for the other's oft taken. 
And conjugal confidence thereby much shaken : 
Explanations too often are thought mere pretences, 
And Richard gets scolded for Robert's ofifencos. 

In a matter so nice, If I'm asked my advice, 
I say copy King Henry to obviate that. 
Ana stick something remarkable up in your hat I 

Kext, observe, in this world where we*ve so many cheats^ 

How useful it is to preserve your receipts ! 

If you deal with a person whose truth you don't doubt, 

Be particular, still, that your bill is cross'd out : 

But, with any inducement to think him a scamp^ 

Have a formal receipt on a regular stamp 1 
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Liet every gay gallant my story who notes 
3.'ake warning, and not go on * sowing wild oats I' 

Nor depend that some friend Will always attend. 
And by ' making all right ' bring him off in the end. 
He may be mistaken, so let him beware 
St. Thomas k Beckets are now rather rare. 

liast of all, may'rs and magistrates, never be rude 
To Junes I they are people who to<m*t be pooh-pooh*d ! 
^Especially Sandwich ones — ^no one can say 
But himself may come under their clutches one day ; 

They then may pay off In kind any scoff, 
And, turning their late verdict quite < wisey wenw^* 
* A&jutt you,' and not * recommend you to mercy.** 



THE KNIGHT AND THE LADY. 

A DOKESnO UBGEND OT THB BEtGN OF QUEKN AKNX. 

' Hail, wedded love 1 xDysterioas tie I' 

Thomson—or Swnchody, 

THE LADT JANE was tall and slim. 
The Lady Jane was fair. 
And Sir Thomas, her Lord, was stout of limb. 
But his cough was short, and his eyes were dim, 
And he wore green ' 8X)ecis* with a tortoiseshell rimi 
And his hat was remarkably broad in the brim. 
And she was uncommonly Fond of him, — 

And they were a loving pair ! — 
And the name and the feone 

Of the Knight and his Dame, ....- 

Were everywhere hail'd with the loudest acclaim; 
And wherever they went, or wherever they came, 

Far and wide, The people cried, 
*Huzzah I for the Lord of this noble domain, — 
Huzssah 1 Huzzah I Huzzah I — once again 1 — 

Encore ! — Encore 1— One cheer more I 
—All sorts of pleasure, and no sort of pain 
To Sir Thomas the Good, and the Fair Lady Jane ! V 

* At a Quarter SevioDs held at Sandwich (some six miles from BIrchington), 
on Tuesday, the 8th of ApHl last, before W. F. Boteler, Esq,, the liecoi-der, 
Thomas Jones, mariner, aged seventeen, was tiied for stealing a jacket, value 
ten shillings, llie jury, afler a patient hearing, found him *■ not guilty/ and 
< recommended him to mercy.'— ^ee the whole caae reported in the ' Kentiah 
OUerw,' April 10. 1845. 
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Kow Sir Thomas the Good, Be it well nnderstuody 
Was a man of a very contemplative mood, — 

Ho would pqre by the hour, O'er a weed or a flower. 
Or the slugs that come crawling out after a shower ; 
Black-beetles, and Bumble-bees, — Blue-bottle flies, 
And Moths were of no small account in his eyes ; 
An ' Industrious Flea' he*d by no means despise. 
While an ' Old Daddy-long-legs,* whose ' long legs * and thighs 
Fass'd the common in shape, or in colour, or size. 
He was wont to consider an absolute prize, 
Nay a hornet or wasp ho could scarce 'keep his paws oIT' — he 

Gave up, in short. Both business ana sport, 
And abandoned himself, UnU entier, to Philosophy. 

Now, as Lady Jane was tall and slim. 

And Lady Jane was fair. 
And a good many years the junior of him,— 

And as he. All agree, 
Look'd less like her mari^ 
As he walk*d by her side, than her Fhre,* 
There are some might be found entertaining a notion 
That such an entire, and exclusive devotion 
To that part of science, folks style Entomol<^% 

Was a positive shame. And, to such a lair IMnuiy 
Keally demanded some sort of apology : 

— ^No doubt it tootdd vex One half of the sex 
To see their own husband in horrid green * specs,* 
Instead of enjoying a sociable chat. 
Still poking his nose into this and to that, 
At a gnat, or a bat, or a cat^ or a rat, 

& great ugly things. All legs and wings, 
With nasty long tails arm*d with nasty long stings ; 
And they'd join such a log of a spouse to condemn, 

— One eternally thinking, And blinking, and winking 
At grubs, — when he ought to be winking at tiiem. — 

But no I — oh no ! 'Twas by no means so 
With the Lady Jane Ingoldsby-— she, far discreeter. 
And, having a temper more oven and sweeter. 

Would never object to Her spouse, in respect to 

His poking and peeping After * things creeping :' 
Much less be still keeping lamenting, and weeping, 
Or scolding at what she perceived him so deep in. 

♦ My friend, Mr. Hood, 
In his comicnl mood, 
Would hare probably styled the pxA Knight and his T^m!*"— 
Him * Stem-old and Begins,' and her * Xlte and Braidj,^ 
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2bt<^ au contraire^ No lady bo fair 
Was e'er known to wear more contented an air ; 
And, let who would call,--«yery day she was there, 
Propounding receipts for some delicate fare, 
Some toothsome conserve, of quince, apple, or pear, 
Or distilling strong waters,— or potting a hare, — 
Or counting her spoons and her crockery-ware ; 
Or else, her tamhour-fxame before her, with care 
Embroidering a stool or a back for a chair, 
With needle-work roses, most cunning and rare, 
Enough to make less gifted visitors stare, 

And declare, where'er 

They had been, that, * thov ne*er 
In their lives had seen aught that at all could compare 
With dear Lady Jane*s housewifery — that they would swear.* 

Nay more ; don^t suppose With such doings as those 
This account of her merits must come to a close ; 
No ; — examine her conduct more closely, you'll find 
She by no means n^lected improving her mind ; 
For there, all the wMle, with air quite bewitching. 
She sat herring-boning, tambouring, or stitching. 
Or having an eye to anairs of the kitchen. 

Close by her side, Sat her kinsman, MacBride, 
Her cousin, fourteen-times removed, — as you'll see 
If you look at the Ingoldsby fEunily tree. 
In ' Burke's Commoners,' vol. xx. page 53. 

All the papers I've read agree. Too, with the pedigree. 
Where, among the collateral branches, appears 
' Captain Du^d MacBride, Roval Scots Fusilecrs ;' 
Ana I doubt if you'd find in toe whole of his clan 
A more highly-intelligent, worthy young man ; — 

And were he'd l^ sitting, While she was a-knitting. 
Or hemming, or stitching, or darning and fitting, 
Or putting a ' gore,' or a * gusset,' or * bit ' in. 
Beading sSoud, with a very grave look, 
Some very ' wise saw ' from some verf good book, — 

Some such pious divine as St. Thomas Aquinas : 

Or, equally charming, The works of Bellarmine ; 

Or else he unravels The ' voyages and travels ' 
Of Hackluytz — (how sadly these Dutch names do sully verse !) — 
Purchas's, Hawksworth's, or Lemuel Gulliver's, — 
Not to name others, 'mongst whom there are few so 
Admired as John Bunyan, and Robinson Crusoe.^- 

No matter who came. It was always the same, 
The Captain was reading aloud to the Dame, 

2e 
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Till, from having gone throagfa half the Yxxka on the sh«l( 
They were almost as wiae as Sir Thomas himadfl 

Well, it happen*d one day, — ^I really cant say 
The particular month ; hot I Muk 'twas in May, — 
Twas, I knoWf in the Spring-timeir-whfln ^Nature lo^ts g^y. 
As the Poet ohserres^^ — and on tre»4op and spisj 
The dear little dickey-hirds carol away; 
When the grass is ao green, and the soil is so bright. 
And all things are teeming with life and wi& light,— 
That the whole of the house was thrown into affright. 
For no soul could conceive what was gone with the Kaightl 

It seems he had taken A light brsi^aat — ^bacon. 
An egg — with a little broil'd haddook — at most 
A round and a half of some hot buttor'd toast, 
With a slice of cold sirloin from yesterday's roast. 

And then — let me see ! — He had two— perhaps three 
Cups (with sugar and oream) of strong gunpowder tea, 
With a spoonful in each of some choice eau de vie, 
— Which with nine out of ten would perhi^ disagree. — 

— In fact^ I and my son Mix * black * with our * Hyson, 
Neither having the nerves of a bull, or a bison. 
And both hating brandy like what some call 'pisoo.* 

No matter for that — He had called for his hat, 
With the brim that I've said was so broad and so flat, 
And his ' specs ' with the tortoiseshell rim, and his caoe 
With the crutch-handled top, which he uaed to sustain 
His stepe in his walks, and to poke in the shrubs 
And the grass, when unearthing his worms and hia grafas— 
Thus arm*d, he set out on a ramble— «l8ck ! 
He set otUf poor dear SSoul ! — ^but he never oame beck I 

' First dinneivbell ' rang Out its euphonious clang 
At five — folks kept early houra then— ana the 'Last* 
Ding-dong'd, as it ever was wont, at half-past, 

While Betsey and Sally, And Thomneon tie Fafef, 
And every one else wsa besinning to biess himself, 
Wondering the Knight had not come in to dreae himself. — 
— Quoth Betsey, * Dear mo I why the fish will be cold V — 
Quoth Sally, * Good gracious! how ''MissiB," will scold!' 

Thompson, the Valet^ Look'd gravely at Sailv, 
As who should say * Truth must not always be told !' 
Then, expressing a fear least the Knight might take oold. 

Thus exposed to the dews, Lamb'a-wool stockinga and 8li«> 

Of each a fresh pair, He put down to air. 
And hung a clean shut to the fire on a ohair.— 
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Still the Master was abseft^— the Cooik caae-and tni, ^ke 
Much fear'd, as the dinnttr had been so kmg veady. 

The n»st and the boil'd Woald beaaolitspeU'd, 
And the puddings, her Ladjship Utoa^t sooh a tm^ 
He was morally sQn» waald haaoacioe fil ta eatl' 

This closed the debate— "Twoald be ioMy taiwait^* 
Said the Lady, * Dish up I — ^Let the meal be senred stiai^t, 
And let two or three sliees be pttt on a plate^ 
A iid kept hot for Sir TfaomaBA-EM' lo«e sure a» fartef ' 
And, a hundred to one, won't be home till itfb late!* 
— Captain Dugald IfaeBride IAlcd preeeeded to &09 
Thti Lady at table,--stoed up, and said grae^^-— 
Then set himself down in Sir Thomas's place. 

Wearily, wearily, all that nighty 
That live-long night did the houn go by y 

And the Lady «iane, In grief and in pain*, 
She sat herself down to eiy I 

And Captain MacBride, Who sat by heraid^ 
Though I really can't say that he actoaily ariedy, 

At least had a tear in his eye I— > 
As much as can well be expected perhaps, 
From * very young fellows for verv *old ehaps ;* 

And if he had said Whai he^d got in his head, 
Twould have been ^Poor old Bvfter I he^ oertataily dcodf 

The morning dawn'd, — and the aezt,-^^uid the next» 

And all in the mansion were still perplexU; 

Kg watch-dog * bay*d a welcome home/ as 

A watch-dog ahould to the ' Good Sir Thomas ;' 

No knocker fell His approach to tell, 
Not 80 much as a runa^vay rins at the bell— ^ 
The Hall was silent as Hermit^ celL 

Tot the sun shone bright upon tower and tree, 
And the meads smiled green as green may be. 
And the dear little dickey-birds caroU'd with glee^ 
And the lambs in the park skipped merry and £»&-• 
Without, all was joy and harmouy 1 

'And thus 'twill be, — ^nor long the day, — 

Ere we, like him, shall pass away I 

Yon Sun, that now our bosoms warms. 

Shall shine, ^but shine on other forms ; — 

Yon Grove, whose choir so sweetly checw 

Us now, shall sound on other ears,^ 

The joyous Lamb, as now, shall piay^ 

But otW eyea its sports sorveyir-^ 
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The ttraun we love sball roil as fair, 

The fiowery sweets, the trim Parterre ^ . 

Shall aoeol;^ as now, the amhient air, — 

l^e Tne, whose bending branehes bear 

The One loved name — Hoail yet be there ;< — 

Bat where the hand thai dured it?— Where K 

These were hinted to me as The voiy ideas 
Which passed through the mind of the faix Lady Jain:^ 
Her thoughts having taken a sombre-ish train. 
As she walked on the esphmade, to and agviD» 

With Captain MacBride, Of course, at her sidc^ 
Who could not look quite so forlorn^— though\he tried, 
— An ' idea,* in fact, had got into his head. 
That if ' poor dear Sir Thomas* should really be dead, 
It might be no bad ' spec* to be there in his stead, 
And, by simply contriving, in due time, to wed 

A Lady who was young and fJEur, 
A lady slim and tall. 

To set himself down in comfort there 
The Lord of Tapton* Hall.— 

Thinks he, ' We have sent Half over Kent, 
And nobody knows how much money's been spenty 
Yet no one^ been found to say which way he went! — 

The groom, who's been over To Folkestone and Dovci; 
Can't get any tidings at all of the rover I 
— Here's a fortnight and more has ^ne by, and weVe trie I 
Every plan we could hit on — ^the whole countiy-mde. 
Upon sdl its dead walla, with placards we've supplied, — 
And we've sent round the Crier, and had him well cried— 

" MissiKG 1 1 Stolen, or strayed. Lost or mislaid, 
A Gentleman ; — middle-aged, sober, and staid ; — 
Stoops slightly ; — and when he left home was array'd 
In a sad-colour'd suit, somewhat dingy and fray'dj — 
Had s^icctacles on with a tortoiseshell rim. 
And a hat rather low-crown'd, and broad in the brim. 

Whoe'er Shall bear, Or shall send him with care, 
(Right side uppermost) home ; or shall give notice where 
The said middle-«iged Gentleman is ; or shall state 
A.ny fact, that may tend to throw light on his fate, 
'.. u the man at the turnpike, called Tappington Gatb, 
Shall receive a Reward of FrvB Pounds for his trouble, — • 
(i^N.B.— If defunct the Rewabd will be double I \J&y 

* Tlie fiuDiliBr ftbbreviation far Tappington ErctRrd Ktill in tue amoog tbi 
lenAntrr.— Vide Prefatory Introdwti^ to the IngoUUbjf Legends 
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' Had be been above gioand He mwt have been found. 
Kg ; doubtless he's shot,— or he's hanged,-— or he's drown'd ! 

Then his Widow — ay 1 ay 1-^ But what will folks say 1— 
To address her at onoe— at so early a day I 
Well — ^what then ? — ^who oares I — let 'em say what ihey may— 
A fig for their nonsense and chatter l-*8affioe it, her 
Charms will excuse one for casting sheep's eyes at her I' 

When a man has decided As Captain MacBride did. 
And once fully made up his mind on the matter, he 
Can't be too prompt in unmasking his battery. 
He began on the instant, and vow'd that * her eyes 
Far exceeded in brilliance the stars in the skies,-** 
That her lips were like roses— her cheeks were like lilies*— 
Her breath nad the odour of daffy-down-dillies 1'-^ . 
With a thousand more compliments equally true^ . 
And exj^essed in similitudes equally new 1 

— ^Then his left arm he placed Round her jimp^ taper waist— 
— ^Ere she fixed to repulse, or return, his embrace^ 
Up came running a man, at a deuce of a pace. 
With that very peculiar expression of fitce 
Which always betokens dismay or disaster, 
Ciying out — ^'twas the Gardener, — ^'Ob, Ma'am! we've found 

Master I' 
— ^ Where! where?* screamed the lady; and Edio scream'd 
•Where? 

The man couldnt say ' There V He had no breath to spare, 
But, gasping for air, he could only respond 
By pointing — he pointed, alas ! — ^ro thb Pondl 

— Twas e'en so— poor dear Knight! — ^with his 'specs* and his bat 
He'd gone poking his noee into this and to that ; 

When, close to the side Of the bank he espied 
An 'uncommon fine ' Tadpole, remarkably &t 1 

He stoop'd ; and he toought her 

His own ; — ^he had caught her ! 
Got bold of her tail,— and to land almost brought her. 
When — he plump'd head and heels into fifteen feet water I - 

The Lady Jane was tall and slim, 

The Lady Jane was fair, ' 

Alas for Sir Thomas I — she grieved for him, 
As she saw two serving*men, sturdy of limb^ 

His bodv between them bear. 
She Bobb'd, and she sigb'd ; she lamented, and cried^ 
For of sorrow brimful was her cup ; 



it2 IBB K!!IQHr AHB TUB iJOfT. 

Sh0 wmmM, and I ihmk AeM iMvve &U^ down and died, 

if C!iB)»feMii MaeBridie Bad not been by h^r side, 
Witii Hw GbidoDor; they befefa their aasislanoe aappiied. 
And managed to heid aer mx.— « 

But whn aha ^ cooiaB to,^ Oh! *tiB^)OGkxDg toTiev 
The sight whidb the eorpae teveaia 1 

Sir Thcnuia's badgr, it toaked so odd^ha 
Was half eaten up by the eels I 
His waiflteoafc and hoie^ and the leat of hia dothoa 
Were all gnawVi thiough and through ; 
And out of caahahoa Am •eel they drew; 
And fix)m eaeh of hia peokela they puU*^ out two 1 
And the Gaidenar hnatdf had aaonted a iiear, 

Aa Hell we aoi^ auppoae; 
For, when he-oaoae nuunng to give t^ alann, 
Uo had six in ^ baskiafc thai hung ca hm arm. 

Good Father John* Was summoned anon ; 
Haly water was sprinkled. And little bells tiiiklod^ 
And tapers were n^bted. And incense ignited, 
And masses were snag, and masses were said, 
All day, for the quiet repose of the dead. 
And all night no one thought about going to bed* 

But Lady Jane was tall and slim. 
And Lady Jane was fair,— 
And, ere morning came, that winsome dame 
Had made up her mind— k)t, what's much the same, 
Uad thought about— ^iuce more ' changing her namc^* 

And she said, with a pensive air. 
To Thompson, the valet, while taking away, 
When supper was o\'«r, the cloth and the tray,— 
' Eels a many Tve ate ; but any 

So good ne*er tasted before 1— 
They're a fish, too^ of which Tm remarkably fond,— 
Gk) — pop Sir ITiomas again in the Pond — 

Poor dear I — ^hb*ll catch us bomb mo&e ! !' 

HOBAL. 

All middle-agod Gentlemen let me advise. 
If you're married, and have not got very good eya% 
Don't eq poking about after blue-botUe flies ! — 
If you ve spectacles, don't have a tortoiseshell rim. 
And don't go near the water, — ^unless you can swim 1 

* For some account of Father John Ingoldsby, to whose papara I an c 
lAuch beholden, see p. 128. This was the last eodesiastioal act of hb k ; 
ami valuable life. 
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Married Ladies, especially sach as are fair, 
Tall, and slim, I would next reoommend to beware 
How, on losing one spoose, they give way to despair ; 
But let them reflect, 'There are fish, and no doubt on 't— - 
As good in the river as ever came outon*tV 

Should they light on a spouse who is given to roaming 

In solitude — raiaon de fdua, in the ' gloaming,' — 

Let them have a fiz*d time for said spouse to oome home in I 

And if, when * last dinneivbell ' 's rung, he is late, 

To insure better manners in future — Don't wait!^- 

If of husband or children they chance to be fond. 
Have a stout iron-wire fence put all round the pcmd I 



One more piece of adriee, and I dose my appeal**- 
That is — if you chance to be partial to eels, 
Tlien — Crede erperto— trust one who has tried- 
Have them QAtofaHsook'd-'Or stefw*d — ^they're too oily when fried! 
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A LEGEND OF BLBXDXNO-BEABT TASD. 

Did you ever see the Devil dance ? — Old QUEttr . 

STR CHRISTOPHER HATTON he danced witli gi-acc. 
He'd a very fine form and a very fine face. 
And his cloak and his doublet were guarded with lace, 

And the rest of his clothes, As you well may suppose. 
In taste were by no means inferior to those ; 

He'd a yellow-starch'd rufi^ And his gloves were of buff^ 
On each of his shoes a red heel and a rose. 
And nice little moustaches under his noee; 

Then every one knows How he tum'd out bis toes, 
And a very great way that accomplishment goes. 
In a Court where it's thought, in a lord or a duke, a 
Dispjace to fall short in * the Brawls '—(their Cachouca). 
So what with his form and what with his face, 
And what with his velvet cloak guarded with laoe. 
And what with his ele^^ant dancing and grace. 

His dress and address So tickled Queen Bess 
That her Majesty gave him a very snug place ; 
And seeing, moreover, at one single peep, her 
Advisers were, few of them, sharper or deeper 
(Old Burleigh excepted), she made him Lord Keeo^' 
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Tve heard, I oonfesa, with no little surprisey 
Fngl^ftV^ history called a £EU7ago of lies ; 

And a certain Divine, A connexion of mine. 
Who ought to know better, as some folks opine, 

Is apt to declare. Leaning back in his chair. 
With a sort of smirking, self-satisfied air. 
That * all that's recorded in Hume and elsewhere, 

Of our early **Annales'* A trumpery tale is. 
Like the "Bold Captain Smith's," and the ""Lacklesa U\m 

Bay ley's"— 
That old Roger Hovedon, and Ralph de Dicetc^ 
And oUiers (whose name should I try to repeat o- 
ver, well Fm assured you would put in your veto). 

Though all holy friars Were very great lian^ 
And raised stories faster than Grissell and Peto— ^ 
That Harold escaped with the loss of a 'glim' — 

That ike shaft which kill'd Rufus ne'er glanced from a limb 
Of a tree, as they say, but was aimed slap at km, — 
That fair Rosamond never was poison'd or spitted. 
But outlived Queen Nell, who was much to be pitied ; — 
That Nelly her namesake, Ned Longshanks's wife, 
Ne'er went crusading at all in her life. 
Nor suck'd the wound made by the poiaon-tipp'd kmfe I 

For as she. O'er the sea. 
Towards fjoir Galilee, 
Never, even in fieincy, march'd carcass or shook shanks,. 
Of course she could no more suck Longshanks than Craikshank% 
But leaving her spindle-legged liege-lord to roam. 
Stayed behind, and suck'd something much better at home, — 

That it's quite as absurd 

To say Edward the Third, 
Li reviving the Grarter, afforded a handle 
For any Court-gossip, detraction, or scandal, 

As 'twould be to say, That at Court t'other day. 
At l^e fSte which the newspapers say was so gay, 
His Great Representative then stole away 
Ladv Salisbury's garters as part of the play. — 
— That as to Prince Hal's being taken to jail. 
By the London Police, without mainprize or bail, 

For cuffing a judge, It's a regular fudge ; 
And that Chief-Justice Gasooigne, it's very well known. 
Was kick'd out the moment he came to the throne.-^ 
— ^Then that Richard the Third was a ** marvellous propei mAn**— 
Never kill'd, injur'd, or wrong'd of a copper, man ! — 

Ne'er wish'd to smother The sons of his brother, — 
Nor ever struck Harry the Sixth, who^ instead 
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Of being aquabaflh'd, as in Shakspeare weVe read. 

Caught a bad influenza, and died in his bed. 

In tne Tower, not £Bir from the room where the Guard in 

(The octagon one that adjoins Duffus Hardy^s). 

— That, in short, all the ** facts " in the DeDem Bcrtptorts, 

Are nothing at all but sheer humbugging stories.* 

Then if, as he vows, both this country and France in, 
Historians thus gave themselves up to romancing, 
Notwithstanding what most of them join in advancing 
llespecting Sir Christopher's capering and prancing, 

Twill cause no surprise If we find that his rise 
Is not to be solely ascribed to his dancing 1 
The fad is. Sir Christopher, early in life, 
As all bachelore should do, had taken a wife, 
A Fanshawe by family, — one of a house 
Well descended, but boasting less ' nobles * than nous ; 

Though e'en as to purse He might have done worse, 
For I find, on perusing ner Grandfather's will, it is 
Clear she had ' cood gifts beside nossibiUties,' * 

Owches and rings. And sucn sort of things, 
Orellana shares (then the American Stocks), 
Jewell'd stomachers, coifs, ruffs, silk-stockingn with clocks, 
Foint-lace, cambric handkerchiefs, night-caps^ and— socks — 
(Recondite apparel contained in her b>x), 

— Then the height of her breeding And depth of her reading 
Might captivate any gay youth, and, in leading 
Him on to ' propose,' well excuse the proceeding : 
Truth to tell, as to ' reading,' the Lady was thought to do 
More than she should, and know more than she oueht to do ; 

Her maid, it was said. Declared that she read 
(A custom all staid folks discourage) in bed ; 

And that often o' nights. Odd noises and sights 
In her mistress's chamber had giv'n her sad frights, 
After all in the mansion had put out their lights. 
And she verily thought that hobgoblins and sprites 
Were there, kicking up all sorts of devil's delights ; — 
Miss Alice, in short, was supposed to ' collogue ' — I 
Don't much like the word — with the subtle old rogue, I 
Ve heard call'd by so many names— one of them's * Bogy '— 

Indeed 'twas conceived, And by most folks believed, 
—A thing at which all of her well-wishers griev'd^ 
That should she incline to play such a vagary 
Like sage Lady Branxholm, her oontempo-raiy 

* *Se7eQ handled pounds and possibilities is good gifts/ 

Sir Huoh Kvakb. 



1 



126 lUS BOOHE-WAKXCra. 

rExcnse the false quantity, reader, I piay), 
She could turn a knight into a waggon ot hay, 
Or two nice little boys into puppies at play, 
liaison de pita, not a doubt could exist oi her 
Power to turn 'Kit Hatton' into ' Sir Ghristofiher^ 
But what ' mighty magic,' or strong * conjaratioii,' 
Whether loYe-powder, philtre, or other potation 
She used,! confess, Fm unable to guess, — 
Much less to express By what skill and addrca 
She ' cut and contrived ' with such signal success^ 
As we Londoners say, to ' inwiggle ' Queen Bess, 

Inasmuch as I lack heart To study the Bludk Artj 
Be that as it may, — ^it*s as clear as the sun, 
That^ howeyer she did it» 'twas certainly dcme! 

Kow, they're all very well, titles, honour, and ncnk. 
Still we can't but admits if we choose to be frank, 
There's no harm in a snug little sum in the Baokl 

An old proverb says, * Pudding still before praiiin V 
An adage well known Tve no doubt in those days, 
And George Colman the Younger, in one of his plays, 
Makes one of his (^racters loudly declare 
That *a Lord without money,* — I quote from his *Hcir» 
At-Law* — * 's but a poor wishy-washy affair;' — 
In her subsequent conduct I think we can see a 
Strong proof the Dame entertain'd some such idea. 

For, once in the palace, We find Lady Alico 
Again playing tricks with her Majesty's chalice 

In the way that the jocose, in 

Our days, term * hocussing ;' 
Tlie liquor she used, as I've said, she kept close, 
But wnatever it was, she now doubled tiie dose ! 

(So true is the sayino:, * We never can stay, m 
Our progress, when once with the foul fiend we league na.^ 
— She *doctor'd' the punch, and she *doctor*d' the negto^ 
Taking care not to put in sufficient to flavour it, 

Till, at every fresh sip, That rooisten'd her lip, 
The Virgin Queen grew more attach'd to her Favourite. 

* No end ' now he commands Of money and lands. 
And, as George Robins aiys, when he's writing about faoosei^ 
' Messuages, tenements, crofts, tofts, and outhouses,* 
Parks, manors, chascK, She * gives and she grants, 
To him and his heirs, and his uncles and aunts ;* 
Whatever he wants, he has only to ask it, 
And all other suitors are * left in the basket,' 

1^11 Dudley and Bawleigh Began to look squally. 
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Wl:ile even grave Cecil, the famous Lord Burleigh, 
Himself^ ' shook his hetid/ and grew 8nam>ish and surly. 

AU this was fine sport, Ab our authors report^ 
To dame Alice, hecome a great Lady at Court, 
Where none than her Ladyship's hushaod look'd bigper, 
Who ' led the brawls^* still with the same grace ami vigour. 
Though losing a little in slimness and figure; 
For eating and drinking all day of &e ^at 

Of viands well drest, With 'Burgess's Zert,' 
Is apt, by degraes, to enlarge a manis <v«t ; 
And, wliat in Bir Cbnslqpher went lo inoreaie it, he 
'd always been rather inclined to obesity ; 
— Few men in those times were found to grow thinner 
With beef-steaks for break£ut and pork-pie lor dinner. 

Now it's really a difficult problem to say 

How long matters might have gone on in this way. 

If it had not unluckily happened one day 

That Nick, — ^who, because He'd the gout in his daws 
And his hoofs — rhe's by no means so young as he was. 
And is subject of kite to a sort of rheumatic a- 
-ttack that partakes bo^h of gout and sciatica,)— 
All the night long had twisted and grinn'd 
His pains much increased by an easterly wind. 
Which always compels him to hobble and limp^ 
Was strongly adviised by his medical bnp 
To lie by a little, and give over work. 
For he'd lately been sUving away like a Turk, 
On the Guinea-coast, helping to open a brave trade 
In niggers, with Hawkinsf who founded the slavo-trade^ 
So be call'd for his ledger, the constant resource 
Of your mercantile folk, when they're 'not in full force ;* 
— If a cold or catarrh makes them husky and hoarse, 
Or a touch of gout keeps them away from * the Boubbe/ 
They look over their books as a matter of coaine. 
Now scarce had Nick tum'd over one page or two;, 
Ere a prominent item attracted his view, 
A Bill I that had now been some days overdue, 

* *Thft grave Lord Keeper led the brawls. 

The seals and maoes daooed before him.* — Gray. 

f Sir John Hawkins for ' his toorthye attempts and services,* and becaose ' iu 
the same he had djvem ct^iifligbts with the Morjans and slew and toke djvera 
of tlie same Moiynnn,' received from Elizabeth an honouroAle augmentation to 
his coat armour, including, for his crest, A Dgmi-Afoar sabUj with two manoGlei 
on $ach arm. or* 
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From one Alice Hattoii, nde Fanshawe — a namo 
Which you'll reoognise, reader, at onoe as the same 
With that home by Sir Ghristopher'a enidite dame I 
The aisnature-— much more primone^ than pink, 
Seem'd ifvritten in hlood — but it might be red ink — 

While the rest of the deed He proceeded to read^ 
Like ey'ry * bill, bond, or acquittance ' whose date is 
Three hundred years old, ran in Latin, — * BdcUia 
(Diahdli t) omnes ad qvas hoc pervenieni — * 
—But courage, dear Reader, I mean to be lenient. 
And scorn to inflict on you half the ' lAw-rsading ' 
I picked up ' umquhile in three days' special pleadings 
Which cost me— a theme Fll not pause to digress aa — 
Just thirty-three pounds six-and-eightpence a lesson — 
'As I'm stout, ril be merciful,' therefore, and sparing 
All these technicalities, end by declaring 

The deed so correct As to make one suspect, 
(Were it possible any such person could gp there) 
Old Nick nad a Special Attorney below were: 
'Twas so fram'd and express'd no tribunal could shake il^ 
And fiirm as red wax and Hack ferret could make it. 

By the roll of his eye As Old Nick put it by. 
It was clear he had made up his mind what to do 
In respect to the course he should have to pursue, 
When his hoof would allow him to put on a shoe ! ! 

No^ although the Lord Keeper held under the crown. Loose 
And land in the country — he'd never a Town-house, 

And, as we have seen, His course always bad been. 
When he wanted a thing, to solicit the Queen, 
So now, in the hope of a fresh acquisition. 
He danced off to Court with his < Humble Petition,' 

' Please your Majesty's Grace, I have not a place 
1 can well put my head in, to dine, sup, or sleep 1 
Your Grace's Lora Keeper has nowhere to keep. 

So I beg and entreat. At your Majesty's feet, 
That your Grace will be graciously pleased for to say. 

With as little delay As your Majesty may. 
Where your Majesty's Grace's Lord Keeper's to stay — 
— ^And your Grace's Petitioner ever will prayl' 

The Queen, when she heard This petition preferrM 
Gave ear to Sir Christopher's suit at a word;— 
•Odds Bobs, my good Lord I' was her gracious reply, 

'I don't know, not I, Any good reason why 
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A Lord Keeper, like you, should not always he nigh 

To advise— and devise — and revise^our supply — 

A House 1 we're surprised that the thing did not strike 

Us before — ^Yes ! — of course ! — Pray, whose house would ycni like I 

When I do things of this kind, I do them genteelly, 

A House? — let me see ! there's the Bishop of Ely 1 

A capital mansion, I'm told, the proud knave is in, 

Up tnere in Holhom, just opposite Thavies Inn— 

Where the strawberries grow so fine and so big, 

Which our Grandmother's Uncle tucked in like a pig, 

King Richard the Third, which you all must have read of — 

The day, — don't you know ? — ^he cut Hastings' head oflf — 

And mark me, proud Prelate I — Pm speaking to you. 

Bishop Heaton ! — ^you need not, my lord, lo(S: so blue — 

Give it up on the instant 1 I don't mean to shock you. 

Or else by 1— (The Bishop toaa shock'd I)— I'll unfrock you 1 ! 

The Queen turns abruptly her back on the group^ 
The courtiers all bow as she passes, and stoop 
To kiss, as she goes, the hind flounce of her noop, 
And Sir Christopher, having thus danced to some tune, 
Skips away with much glee in his best rigadoon 1 

While poor Bishop Heaton, Who found himself beaten. 
In serious alarm at the Queen's contumelious 
And menacing tone, at once gave him up Ely House, 
With every appurtenance thereto belonging, 
Including the strawberry beds 'twas so strong in ; 
Politely ne boVd to the gratified minion. 
And said, ' There can be, my good lord, in opinion 

No difference betwixt yours And mine as to fixtures, 
And tables, and chairs — We need no survey'rs — 
lake them just as you find them, without reservation, 
Grates, coppers, and all, at your own valuation V 

Well I the object is gain'd I A good town-houso obtaiii'd I 
The next thing to be thought of, is now 
The * house-warming' par^ — ^the when and the how, — 

The Court ladies call. One and all, great and small, 
For an elegant ' Spread,' and more elegant Ball, 
So^ Sir Christopher, vain as we know of his capering, 
Ko sooner had finish'd his painting and papering 

Than he sat down and wrote, A nice little pink note 
To every great Lord, whom he knew, and his spouse, 
* From our poor place on Holbom-hill (late Ely House), 
I/.rd Keeper and Dame Alice Hatton request. 
Lord So-and-So's (name, style, or title exprest^ 

Grood company on The next eve of St John, 
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Yiz. : Friday week, June 24th, as their gaest^ 

To partake of po^-luck, And taste a £ftt bock. 
N.B. Venison on table exactly at 3» 
QuadiJAleB in the afternoon. 

B. S. V. P. 

For my good Lord of So-and-so these, and his wiib; 

Ridel ride 1 for thy life! for thv life I for thy UfeT 

Thus, courtiers were wont to mdorse their ezpressss 

In Hany the Vlllth's time, and also Queen Bess's. 

The Dame, for hei part, too, took order that cards 

Should be sent to the mes»-roonis of all the Hussan 

The Household troops. Train-bands, and horse and foot €hiaEdtt 

Well the day for the root At length came abont^ 
And the bells of St. Andrew's rang merrily out, 
As horse-litter, coach, and pad-nag, with its pillion, 
(The mode of conveyance then UKd by ' the Million,') 

All gallant and grand Defiled from the Strand, 
Some through Chancery (then an unpaved and much wetter) Lai^* 
Others through Shoe (which was not a whit better) Lane; 
Others through Fewtar's (corrupted to Fetter) Lane; 
Some from Cheapside and St. Mary-le-Bow, 
From Bishopsgate Street, Dowgate Hill,* andBudgo Bow. 

The^ come and they go, 

Souire and Dame, Belle and Beau 
Down Snore Hill (which we have since whitewash'd to Snow) 
All eager to see the magnificent show, 
And sport what some call 'a fantastical toe;* 

In silk and in satin. To batten and &tten 
Upon the good cheer of Sir Chnstopher Hatton. 

A flourish, trumnets ! — sound again I — 

He comes, bola Drake, the chief who made a 
Fine hash of all the powers of Siiain, 

And so serv*d out their Grand Annada: 
With him come Frobisher and HawkingR, 
In yellow rufis, rosettes, and stockings. 

Boom for my Lord I — proud Leioestet's Earl 

Betires awhile from courtly cares. 
Who took his wife, poor helpless girl 1 

And pitch*d her neck and heel down staim^ 
Proving, in hopes to wed a richer. 
If not her ' iiiend,* at least her ' pitcher.' 

* Sir Frands Dxvkt's hooac^ ' th« Arboor/ gtood 
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li flourish, trumpets 1 strike the drams! 

WUl Shskspeare, never of his pen mdL, 
Is here — next Doctor Masters oomes, 

Benown'd afar for curing men sick,— 
Queen's Seijeant Barham* with his bams 

And tipstaves, coif, and wig forensic; 

£3e lost, unless Sir Richard lies, his 
ife at the fiunous ' Black Assizes^') 
Boom! Booml for neat Cecil ! — ^plaoe, plaoe^ for his Dane! — 
Boom 1 Boom 1 for Southampton---for Sidney, whose name 
As a Pret4x Chevalier, in the records of Fame^ 

* Beats Banagher ' — e'en now his praises, we aU shig 'em, 
Kni^t, Foe^ Qentleman I — Boom i for Sage Walsingham I 

Boom 1 for Lord Hunadon I — for Sussex J — for Bawlsighl — 
For Ikgoldsdt 11 Oh 1 it^s enough to appal je ! 

Dear me 1 how they calll Ebw thej sqnaU 1 how thej bawl 
This dame has lost her shoe — that one her shawl-— 
My lord's got a tumble — my lady a fall 1 

NowaHalll aHalll A Brawl! a Brawl I 
Here's my Lord Keeper Hatton, so stately and taUl 
Has led out Lady Hunadon to open the BolL 

Fiddlers I Fiddlers 1 fiddle sway 1 
Besin your catgut I fiddle and play I 

A roundelay 1 Fiddle away 1 
Obey 1 obey ! — hear wliat they all say ! 
Hip I — ^Music Nosey 1 — play up there! I— play I 
Never was anything half so gay 
As Sir Christopher Hatton'a grand holiday 1 

The clock strikes twelve 1 — Who cares for the clock? 

Who cares for Hark 1 — What a loud Single-knodk ! 

Dear me 1 dear me 1 Who can it be? — 
Why, who can be coming at this time of nisht^ 
With a knock like that honest folk to afirightl— 

* AflFright ?' — yes, affright ! — ^there are many who mock 
At fear, and in danger stand firm as a roclc. 

Whom the roar of the battle-field never could shock, 

Yet quail at the sound of a vile ' Single knock 1' 

Hark! — what can the Porter be thinking of? — ^What! — 

If the booby has not let him in V\\ be ahotl — 

Dear me 1 how hot The room's all at once got I — 

And what rings through the roof? — It's the sound of a Jioo/J 

It's some donkey a-ooming upstairs at full trot! 

Stay I — the folding-doors open I the leaves are thrown back. 

And in dances a tali Figurant — ^all in black I ! 

* Called by Sir Richard Baker * Th« famous Lawyer.'— /S'etf ^ia ChtrmicU 
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Gradous me what an mireehat J Oh, what a botmd 

Then with what an iP^Uomb he comes down to the groond I 

Look there I look there ! Now he's np in the air I 
Now he's here I — ^now he's there — now he's no one knowi wherr .^ 
See 1 see ! — ^he's kick*d over a tahle and chair ! 
There they go! — all the strawherries, flowers, and swoet herbs. 

Turn d o'er and o'er, Down on the floor, 
£v*ry caper he cuts oyersets or disturhs 
All the * Keen's Seedlings,' and ' Wihnot's SaperhsT 

There 's 9k pirouette ! — we 're All a great deal too near ! 
A ring ! — give him room or he '11 ' shin ' you — stand clear ! 
There 's a spring again I — oh 1 'tis quite frightful !^K>h dear I 
Tils too 's hroke the top of the glass chandelier ! I 

Now he's down again — ^look at the congees and hows 
And BolaaoTU which he makes to the I^une of the House, 
Lady Alice, the nohle Lord Trrasurer's spouse I 

Come, now we shall view A grand paa de deum 
Perform'd in the very first style by these two 
— ^But no I — she recoils — she could scarce look more pale if 
Instead of a Beau's 'twas the bow of a Bailiff 1 — 
He holds out his hand-— she deqlines it» and draws 
Back her own — see I — he grasps it with horrid black claws, 
Like the shorty sharp, strong nails of a Polar Bear's pawa I I 

Then she ' scream'd such a scream I' Such another, I deem» 
As, long after. Miss Mary Brown* scream'd in her dream. 
Well she might 1 for 'twas shrewdly remark'd by her Page, 
A Bhaip little boy about twelve years of age, 

who was standing close by When she utt^d her cry. 
That the whole of her arm shrivell'd up, and erew dry, 
While the fingers and thumb of the himd he had got 
Li his clutches became on the instant red hot ! ! 

Now he whirls and he twirls Through the girls in their cm'j^ 
And their rouge, and their feathers, and diamonds, and pearls; 

Now high, — ^now low, — Now fast, and now slow. 
In terrible circumgyration they go ; 
The flame-colour'aJBelle and her coffee-faced Beau I 

Up they go once ! and up they go twice 1 — 
Bound the hall I — ^round the hall 1 — and now up they go thiioe 
Now one grand pirxmettey the performance to crown ! 
Now again they go ttp 1 ! — and they never oomb dowk 1 1 1 

The thunder roars I And the rain it pours ! 
And the lightning comes in through the windows and doon! 

• Vide the cdebnted ballad of •Giles Scroggins.'— CafnocA's ed^ 7 DUb^ 
Und. 1841. 
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Then more calling, and bawling, And squalling^ and &Uin& 
Oh I what a fearful * stramash ' they are all in I 

Out they all saUy, The whole corps de ballet — 
Some dash down Holbom-hill into the valley, 
Where stagnates Fleet Ditch at the end of Harp Alldy, 
Some t'other way, with a speed quite amazing, 
Kor pause to take breath till they get bevond Qray^s lim. 
In every sense of the word, such a rout of it^ 
Never was made in London, or out of it 1 

When they came the next day to examine the scene, 

There was scarcely a vestige of all that had been; 

The beautiful tapestry, blue, red, and green, 

Was all blacken d and soorch'd, and looked dirty and mean. 

All the crockery broken, dish, plate, and tureen ! 

While those who look*d up could perceive in the roof, 

One very huge hole in the shape (X a ha^I 

Of poor Lady Hatton, it's needless to say, 

Ko traces have ever been found to this day, 

Or the terrible dancer who whisk'd her away ; 

But out in the court-yard — and just in that part 

Where the pump stands — lay bleeding a laboe Hcjhan Heaut, 

And sundry large stains Of blood and of brains, 
Which had not been waah'd ofl' notwithstanding the lahu. 
Appeared on the wood, and the handle and chains. 
As if somebody's head with a very hard thump, 
Had been recently knook'd on the top of the pump. 
That pump is no more f ^— that of which you 've juist read,— 
But they 've put a new iron one up in its stead. 

And still, it is said. At that ' small hour ' so dread, 
When all sober people are cozy in bed. 
There may sometimes be seen on a moonshiny nighty 
Standing close by the new pump a Lady in Whi^, 
Who keeps immping away with, 'twould seem, all her might. 
Though never a drop comes her pains to reouite I 
And hence many passengers now are debarr d 
Pnm proceeding at nightfall through Bleeding-Heart Yard ; 

VOBAL. 

Fair ladies attend I And if you've a ' friend 
At Court,* don't attempt to bamboozle or trick her I 
— Don't meddle with negns, or any mix'd liquor !-«i- 
Don't dabble in * Magic I* my story has shown. 
How wrong 'tis to use any charms but your own I 

2 > 
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All CoDJuring*8 badl they maj ^ la &Mn^ii;» 
Before th(^*re awaw, «iul whatever its^hflip^ 
They may find it iu> eajsy afiair to cacape* ' 
It's not eTerybodijr that oomea oSjm well 
From leger^-inain Jbridu im Mr. JkuiuL 

Don*t dance with a Stranger who looks 'filto » Ovy; 
And wheti dancing don*t cut your capeis too high I 

Depend on*t tihe Ikuit^ in Your medusd « 'mLEftii|^ 
If ever you kick out the candles — don*t tiy 1 

Ai«haUor*play». OraayMtr^ 
When a jHstU aoumer ssoslbitutcB Ui» * j^jm^' 
If strawbVies and cvqasn with CitAJflFt^NB fsrm a |nrt^ 
Take care of your I1jsa'».-hui4 ■tskS' «» of -ysnr iSMArd 

If you want a new house For yourself and yonr spoiw^ 
Buy, or build one, — and honestjy nay, every brick, ^ h ! 
Don't be so green as to go to Old Nick for it — 
— Go to George Robins — he'll find you *a perch,' 
(JDvUm Domum*8 his word J without robbing the CSiaxdL. 

The last pisoe of adwios wbich I'd hsflre yoa Jregazd 
Is, ' don't go of a xa^ into iUoeding-lieart Sfaixl/ 
It's a dark, littls^ dnrty, hlaek, ill-rfMAiog sq«u»e, 
With queer people about^ anil nolesH yon taJov cbi% 
You may fiuid'trh«n your pocket's oicau'd outand.'taft 
That the mmjtgm is not the 01% *'Pttui^ ' tbeml 



THE FORLC/Jm OWL 

AH ! why those piteous sounds of woe, 
Lone wanderer of the dreary ni^t ? 
Thy gush in*; tesirs in torrents flow. 
Thy lxwi)ra |>ants in wild affright-f 

And thou, within whose iron breast 
Those frowns austere too truly tell. 

Mild pity, heaven-^dt^Mcendcd guest, 
Hath ivuver, never deign'd to dwclL 

'That rutfei uncivil touch forego^' 
fttom deii)ioi of a flootia^ hoiiri 

Nor 'jomke th« angeis weep' to knoir 
Tb*ibnd ' fsiitastio tiii^ ' of poivorl 
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Koov'ft thoa not ' mercj is not rtrai&'d 

But droppeth as the gentle dew/ 
And while it blesseth him who g»in*d» 

It bleMBth him who gave it, too ? 

Say, what art thou ? and what is ha, 

rale victim of despair and pain» 
Whose streaming eyes and bended knee 

Sue to thee thus — and sue in vain? 

CoM callous man ! — ^he scorns to yield* 

Or aught relax his felon gripe, 
fint answers, ' Fm Inspector Field f 

And this here warment's priggM. juor m^. 



JEBBY JARVIS'8 WIG. 

A USQEHD OF THE WEALD 09 XUT. 

«Tfa« wig's th« thing I the wig! the wig.'— (Utf SiMy. 

^ TOE»' said old Jarvii^ looking out of his wisdow, — it wii his 
t3 ground-floor hack, — ^'Joe^you seem to be "veiy hot^ Jos^ and 
you have got no wig I' 

* Yea, sir,' quoth Joseph, pausing and resting upon hk spadi^ 'it*a 
as hot a day as ever I we ; but the celery most be got in» or thtexell 
be no autumn crop, and — ' 

' Well, but Joe, the sun'sso hot, and it shines so on your bald head, 
it makes one wink to look at it You'll have a CfMg>4& ^ eii, Joe.* 

* No matter ; it's very hot working ; and if youll^step in doora» PU 
give you — * 

* Thank ye, your honour, a drop of beer will be very acceptable.' 
Joe^s countenance brightened amazingly. 

•Joe, ni give you — my old wig I' 

The countenance of Joseph fell, his grey eye had c^stened as a 
blest vision of double X flitted athwart his fancy ; its glance fiided 
again into the old, filmy, gooseberry-coloured hue, as he growled in 
a minor key, *A wig, sir !' 

' Yes, Joe, a wig. The man who does not study the comfort dt 
his dependants is an unfeeling sooundreL You shall hav« my old 
wom-out wig.' 

*I hope, sir, youll give me a drop o' baer tc dzink joqj: honour'a 
henlth in, it u yerv hot, and— 
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' Come in, Joe, and Mrs. Witherspoon Bball give it you. 

' Heaven bless your honour ;' said honest Joe, striking Lis 
|>erpendicularly into the earth, and walking with mare than usmi 
alacrity towards the close-cut, quickset hedge which aepaimted Ur. 
Jarvis's garden from the high road. 

From the quickset hedge aforesaid he now raised, with all doe 
delicacy, a well-worn and somewhat dilapidated jacket^ of a stnfi* by 
drapers most pseudonymously termed * everlasting.' Alack ! alack 1 
what is there to which temptia edax rerum will accord that epithet? 
In its high and palmy days it had been all of a i»eoe ; but as its 
master's eye now fell upon it, the expression of his countenaiioe 
seemed to say with Octavian, 

' Those days are gone^ Floranthe I' 

It was now, from frequent patching, a coat not unlike that of ths 
patriarch, one of many colours. 

Joseph Washford inserted his wrists into the corresponding orifices 
of the tattered garment, and with a steadiness of circumgyiatlon, to 
be acquired only by long and sufficient practice, swung it hori- 
zontally over his ears, and settled himself into it. 

' Confound your old jacket,' cried a voice from the other side the 
hedge I 'keep it down you rascal I don't yon see my horse is 
frightened at it ?' 

'Sensible beast P apostrophised Joseph, Tve been frightened at 
it myself every day for the last two years.* 

The gardener cast a rueful glance at its rieeve, and pursued his 
way to the door of the back kitchen. 

' Joe,' said Mrs. Witherspoon, a fat, comely dame, of about five- 
and-forty — * Joe, your master is but too good to you ; he is always 
kind and considerate. Joe, he has desired me to give you his old wig.' 

' And the beer. Ma'am Witherspoon ?' said Washford, taking the 
proffered caxon, and looking at it with an expreesion somewhat 
short of rapture ; * and the beer, ma'am ?* 

*The beer, you guzzling wretch! — what beer? Master said 
nothing about no beer. You ungrateful fellow, has not he given 
you a wig ?* 

' Why, yes. Madam Witherspoon I but then, yon see^ his hoiumr 
said it was very hot> and I'm very dry, and — * 

' Go to the pump^ sot 1' said Mrs. Witherspoon, as she slammed 
the back-door in the fuoQ of the petitioner. 
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Mrs. Witherapoon was ' of the Lady Huntingdoa persuaaiony' ard 
Honorary Assistant Secretary to the Appledore branch of the 
^ Ladies' Grrand Junction Water-working I'emperani^ Society.' 

Joe remained for a few moments lost in mental abstraction ; ho 
looked at the door, he looked at the wig ; his first thought was to 
throw it into the pigsty, — his corruption rose, but he resisted the 
impulse; he got the better of Satan; the half-formed imprecation 
died before it reached his lips. He looked disdainfully at the wig ; 
it had once been a comely jaaey enough, of the colour of over^ 
Ixiked ginger-bread, one of the description commonly knovm during 
the latter half of the last century by the name of a ' brown George.* 
The species, it is to be feared, is now extinct, but a few, a very few 
9f the same description might, till very lately, be occasionally seen, 
— ran nantes in gyrgite vos^o^the glorious relics of a bygone day, 
cruwning the cerebellum of some venerated and venerable provost, or 
judge of assize ; but Mr. Jarvis's wig had one peculiarity ; unlike 
most of its fellows, it had a tail I — ' cribbed and confined,' indeed, 
by a shabby piece of faded shalloon. 

Washford looked at it again ; he shook his bald head ; the wig 
had certainly seen its best days ; still it had about it somewhat of 
an air of faded gentility ; it was ' like ancient Rome, majestic in 
decay,* — and as the small ale was not to be forthcoming, why- 
after all, an old wig was better than nothing ! 

Mr. Jeremiah Jarvis, of Appledore, in tlie Weald of Kent, was a 
gentleman by act of parliament; one of that class of gentlemen 
who, disdaining the (our^eo^se-sounding name of ' attomey-at-law,' 
ai'e, by a legal fiction, denominated solicitors. I say by a legal 
fiction, for surely the general tenor of the intimation received by 
such as enjoy the advantage of their correspondence, has little in 
c(»mmuu with the idea usually attached to the term 'solicitation.' 

* If you don't pay my bill, and costs, I'll send you to jail,' is a 
wry energetic entreaty. There are, it is true, etymologists who 
l(Tive their stylo and title from the Latin infinitive ^adicitare^ to , 

• iiuike anxious,'- -in all probability they are right 

If this be the true etymology of his title, as it was the main end 
c«f bis calling, th^^a was Jeremiah Jarvis a worthy exemplar of the 
'^fentt* to which he belonged. Few persona in his time had created 
ureater solicitude among his Majesty's lieges within the 'Weald.' 
He was rich, of course. The best house in the country-town is 
ilwayu the lawyer^s, and it generally boasts a green door, stone steps* 
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«Dd a ham knodcer. In neither of these i^ipeadngBB to opofegcs 
WM Jeremiah deficient; but then he was so very rich; his refMOed 
wealth, indeed, paaeed all the common modes of aocaanting far ia 
increase. True, he was so universal a fnvourite that ewerj bsii 
whose will he made was sure to leave him a legacy ; that he was a 
sort oi general assignee to all the hankniptcies within twenty miia 
of Appledore; was clerk to half the 'trastsf and treasarar to 
most ci the 'rates,' 'iunds,* and 'suhseriptioBS,' -in that part of 
the country; that he was land-agent to Lord MoontiiuiK)^ and 
steward to the rich Miss Tabbytaleof 8merrididdle Hail; that ha 
had been guardian (?) to three young profligates who all na thnngh 
their property, which, somehow or another, came at laat iato his 
hands, 'at an equitable valuation.' Still his possesaons w«re so 
conaideiable, as not to be altogether aooonnted for, in vulgar eatoeB, 
even by these and other honourable nixies of aeeiunttlBtkm ; nor 
were there wanting those who conscientiously entertained a hAi 
that a certain dark-coloured gentleman, of indiffefeDt ehaiacta;. 
known principally by his predilection lor appearing ia perpetnal 
mourning, had been through life his great friend and eoanaeUar, 
and had mainly assisted in the acquirement of his rsreanea. That 
'old Jerry Jarvis had sold himself to the devil' waa^ indeed, m 
dogma which it were heresy to doubt in Appledoie ;— -on this head, 
at least, there were few schismatics in the parish* 

When the worthy 'Solicitor' next looked ovt of his gremid- 
fioor back, he smiled with much complacency at beholding Joe 
Wash ford again hard at work — ^in his wig — the little tail aforesaid 
oscillating like a pendulum in the bfeeze. If it be asked what 
could induce a gentleman, whose leadmg prinoiple seems to have 
been self-appropriation, to make so magnificent a present, the aB9WRer 
is, that Mr. Jarvis, might perhaps have though an oecasional act 
of benevolence necessary or politic; he is not the only person, who^ 
having stolen a quantity of leather, has given away a pair of shoes, 
pour VaTiwur de i>ieu,~>ix!rhap6 he had other motives. 

Joe, meanwhile, worked away at the celery-bed; bat trath 
obliges us to say, neither with the same degree of vigour or per- 
severance as had marked the earlier efforts of the morning. His 
pauses were more frequent; he rested longer cm the handle of his 
spade ; while ever and anon his eye would wander fvom ^ tivsch 
beneath him to an object not unworthy the oontemplatioii of a 
natural philosoj^r. This was an apple-troc. 
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Fairer fruit never tempted Evv, er ftiiy of het davghton; fte 
landing branches grmned beneath tMr hixnriant ftei^t, imd 
dro[iping to earth, seemed to «flk tiie proteethsg aid of wwm 
cither to tnpport or to wUeire tfewn. The fine, rich ^ow of their 
fnin-strcaked closters derived additional lovetiness from the level 
beams of the descending dli^-eter. An tcchorHe's maut& hadf 
watered at the pippins. 

On the precise graft of the espalte' ttf Eden, • Sanchoniaffton, 
Mnnetho^ and Berosus' arenndecided; thebefirtHinlbrmed Tklm'sdists; 
however, have, if we are to believe Br. Pinnert Oennim Vcrsioni 
pronounced it a Ribstone pippin, and a Ribstone pippii^-tree it was 
that now attracted the optics, and discomposed l^e inner man of the 
tiiirsty, patient, but perspiring gardener. The heat was still 
opp^csaive ; no beer had moisitened his lip, thongh its very name, 
uttered as it was in the ungracious tones of a Witfaerapoon, had left 
behind a longing as intenoe as fruitless. His thirst seemed supers 
iiptural, when at this moment his left ear esqperrenosd 'asffght and 
tickling sensation,* such as we are assured n occasionally produced 
by an infinitesnnai dose in homoeopathy; a still, small «Di(»-*it was 
as though a daddy lon^legs were whispering in his %mjiaAttfR^Hi 
small voice seemed to say, ' Joe I — take aa apple, Jb(i V 

Honest Joseph started ai the suggestion ; the lich ' inimsna of Iris 
jolly nose deepened to a purple tint in the beaan of tbe setting son ?* 
his very forehead was incarnadine. He mised hii hand tO'Soratdi 
his ear, — the little toitBoos tail had worked its way Mo i^ — he 
pulled it out by the bit of shalloon, and aikyed Hhe itching, titeii 
cast his eye wistfully towards the mansion where hit master was* 
sitting by the open window. Joe pursed up his pandicd' hps into an 
arid whistle, and with a desperate energy struck hig spade- once 
more into the celery-bed. 

Alack! alack! what a piece of work is manl^liow short his 
triumphs ! — ^how frail his resolutions ! 

From this fine and very original moral reflectian we turn re 
]uctantly to record the sequeL The celery-bed, alluded to as the 
main sceue of Mr. Washfbrd's operations, was drawn in a rectilinear 
direction, nearly across the whole breadth of the parallelogram that 
comprised the ' kitchen garden.* Its northern extremity abiMtted to 
the hedge before mentioned, its sootjiem cae-^woe is me t^aA it 
should have been sol'— -was in feaiAil vicmity to the Bihstone 
Xjippin-tree. One branch, Imr bowed t>o earth, seemed ready to 
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disobaige its precious burden into the veiy irench. Aa Joaeph 
stooped to insert the last plant with his dibble, an apple of mora 
than ordinary beauty bobbed against his knuckles. — ^'Ue's taking 
snuff) Jo6y* whispered the same small voice ; — ^the tail had twiated 
itself into its old position. 'He is sneezing 1-^now, Joe! — nowf 
and| ere the agitated horticulturist could recover from his suipdas 
and alarm, the fi'uit was severed, and — in his hand I 

' He ! he 1 he I* shrilly laughed, or seemed to laugh, that aocaised 
little pigtaiL— Wash ford started at once to the perpendicular; — 
with an enfrenzied grasp he tore the jasey from lus head, and, with 
that in one hand, and his ill-acquired spoil in the other, he rushed 
distractedly from the garden! 



All that night was the humble couch of the once-happy gardener 
haunted with the most uaarful visions. He was stealing apples, — ha 
was robbing hen-roosts,— he was altering the chalks upon the milk- 
score, — he had purloined three chemise* from a hedge, and he awoke 
in the very act of cutting the throat of one of Squire Hodge*s sheep ! 
A clammy dew stood upon his temples, — the cold perspiration burst 
from every pore,**he sprang in tenxir from the bed. 

' Why, Joe, what ails thee, man ? cried the usually incnrioos 
Mrs. Washford ; ' what be the matter with thee ? llxee hast done 
nothing but grunt and growl all t' night long, and now thee dost 
stare as if thee saw summut What bees it» Joe ?* 

A long-drawn sigh was her husband's only answer; his eye fell 
upon the bed. * How the devil came that here 7 quoth Joseph, with 
a sudden recoil : * who put that thing on my pillow T 

' Why, I did, Joseph. Th' ould nightcap is in the wash, and thee 
didst toss and tumble so, and kick the clothes off, I thought thee 
mightest catch cold, so I clapt t' wig atop o' thee head.' 

And there it lay, — the little sinister-looking tail impudently 
perked up, like an infernal gnomon on a Satanic dial-plate^-Larceny 
and Ovicide shone in every hair of it I 

'The dawn was overcast, the morning lowered 
And heavily in clouds brought on the day,* 

when Joseph Washford once more repaired to the scene of his daily 
labours; a sort of unpleasant consciousness flushed his oouulenanoe, 
and gave him an uneasy feeling as he opened the garden-gate ; tbr 
Joe, generally speaking, was honest as the skin between his brows ; 
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Lis bind falteTcd as it pressed the latch. ' Pooh, pooh I 'twas but an 
apple, after all!' said Joseph. He pushed open the wicket^ and 
found himself beneath the tempting tree. 

But vain now were all its fascinatiuns ; like fairy gold seen by the 

•noming light, its charms had faded into very nothinguess. Worlds, 

to eay nothing of apples, which, in shape resemble them, would not 

have bought him to stretch forth an unhallowed hand again, he went 

steadily to his work. 

The day continued cloudy : huge drops of rain fell at intervals, 
stamping his bald pate with spots as big as halfpence ; but Joseph 
worked cm. As the day advanced, showers fell thick and frequent ; 
the fresh turned earth was itself fragrant as a bouquet, — Joseph 
worked on ; and when at last JiqiUtr IHuvius descended in all his 
majesty, soaking the ground into the consistency of a dingy pudding, 
he put on his party-coloured jacket, and strode towards his humble 
home, rejoicing in his renewed integrity. * 'Twas but an apple, after 
all 1 Had it been an applo-pie, indticd 1* — 

* An apple-pie 1* the thought was a dangerous one — too dangerous 
to dwell on. But Joseph's better Genius was at this time lord of the 
ascendant ; — he dismissed it, and ]»u»ed on. 

On arriving at his cottage, an air of bustle and confusion prevailed 
within, much at variance with the peaceful serenity usually observ* 
able in its economy. Mrs. Wash lord was in high dudgeon! her 
heels clattered on the red-tiled floor, and she whisked about the 
bouse like a imrched pea upon a drum-head ; her voice generally 
small, and low — *an excellent thing in woman,* — ^was pitched at 
least an octave above its ordinaiy level ; she was talking fast and 
furious. Something had evidently gone wrong. The mystery was 
soon explained. The ' cusaed ouid twoud of a cat' had got into the 
daily, and licked off the cream from the only pan their single cow 
had filled that morning 1 And there she now lay, purring as in 
scorn. Tib, heretofore the meekest of mousers, the honestest, the 
letist ' BcaddU * of the feline race, — a cat that one wonld have sworn 
might have been trusted with untold fish, — ^yes, — ^there was no 
denying it, — proofs were too strong; against her, — ^yet there she lay, 
hardened in her iniquity, coolly licking her whiskers, and reposing 
quietly upon — what ? — Jerry Jarvis^K old wig ! ! 

The patience of a Stoic must have yielded; — it had been too much 
for the tem))eniment of the Man of Uz. Joseph Washford lifted his 
band — that hand which had never yet been raised on Tibby, save to 
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fondle and careae — it now descended on her dercted head in i 
tremendoas ' dowse.* Never was cat so astonished, — so enraged— 
the tiger portion of her nature rose in her soul. In.stead of gallop 
off, hissing and siiuttering, with arched back, and tail erected, as s 
ordinary Grrimalkin would unquestionably hare done under sixni 
ciixjumstances, she paused a moment, — drew back on her hannchesi 
all her energies seemed concentrated for one prodigious spring 
domoniac fire gleamed in her green and yellow eyeballs, as, boundi 
upwards, she fixed her talons firmly in each of her anailai 
cheeks ! — ^many and many a day after were sadly visible th^ mai 
of those envenomed claws — then, dashing over his shoulder wi 
an unearthly mew, she leaped through the open casement, mod n 
seen no more. 

'The Devil's in the cat)' was the apostrophe of Ifrs. Maigai 
Waahfbrd. Her husband said nothing, but Uirust the old wig in 
his pocket, and went to bathe his scratches at the pnmp. 

Day after day, night after night, 'twas all the same— Joe Wad 
ford's life became a burden to him ; his natural upright and hone 
mind struggled hard against the frailty of human nature. He wc 
ever restless and uneasy ; his fnmk, open, manly look, Cat blenche 
not from the gaze of the spectator, was no more : a dy and siniste 
expression had usurped the place of it. 

Mr. Jeremiah Jarvis had little of what the world caDs ' Taste^ 
still less of Science. Ackerman would have called him a 'Snoli 
and Buckland a 'Nincompoop.' Of the Horticultnnd Societj, it 
fisies, its fruit% and its fiddlings, he knew nothing. Little recked 1h 
of flowers — save cauliflowen— -in these, indeed, he was a e owii e wiwr ; 
te their cultivation and oodcery the respective talents of Joe and 
Madame Witherspoon had long been dedicated ; but as for a f»mquei, 
— Hardham's 37 \fas ' the only one fit for a gentleman's nose.' And 
yet, after all, Jerry Jarvis had a good-looking tulip-bed. A female 
friend of his had married a Dutch merchant; Jerry drew the settle- 
ments; the lady paid him by a cheque on * Child's,' the gentleman 
by a present of a ' box of roots.' Jerry put the latter in his garden 
— ke had rather they had been schalots. 

Not so his neighbour, Jenkinson ; he wcu a man of ' Tute' and 
of ' Science ;' he was an F.R.C.E.B.S., which, as he told the Vicir, 
implied, * Fellow of the Royal Gathartioo-Emetico-Botanical Society/ 
and his autogn4>h in Sir John Frostyface's album stood next to that 
of the Emperor of all the* Hussias. Neighbour Jenkinson fell in tors 
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irith the pips and petals of ' neighlioar Jar7iB*8 tulips.' There yrem 
me or two among them of such bnlliaut, such surpassing beauty, 
-^the *caps* so well formed, — the eoiours so defined. To be 
mre, Mr. Jenkinson had enough in his own garden; but then 
Enough,' says the philosopher, ' always means a little mete than a 
man has got.' — Alas 1 . alas 1 Jerry Jarvis was never known to 
pestoWf — ^his neighbour dared not offer to purduue from so wealthy a 
JBkan ; and, worse than aid, Joe, the gardener, waa incormptible — ay, 
but the wig ? t 

Jeeeph Washford was working away again in the blaze of the 
inid-day^Ban ; his head looked like a oopper saucepan frerii fiom l^e 
liraauer's. ^ I 

* Why, whore's your wig, Joseph 7 said the Toice of his miister 
from the well-known window; 'what have you done with your 
wig ?' The question was embarrassing, — its tail had tickled his ear 
till it had made it sore ; Joseph had put the wig in his pocket. 
^ Mr. Jeremiah Jarvis was indignant ; he tiked not that his benefits 
Should be ill i^prteiated by the recipient. ' Hark ye, Joseph Waah<- 
Ibrd,' said he, ^either wear my wig, or let me have it again P 

There was 'no mistaking the meaning of his tones; they were 
xeaonant of indignation and disgust, of mingled grief and anger, tiie 
frpmJgaTttafiAn of sentiment naturally produced by 

•Friendship nnretuin'd. 
And unrequited love.' 

Waahford's heart smote him : he felt all that was implied in his 
master's appeal. 'It's here, your Honour,' said he; 'I had only 
taken it off because we have had a smartish shower ; but the sky is 
brightening now.' The wig was replaced, and the little tortuous 
pigtail wriggled itself into its accustomed position. 

At this moment neighbour Jenkinson peeped over the hedge. 

'Joe Washford 1' said neighbour Jenkinson. 

* Sir to you,' was the reply. 

' How beautiful your tulips look after the rain 1' 

' Ah ! sir, master sets no great store by them fiowers,' returned 
^^V0 gardener. 

' Indeed! Then pediapa he would have no objection to part with 
a few?' 

' Why, no! — ^I don't t&ink master would tike to give them— oi 

lything else, — away, sir;' and Washford scratched his ear. 
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Joe 1 r said Mr. Jenkinson — * Joe I* 

The Sublime, observes Longiuus, is often embodied in a monO' | 
lyllable — ^^ Joe! 1 V — Mr. Jenkinson said no more; but a halT-crown * 
shone from between his upraised fingers, and ita ' poor^ poor dumb | 
mouth ' spoke for him. I 

How Joseph Washford's left ear did itch! He looked to the | 
ground-floor back — Mr. Jarvis had left the window. 

Mr. Jenkinson's ground-plot boasted, at daybreak next noormng 
a splendid Semper Augusiita, * which was not so before,' and Josepk 
Washford was led home, much about the same time, in a most . 
extraordinary state of ' civilation,' from 'The Three JoUy Pot- 
boys.' 

From that hour ho was the Fiend's! I 



* FaeQia descenaus Avemi? says Virgil. ' It is only the fiist step 
that is attended with any difficulty,' says — somebody else — ^when 
speaking of the decollated martyr, St Dennis's walk with bia head 
under his arm. 'The First Step!' — Joseph Washford bad taken 
that step I — ^he had taken two — three — ^four steps ; and now, from a 
hesitating, creeping, cat-like mode of progression, he had got into a 
firmer tread—an amble — a positive trot 1 He took the fjEunily linea 
' to the wash :' — one of Mad4^le Witherspoon's best Holland chemitm 
was never seen after. 

Lost? — ^impossible! How could it be lost? — where could it be 
gone to? — ^who eotdd have got it? It was her beat — ^her wry 
best ! — she should know it among a hundred — among a thousand! — 
it was marked with a great W in the comer I — Lost ? — impoesible — 
She would eee? — ^AlasI she never did see— the chemUe — ahiii^ 
erupit, evasitl — ^it was 

'like the lost Pleiad, seen on earth no more.' 

— ^but Joseph Washford's Sunday shirt was seen, finer and fairer 
than ever — ^the pride and duke decus of the Meeting. 

The Meeting ? — ay, the Meeting. Joe Washford never missed the 
Appledore Independent Meeting House, whether the service wen 
in the morning or afternoon, — whether the Rev. Mr. Slyandry 
exhorted or made way for the Rev. Mr. Tearbrain« Let who would 
officiate, there was Joe. As I have said before he never missed t^ 
but other people missed — one missed an umbrella,— one a pair of 
clogs. Farmer Johnson missed his tobacco-box, — ^Farmer Jackaxi 
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his great-ooat» — Miss Jackson missed her hymn-book, — a diamond 
edition, boond in maroon-coloured velvety with gilt corners and 
clasps. Everything, in short, was missed — but Joe Washford; 
there he sat, grave, sedate, and motionless^-all save that restless, 
troublesome, fidgety little Pigtail attached to his wig, which nothing 
ixtuld keep quiet, or prevent from tickling and interfering with Miss 
Thompson's curls, as she sat back to back with Joe, m the adjoining 
pew. After the third Sunday, Nancy Thompson eloped with the 
tall recruiting sergeant of the Connaught Bangers, 

The summer passed away, — autumn came and went^ — and Christ- 
mas, jolly Christmas, that period of which we are accustomed to 
utter the mournful truism, it ' comes but once a-year,' was at hand. 
It was a fine bracing morning ; the sun was just beginning to throw 
a brighter tint upon the Quaker-coloured ravine of Orlestono-hill, 
when a medical gentleman, returning to the quiet little village of 
Ham Street, that lies at its foot, from a £urm-house at Kingsnorth 
rode briskly down the declivity. 

After several hours of patient attention, Mr. Moneypenny had 
sdioceeded in introducing to the notice of seven little expectant 
brothers and sisters a 'remarkably fine child,' and was now hunying 
home in the sweet hope of a comfortable ' snooze ' for a couple of 
hours before the announcement of tea and muffins should arouse him 
to fresh exertion. The road at this particular spot had, even then, 
been cut deep below the surface of the soil, for the purpose of 
diminishing the abruptness of the descent, and, as either side of the 
saperincumbent banks was clothed with a thick mantle of tangled 
copsewood, the passage, even by day, was sufficiently obscure, the 
level beams of the rising or setting sim, as they happened to enfilade 
the gorge, alone illuminating its recesses. A long stream of rosy 
light was just beginning to make its way through the vista^ and Mr. 
Moneypenny's nose had scarcely caught and reflected its kindred 
ray, when the sturdiest and most active cob that ever rejoiced in the 
appellation of a ' Suffolk Punch,' brought herself up in mid career 
upon her haunches, and that with a suddenness which had almost 
induced her rider to describe that beautiful mathematical figure, the 
jfarahclOf between her ears. Peggy — ^her name was Peggy — stood 
stock-still, snorting like a stranded grampus, and alike insensible to 
the gentle hints afforded her by hand and heel. 

•TchI— tchl— get along, Peggy!* half-i»xclaimed, half-whistled 
the equestrian. If ever steed said in its hearty ' I'll be shot if I do !' 
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ft ifBS T^cggjtt Iftnt xnomefrt. 8I10 pboxled bcBr fonlagi di60|i is &i 
midjvyil, taieed her stump of a tail to aa Mevation appicadun^ th 
borisMZtai, protrudod ker nese like a pointer at a^ mairey^ andtndi 
expanded nostril oonthniod to amtfile moat eg rogi pu alji, 

Mr. Geoffrey (^ambado^ the ilhistrieua' Master of itfieSbne to ife 
Doge of Teme^* teUa ns, m his fiu^-fismed trcatMs on liw iit 
Eqimtnan, tbat the most embanaBsing poHtioii a tiiucii a lite 
can he placed is, when he wishes to ^ one way; and Im hons h 
determined to go sxiother. Then is, to he suic^ a ii 1 ii 111 qtdi, 
whidiy t^o^ it * splits the differeBoe/ acsroc^ obviates tia 
hiooawnaenoe ; this is when the parties eompronuBe fiie mBitter I7 
not gotng any way at all^— to fbis ceotpramise Peggy and Iff 
(soMsrmI) master were now rcdnoed ; they had fiurly jouaed issce. 
^Bndgef quoth the doetor. — ^Bndge notT qnodi I2ie fiend,— Iv 
nothing dwrt of a fiend eoukl, of a surety, inspire F^gy at sndi t 
tSmie with sneh unwanted etetinacy — ^Maneypeafiy whipped sad 
spurred— Peggy plunged, and reared, and kicked, and for sevetsl 
immntiM to a supci-ficial observer the termination of the conteBt nagkt 
have appeared unoertain ; hut your profoufid thinker sees at a glanoe 
t&at; however the scales may appear to vibrate, when the qnestkn 
t etw w en l^e sexes is one of perseverance, it is quite a loat case for 
ibs maBcnline gender. Peggy beat the doctor * all to ati^a,* ani 
wfasn lie was fairly tired of gosding and thumping; nudiitaiiied her 
poaitioii as finnly as ever. 

It is of no great use, and not particularly agreeable, to sat atSI, ea 
a ooid frosty morning in January, upon Hbe ontside of a brute that 
'wiU neither go forwards nor backwards — so Mr. Ifeneypennygot 14 
and muttering cumes both ' loud ' and ' deep * between hia ^tatteriii« 
teeth, 'progressed ' as near as the utmost extremity of the extended 
bridle would allow him, to poep among the weeds and brushwood 
that iaaked the rood, in order to discover, if possible, what it 
was that ao exoinsively attracted the instinctive attenticai of ha 
Bnosphalus. 

Hia curiosity was not long at fault ; the sunbeam glanced partially 
upon some object ruddier even than itself — it was a scarlet waist- 
ooat, the wearer of which, overcome perchance by Christinas compo- 
tatieii, seemed to have selected for his ' thrice-driven bed of down,' 
die thickest clump of the tellest and most tmijosing nettlea^ tSiereon 
to dosa away the naixntic effects of supeiabundant juniper. 

Tiiis, at leasl^ was Mr. Moneypenu]^ belief, or he would acaicely 
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hxve nfcteredy at tLe lugbwt pitch of bis 4toiUiiaUa, * WkaA are you 
doing there, you dnrnkfin necal ? frif^htMung my hosBa 1' — ^Wa have 
already hmied, if not &bBoLuiely atsartod, that P«ggy waa a. maro ; 
bat this waa no time for v«rhal cratieifim^ — * Qei up, I say, — gBt up, 
and go home, you scoundrel \* — ^But the ' scoundrel ' and ' drunken 
caacal ' anaweied not ; he moved not, nor oould the pvo^oDgad. shout- 
fng of the appellant, aided hy significant esplosioBs from a donble- 
tfaonged vhip, succeed in eliciting a npiy. Ko Biatioa indicstod 
ibat the recumbent figure, whosa ootlina aiona waa viaiUi^ »aa a 
living and a bnatihing man i 

The clwB^ shrill tonea of a pLoai^iiboy^ whiatla sannde^ at this 
jrumntmt from the bottom of the hiil» where tha broad and gtocn 
fyrpanaft of Bomjiey Marsh stretches awsgr iram its foot te many a 
jaaile, and now gleanwd through tha mists of morning, dotted and 
enamelled with its thousand flocfak In a few Bunutea hia tiny 
£gure waa seen ' slouching ' up the ascent^ caating a most di^ro- 
partionata and ogre-like shadow before him. 

* Gome here« Jack,' quoth the dootor, — * come here, boy ; lay hold 
of this bridle^ and mind that my horse does not run away.' 

Peggy threw up her head, and snorted disdain of the insinuation, — 
she Jhad not the slightest intention of doing any such thing. 

Mr. Moneypenny meanwhile, disanoumbered of his restive nag, 
pcooeeded by mannal application^ to amuse the sleeper. 

Alas! the Seven of Epheeus might sooner have been awakened 
from their century of somnolency. His was that ' djeamless sleep 
that knows no waking ;' his cares in this world were over. Vainly did 
Jilbneypenny practise his own constant precept, ' To be well shaken 1' 
— ^there lay before him the lifeless body of a Mi7BJ>ebxd Man I 

The corpse lay stretched upon its back, partially concealed, as we 
liave before said, by the nettles which bad sprung up among the 
atumps of the half-grubbed underwood; the throat was fearfully 
lacerated, and the dark, deep, arterial dye of the ooagulated bUxxi 
showed that the carotid had been severed. Inhere was little iv 
denolo the existence of any stniggle ; but as the day brightened, tiir 
sandy soil of the ruad exhibited an impreaaton as of a body that luid 
i&llen on its plastic surface, and had been dragged to its presc-iit 
position, while fresh horse-shoe prints seemed to intimate that eitliei 
the assassin or his victim had been mounted. The pockets of tlic 
deceased were turned out, and empty ; a hat and heavy-loaded whip 
1^^ at no great diatanoe from the body. 
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* But what have we here T quoth Doctor Honeypeimy ; * wbai ■ i 
it that the poor fellow holds ao tightly in his hand T I 

That hand had manifestly clutched eome article with all the 
Bpasmodic energy of a dymg grasp— It was an old wiq ! 

Thoee who are fortunate enough to have seen a Cinquo Port acNiTt- 
house may possihly diyine what that useful and most neoesBvy 
edifice was some eighty years ago. Many of them seem to hsre 
undergone little alteration, and are in general of a composite otder </ 
architecture, a fanciful arrangement of hrick and timher, with whtt 
Johnson would have styled ' interstices, reticulated, and decnssatad 
between intersections' of lath aud plaster. Its less eapfaoniocs 
designation in the ' Weald ' is a ' noggin.' One half the basemect 
story is usually of the more solid material, the other, open to the 
gtreet, — ^from which it is separated only by a row of dingy oolumiu^ 
supporting a portion of the superstructure, — ^is payed with tfles^ and 
sometimes does duty as a market-place, while, in its centre, flanking 
the hoard staircase that leads to the sessions-house above, stands aa 
ominous-looking machine, of heavy perforated wood, chisped within 
whose stem embrace 'the rude forefathers of the hamlet sleep' off 
occasionally the drowsiness produced by oonvirial excess^ in a most 
undignified position, an inconvenience much increased at times by 
some mischievous. urchin, who, after abstracting the shoes of tb» 
helpless detenu^ amuses himself by tickling the soles of his feet. 

It was in such a place, or rather in the Gourt-room above, that ia 
the year 1761 a hale, robust roan, somewhat past the middle ag^ 
with a very bald pate, save where a continued tuil of ocaise^ wiiy 
hair, stretching from above each ear, swelled out into a greyish- 
looking bush upon the occiput, held up his hand before a grave and 
enlightened assemblage of Dymchurch jurymen. He stood arraigned 
for that offence most heinous in the sight of God and man, ths 
deliberate and cold-blooded butchery of an unoffending unprepared 
fellow-creature, — hamicidium quod nttUo videnU^ nuUo vuicuUcaxte, 
dam perpetrtUur, 

The victim was one Humphry Bourne, a reputable giazicr cf Iry- 
church, worthy and well-to-do, though, perchance, a thought too apt 
to indulge on a market-day, when 'a score of ewes' had brought in 
a reasonable profit Some such cause had detained him longer than 
usual at an Ashford cattle-show ; he had left the town late^ and 
alone; early in the following morning his h<»8e was found standmg 
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at luB own stable-door, the saddle turned round beneath iis belly, 
and much about the time that the corpse of its unfortunate master 
was discovered some four miles off, by our friend the pharma- 
copolist. 

That poor Bourne had been robbed and murdered there could be 
no question. 

Who, then, was the perpetrator of the atrocious deed? — The 
nn-willing hand almost refuses to trace the name of-^xToseph 
Waahfoid. 

Yet 80 it was. Mr. Jeremiah Jarvis was himself the coroner for 
that division of the county of Kent kno>vn by the name o£ * The 
Lath of Scraye.' He had not sat two minutes on the body before he 
recognised his qtumdam property, and started at beholding in the 
grasp of the victim, as torn in the death-struggle from the murderer's 
bead, his own Old Wig, — ^his own perky little pigtail, tied up with 
a piece of shabby shalloon, now wriggling and quivering, as in 
salutation of its ancient master. The silver buckles of the murdered 
nian were found in Joe Washford's shoes, — broad pieces were fimnd 
in Joe Washford's pockets, — Joe Washford had himself been found, 
■when the hue-and-cry was up, hid in a corn-rig at no great distance 
from the scene of slaughter, his pruning-knife red with the evidence 
of his crime — * the grey hairs yet stuck to the heft 1' 

For their humane administration of the laws, the lieges of this 
portion of the realm have long been celebrated. Here it was that 
merciful verdict was recorded in the case of the old lady accused of 
larceny, ' We find her Not Guilty, and hope she will never do so 
any more 1' Here it was that the more experienced culprit, when 
called upon to plead with the customary, though somewhat super- 
fluous, inquiry, as to ' how he would be tried ?* substituted for the 
nsual reply *By God and my country,' that of *By your worship 
and a Dymchurch Jury.* Here it was — ^but enough ! — not even a 
Dymchurch jury could resist such evidence, even though the 
gallows (t.e. the expense of erecting one) stared them, as well as the 
criminal, in the face. The very pig-tail alone ! — ever at his ear I — ^a 
clearer case of tuadenie Diahdo never was made out. Had there 
"been a doubt, its very conduct in the Court-house would have 
settled the question. The Bev. Joel Ingoldsby, umquhile chaplain 
to the Komney Bench, has left upon record that when exhibited in 
evidence, together with the blood-stained knife, its twistings, its 
caperings, its gleeful evolutions quite * flabbergasted ' the juiy, and 

2 a 
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threw all beholders into a ooDsternation. It was remarked, toob Iff 
many in the Court, that the Forensic Wig of the Recorder himaif 
was, on that trying occasion, palpably agitated, and that its three 
depending, learned-looking tails lost curl at once, and slunk beaeBtk 
the obscurity of the powdered collar, just as the boldest dog xeooili 
from a rabid animal of its own species, however smali and 2&- 
significant 

Why prolong the painful scene ? — Joe Washford was tried— Joe 
Washford was conyicted — Joe Washford was hanged ! 

The fearful black gibbet, on which his body clanked in its chaiu 

to the midni^t winds, frowns no more upon OrlestoDe Hill ; it has 

sunk beneath the encroaching hand of civilisation; bat there it 

might be seen late in the last oentuiy,an awful warning to all bali- 

pated gentlemen how they wear, or accept, the old wig of a Speciai 

Attorney, 

Timeo Danaffs et dona/erentes I 

Such giffes, as we have seen, may lead to a 'Morbid DeluaoB, the 
climax of which is Murder I' 

The' fate of the Wig itself is somewhat doubtful ; nobody seems to 
have recollected, with any d^ree of precision, what became of it 
Mr. Ihgoldsby ' had heard ' that, when thrown into the fire by the 
Court-keeper, after whiszzing, and fizzling, and performing all aoffis of 
Bupematuial antics and contortions, it at length whirled ap tiie 
chimney with a bang that was taken for the explosion of cne of tfas 
Fevenham powder-mills, twenty miles off; while others ^**«iTiTia1f 
that in the ' Great Storm ' which took place on the night when Mr. 
Jeremiah Jarvis went to his 'long home,* — ^wherever that may 
happen to be, — and the wh(^e of 'The Marsh' appeared as omb 
broad sheet of fiame, something that looked very like a Fieiy Wig— 
perha|» a miniature Comet — ^it had unquestionably a tail — wm seen 
careering in the blaze, — and seeming to ' ride on the whirlwiiid and 
iireot the storm.' 

TmSOPmSTICATED WISHES. 

B7 loss JSUniA. INQOLDSBT, AQED 15. 

(CcmmunieaUd by her Ccunn TonCj 

OH! how I should like in a Coach to ride, 
Like the Sherifib I saw upon Lord Mayor's day. 
With a Coa(^man and little i'ostilion astride 
On the back of the leader, a prancing bay. 
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And then behind it, oh ! I should glory 

To see the tail serving men standing upright^ 

Like the two who attend Mr. Montefiore, 
(Sir Moses I should my) for now he*8 a £lnight 

And then the liyeries, I know it is rude to 

Find &ult — but TU hint as he can't see me blush. 

That rd not haye the things I can only allude to 
JSither orange in hue or constructed of plush ; 

But their coats and their waistcoats and hats are delightful. 
Their charming silk stockings — 1 vow and declare 

Our John's ginger gaiters so wrinkled and frightful, 
I never again shall be able to bear. 

Oh I how I should like to have diamonds and rubies, 
And large plume of feathers and flowers in my hair, 

My gracious 1 to think how our Tom and those boobies, 
JmJc Smith and his friend Mister Thompson, would stare. 

Then how I should like to drive to Guildhall, 

And to see the nobility flocking in shoals. 
With their two-guinea tickets to dance at the ball 

Which the Lord Mayor gives for the relief of the Poles. 

And to look at the gas so uncommonly pretty. 
And the stars and the armour all just as they were 

The day that the Queen came in state to the city 
To dme with the whole Corporation and Mayor. 

Oh I how I should like to see Jane and Letitia, 
Miss Jones and the two Misses Frump sitting still. 

While dear Ensign Brown, of the West Kent Militia, 
Solicits my hand for the ' Supper ' Quadrille. 

With his fine white teeth and his cheek like a rose^ 

And his black cravat and his diamond pin. 
And the nice little moustache under his nose, 

And the dear liitie tuft on the tip of his chin. 

And how I should like some fine morning to ride 
In my coach, and my white satin shoes and go^vn. 

To St. James's Church, with a Beau by my -side, 
And I shouldn't much care if his name was Brown* 



The foregoing pages complete the Series of Poems, 8ec^ published 
under the name of Thomas Ingoldsby ; of these, ' The Legend of 
lamqu/edaoi ' Th» Buooameefi's CwneJ * The EouMe-wcvrmiing^^ ' Zhe 
Lay of St, BmModd! and ' The BroUien <ff Btrekmgtan^' appeared 
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in the New Monthly Magasino, the remainder in Bentley's Ifb- 
oellany. 

The following artLcles, which are added for reasons stated eb&* 
where, though prior in point of date, are by the same author, and, 
with few exceptions, of a similar character with his better-known 
effasioDS. The first three are versioas of dramas piodncod: 
* Hermann^ at the English Opera House; ' WiUiart^ B^^um^ «o 
believe, at Druiy Lane; and * Marie Mignat* at the Haymarket 
Theatre. The concluding lines are those alluded to in the Memoir, 
as having been the last that fell from Mr. Barham's pen, and which 
were written during one of those weaiy nights of watchfulness 
occasioned by his disease. 




mtHmaon^ "^oms* 
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AN Emperor, &mous in council and camp, 
Has a son who turns out a remarkable scamp ; 

Takes to dicing and drinking, And d — mning and sinking 
And carries off maids, wives, and widows, like winking ! 
Since the days of Arminius, his namesake, than Hermann 
There never was seen a more profligate German. 

He escapes from the City ; And joins some banditti 
Insensible quite to remorse, fear, and pity ; 
Joins in all their carousals, and revels, and robberies, 
And in kicking up all sorts of shindies and bobberies. 

Well, hearing one day, His associates say 
That a bridal procession was coming their way. 

Inflamed with desire, he Br^ks into a priory. 
And kicking out every man Jack of a friar, he 
Upsets in a twinkling the mass-books and hassocks. 
And dresses his rogues in the clergyman's cassocks. 

The new-married folks Taken in by this hoaz» 
Mister Hermann grows frisky and full of his jokes : 
To the serious chagrin of her late happy suitor, 
Catching hold of the Bride, be attempts to salute her. 

Now Heaven knows what Had become of the lot^ 
It's Turtle to Tripe they'd have all gone to pot — 

If a Dumb Lady, one Of her friends, had not mn 
To her aid, and, quite scandalised, stoppM all his fnn ! 
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Just oonceiye what a caper He cat> when her taper 
Long fingen scrawl'd this upon whitey-brown paper, 
(At the instant he seized, and before he had kiss'd her)^- 
^ Ha ' done, Mister Hermann I for shame : it's your sister I 
His hair stands on end, — he desists from his tricks 
And remains in a ' pretty particular fix,' 

As he knows Sir John NichoU Still keeps rods in jnckle, 
Offences of this kind severely to tickle. 
At so near an escape fiom his court and its sentence 
His eyes fill with tears and his breast with repentance : 

bo^ picking and stealing. And unrighteous dealings 
Of all sorts he cuts, from tins laudable feeling : 

Of widLedness weary. With many a tear, he 
Kow takes a French leave of the vile CondaUieri: 
And the next thing we hear of this penitent villain 
He is begging in rags in the suburbs of Milan. 

Half-«tarved, meagre, and pale, His energies fail. 
When his sister comes in with a pot of mild ale : 

But though tatter'd his jerkins, 

His heart is whole,— working? 
Of conscience debar him from 'Barclay and Perkins.* 

* ru drink,' exclaims he, ' Nothmg stronger than tea, 
And that but the worst and the weakest Bohea, 
Till I've done — ^from my past scenes of folly a iai actor — 
Some feat shall redeem both my wardrobe and character. 
At signs of remorse so decided and visible 
Kou^t can eoual the jov of his fair sister Isabel, 

And the I)umb lieuly too, Who runs off to a Jew 
And buys him a coat of mail spick and span new, 
In the hope that his prowess and deeds as a Knight 
Will keep his late larcenies quite out of sight 
By the greatest good luck, his old friends tiie banditti 
Choose this moment to make an attack on the city I 

Kow you all know the way. Heroes hack, hew, and slay. 
When once they get fairly mixed up in a fray, 

Hermann joins in the meUe^ Pounds this to a jelly. 
Buns that through, the back, and a third through the belly, 
TTill many a broken bone, bruised rib, and flat head. 
Make his ci-devant friends curse the hour that he ratted. 

Amid so many blows, Of course youll suppose 
He must get a black eye, or, at least, bloodv nose : 
^Take that I' cried a bandit^ and struck, while he spoke it, 
His spear in his breast, and, inpulling it out, broke it. 

Hermann fainted away When, as breathless he lay, 
A rascal claim'd all the renown of the day ; 
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A lecresnt^ oowudlj, white-liTer'd kni^t^ 

Who had dculk'd in a farae-biuh the imole of the fi^t. 

But the Domh Lady soon Pat aome g;ia in a spoaOg 
And half afennglea poor Hennann, who Yrakea finom his awooo, 
And exhibita hia woond, when the head o^ the spear 
Fits its handle, and nakee hia identity clear. 
The mmder thns oat» Hennann'a/^ieG^ and thanlnMj 
While his rascally riTal gets toaa'd in a blanket ; 

And to finish the play — As lefonn'd nkes^ tiny any. 
Make the beat of all huabanda — the re^ same day 
Hermann sends for a priest, as he must wed with some — ^lady, 
Buys a ring and a licence^ and marries the Domb Lady* 

KOBAL. 

Take warnings young people, of eveiy d^ree, 

From Hermann's example, and don't liye too free! 

If you get in bad company, fly from it soon ! 

If you chance to get thraan'd, take some gin in a spoon; 

And remember, since wedlock's not aU sagaiHsaiidy 

If you wish to 'scape ' wigging,* a dumb wife'a the dandy. 



HINTS FOB AN HISTORIOAI* PLAY 

TO BB OhUMD 

WILLIAM BDFUS; OB. THE BSD BOVSR. 

Act 1. 

WALTER TTBBEL, the son of aNorman I^pa» 
Has, somehow or other, a Saxon Mamma: 
Though humble, yet &r aboye mere yulgar 1o(hi% 
He's a sort of a sub in the Bufus Dragoons ; 
Has trayell'd, but comes home abrupUy, the ratiier 
That some unknown rascal has munlePd his fitther ; 
And scarce has he pick'd out» and stuck in his qniyoT) 
The arrow that pierced the old gentleman's liyer. 
When he finds, as misfortunes come rarely alone, 
That his sweetheart has bolted, — ^with whom is not 
But» as murder will out, he at last finds the lady 
At court with her character grown rather ahady : 
This giyes him the ' blues,' and impairs ihe delist 
He'd haye otherwise felt when they dub him a MJgjhtu 
For giving a runaway stallion a check. 
And preyenting his breaking King Buftis'a nadk. 

Act 2. 

Sir Walter has dreas'd himself up like a Ghost, 
And frightens a soldier away from his post; 
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•Then, discarding his helmet, he pulls his cloak higher, 
X>r&W8 it over his ears, and pretends he's a Friar. 
This gains him access to his sweetheart, Miss Faudt ; 
But, the King, coming in, he hides up in her closet ; 
Where oddly enough, among some of her things. 
He discovers some arrows he's sure are the Sling's, 
Of the very same pattern with that which he found 
Sticking into his father when dead on the ground 1 
Forgetting his funk, he bursts open the door, 
Bounces into the Drawing-room, stamps on the floor, 
With an oath on his tongue, and rerenge in his eye, 
And blows up King William the Second, sky-high ; 
Swears, storms, sh^es his fist, and ^chibits such ain^ 
That his Majesty bids his men kick him down stain* 

AoT 8. 

King Bufus is cross when he comes to lefiect, 
Tha^ as King, he's been treated with gross disrespoet ; 
So he pens a short note to a holy physiciany 
And gives him a rather unholy commission, 
Tiz., to mix up some arsenic and ale in a oup. 
Which the chances are Tyrrel may find and drink npi 
Sure enough, on the very next morning, Sir Walter 
Perceives, in his walks, this same cup on the altar. 
As he feels rather thirsty, he's just about drinking^ 
When Miss Faucit in tears comes in running like winking. 
Be pauses of course, and as she's thirsty too^ 
Says very politely, ' Miss, I after you I' 
The young lady curtsiep, and being so dry, 
!Raises somehow her &ir little finger so high. 
That there's not a drop left him to ' wet t'other eye ;' 
While the dose is so strong, to his grief and surprise^ 
She merely says, ' Thankee, Sir Walter,' and dies. 
At that moment the ELing, who is riding to cover, 
Pops in en pasaant on the desperate lover. 
Who has vow'd, not five minutes before, to tnmsfix him, 
— So he does, — he just pulls out his arrow and sticks him. 
From the strength of his arm, and the force of his blow% 
The Red-bearded Rover falls flat on his nose ; 
And Sir Walter, thus having conduded his quarrel. 
Walks down to the foolrlights, and draws this fine monil«-- 
* Ladies and Gentlemen, 

Lead sober lives:-* 
Don't meddle with other folks' Sweethearts or Wives I— ^ 
When you go out a sporting, take care of your gun, 
And — never shoot elderly people in fun I' 
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MABIE inONOT. 

TUnBS MABIE MIONOT wbs a nice Uttlo Ifkid, 

JjU. Her Uncle a Cook, and a Lanndrea her trade. 

And she loved as dearly as any one can 

Mister Lagardie, a nioe little man. 
Bat oh! Butohl SUnyofwoe! 

A sad interloper, one Monsieor Modean, 
Uglv and old. With plenty of gold, 
MaJe his approach In an elegant coach. 

Her fetncy was ^utrmed with the splendour and show. 

And he bore ofif the fidae-hearted Molly Mignot 

Monsiear Modean was crazy and old. 

And Monsieur Modean caught a terrible cold; 

His nose was stufiTd and his throat was sore, 

He had physic by the quart and Doctors by the score ; 

They sent squills. And pills. And veiy long faille 
And all diey could* do did not make him get well. 
He sounded his M*8 and his N^s like an L. 

A shocking bad cough At last took him gS, 
And Mister Li^ardie, her former young beau. 
Game a-courting again to the Widow Modeau. 

Mister Lafl;ardie, to gain him ^clai, 
Had cut iSie Cook's diop and foUow'd the law ; 
And when Monsieur Modeau set out on h^ journey. 
Was an Articled Clerk to a Special Attorney, 
He gave her a call On the day of a ball, 
To which she'd invited the court, camp and all ; 

But ' poor dear L^eardie,' Azain was too tardy. 
For a Marshal of Fiance Had just ask'd her to danoe ; 
In a twinkling, the eu-devant Madame Modeau 
Was wife of Ihe Marahal Lord Maiquis Dinot 

Mister Lagardie was shock'd at the news, 
And went and enlisted at once in the Blues. 

The Marquis Dinot Felt a little so so^ 
Took physic, grew worse, and had notice to go-^ 
He died, and was shelved, and his Lady so gay 
Smiled again on Lagardie now placed on full pay, 
A Swedish Field-Marshal with a guinea a day ; 

When an old Ex-Einsr Just show'd her the ring : 
To bo Queen, she conceived, was a very fine thing ; 

But the King tum*d a Monk, And Lawdie get dnm^ 
And said to the JUidy with a d«d of ill-breeding^ 
Ton may go to the d— 1 and TU go to Sweden/ 

Thus between the two stools, Like some other fixiis. 
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Her LadTihip found Hetself plnmp on the gxtmnd ; 
80 she cried, and she stamp'd, and she sent for a hack. 
And she dxove to a oonyent» and ne7er came hack. 

HOSAL. 

WiTcs, Maidens, and Widows, attend to my ky — 
If a fine moral lesson you'd draw from a play. 

To the Haymarket go^ And see Marie MignU^ 
I Kelly plays Marie, and Williamn Modean ; 
Htb. Glover and Yining Are really quite nl^ming^ 
And though Thompson for a Marquis 
Has almost too much carcass, 
Tet it's not fair to |)aaB him or 
John Cooper's Gassimir, 
And the piece would be haixen 
Without Mr. Farren ; • 

No matter, go there, and they'll teach you the guilt 
Of coquetting and ogling, and playing the jilt. 
Such folks gallop awhile, but at last they get spilt; 

Had Molly Mignot Behaved oomme Ufaist^ 
Nor married the Lawyer near Marquis Dinot, 
She had ne'er been a nun, whose uire very hard is, 
But the mother of half-arscore little Lagardies. 



THE TRUANTS. 



THBEE little Demons have broken loose 
From tiie National School below I 
They are resolved to play truant to-day. 
Their primer and slate uiey have cast away, 
And away, away, they go! 
* Hey boysl hey boys! up go we ! 
Who so merry as we three f 

The reek of that most infernal pit, 

Where sinful souls are stewing, 
Bises so black, that in viewing it, 
A thousand to one but you'd ask with surprise 
As its murky columns met your eyes, 

* Pray is Old Nick Srbrewing T 
Thither tiiese three little Devils repair. 
And mount by steam to the uppermost air. 
They have got hold of a wandering star, 
That happen'd to come within hail. 

swiftly they glide I As they merrily rids 
All a oockHstride Of that Comet's tsiU 



A I 
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Oh the pnmloil OhthepTanksI 
The merry pranks, the mad pranks, 
These wicked urchins play ! 
They kis8*d the Virgin and fill'd her with dread, 
ITiey popp'd the Scorpion into her hed; 
They hroke the pitcher oi poor AquarwSf 
They stole the arrows of Sagittarius 
And they skimm'd the MiUcy Way, 
They fiird the Sodfts with sulphur full. 
They hallooed the Dog-Star on at the BvU, 
And pleased themselves with the noise. 
They set the Lien On poor Orion; 
They shaved all the hair Off the Lesser Bear I 
They kicked the shins Of the Qtmini Twins — 
Those heavenly Siamese Boys ! — 
Never was such confusion and wrack, 
As they produced in the Zodiac ! — 

* Huzza I Huzza! Away! Away! 
Let us go down to the earth and play 1 

Now we go up, up, up, Now we go down, down, down, 

Now we go hackwards and fbrwartu. 

Now we go round, round, round !' 
Thus they gamhol, and scramhle, and tear. 
Till at last they arrive at the nethermost air. 

And pray now what were these Devilets call'd? 
These three little Fiends so gay ! 

One was Cchl Another was Jiiobl 
The last and the least was young Ckittdbob I 
Queer little devils were they I 

Cob was the strongest, Mob was the wraDgest, 
Chtttabob^s tail was the finest and longest I 
Three more frolicsome Imps, I ween, 
BeelzehuVs self hath seldom seen. 

Over Mountain, over Fell, Glassy Fountain, mosBy DeQ. 

Bocky Island, barren Strand, Over Ocean, over Land; 
With frisk and boimd, and squeaks and squalls, 
Heels over head, and head over heels ; 
With curlings and twistings, and twirls and wheeleries, 
Down they drop at the gate of the 7\tilerieB, 

Courtiers were bowing and making legs. 
While Charley le JHoi was bolting eggs : 

< Mob; says Cob, < ChUUM; says Mob, 
Come here, you young Devil, we^re in/or ajobV 

Up jumps Cob to the Monarch's ear, 

* Charley, my jolly boy, rever fear; 
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If 70a mind all their jaw About Charter and Law, 
You might just as well still be the Cownt cTArtoial 

No such thing, Show 'em you're King, 
Tip 'em an Ordinance, that's the thing 1' 

Charley dined. Took his pen and sign'd ; 
Then Mob kick'd over his throne from behind 1 
' Huzza I Huzza ! we may scamper now I 
For here we've kick'd up a jolly good row I' 

' Over the water and over the Sea, 

And over the water with CharUe ;' 
Now they came skipping and grinning with glee^ 
Not pausing to chaff or to parley. 
Over, over, On to Do¥er ; 
On fun intent, All through Kent 
These mischievous devils so merrily went. 

Over hill and over dale. 
Sunken hollow, lofty ridge, 
Frowning cliff, and smiling vale^ 
Down to the foot of Westminster-bridge. 

' Hollo,' says Cob, ' Thero's the JDuke and Sir Bob I 
After 'em, Chittabob, after 'em. Mob.' 
Mob flung gravel, and Chittabob pebbles. 
His Grace c ^'d them both for a couple of rebels : 

His feelings were hurt By the stones and ike dirt— 
^ In went he, In an ecstacnr. 
And hUw up the nobles of high degree. 

* Mr. Brougham, Mr. Hume, May fret and may fame — 
And so may all you whom I see in this room ; 
Come weal, come woe, come calm, come storm — 
I'll see you all — Uened-— ero I give you Tsfoim ;' 

* Bravo I' says Chittabob, ' That's your sort, 
Come along, schoolfellows, here's more snort 

Look there ! look there I There's tne great Lord May'r I 
With the gravest of Deputies dose to his chair ; 

Widi Hobler, his Clerk 1 Just the thing for a lark ; 
Huzzah I huzzah I boys, follow me now : 
Here we may kick up anotiier good row. 

Here they are. Swift as a star. 
They shoot in mid air, over Temple Bar I 

Tom Macaulay beheld the flight 
Of these three little dusky sons of nigh^ 
And his heart swell'd with j<^ and elation— 

' Oh, see r quoth he, ' Those Niggedingi three, 
Who have just got eTnancipoHon P 
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Locd Key took fright : At the very firat 8idit» 
The whole Court of Aldennen wheePd to the right ; 
Some ran from Chittabob — ^more from Mcb, 
The great locum tenens jmnp'd ap upon Co6, 

Who roar'd and ran With the Aldenuan 
To the ^me Office, pick-a-hack — catch 'em who can I 

* Stay at home— nere's a plot, And I can't tell you what, 

If you don't I'll he shot, But you'll all go to pot' 
^\ little he ween'd, while the ground he thus ran oyert 
Twas a Cob he hestrode — ^not his white horse from HaixiTV. 

Back they came galloping through the Strand^ 
Wlien Joseph Lcmcaster, stick in hand, 
Popp'd up his head before 'em. 

WeU we know, That honest old Joe, 
Is a sort of High Master down below. 
And teaches the Imps decorum. 
Satan had started him off in a craok, 
To flog these three little runaways back. 

Fear each assails ; Every one quails ; 
< Oh dear I how he'll tickle our little black tails ! 

Have done, have done, Here's that son of a gun. 
Old Joe, come after us, — run, boys, run.' 

Off ran Cob, Off lan Mob, 
And off in a fright ran young Chittabob ; 

Joe caught ChUtabdb just by the tail. 
And Cob by his crumpled horn ; 

Bitterly then did these Imps bewail. 
That ever they were bom 1 

Mob got away, But none to this day 
Know exactly whidier he went ; 
Some say he s been seen about Blackfiian-bcidge^ 
And some say he's down in Kent. 

But where'er he may roam, 

He has not ventured home 

Since the day the three took wing, 

And many suppose 

He has changed his clothes. 
And now goes by the name of * Swing.* 



THE POPLAR. 



AY, here stands the Poplar, so tall and so stately, 
, On whose tender rind — 'twas a little one thun— 
Wo carved her initials; though not very lately — 
We think in the year eighteen hundred ana ten. 
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Tea, here in the G which proclaimed Gkoitgiana ; 

Our heart's empress then ; see, 'tis grown all askew ; 
And it's not without grief we perforoe entertain a 

Conviction, it now looks much more like a Q. 

This should he the great D too, that once stood for Dohbln 

Her lov'd patronymic — ah I can it he so ? 
It's once fair proportions, time, too, has been robbing 

A D ?— we% be Deed if it isn't an 01 

Alas I how the soul sentimental it vexes, 
That thus on our labours stem Chronos should frown^ 

Should change our soft liquids to izzards and Xes, 
And turn true-love's alphabet all upside down I 



MY LETTERS. 
* Litera Mriptera numet.*— Old Saw. 

ANOTHER mizzling, drizzling day I 
Of clearing up there's no appearance ; 
So 111 sit down without delay, 
And here, at least, 111 make a clearance ! 

Oh, ne'er 'on such a day as this,' 
Would Dido with her woes oppressM 

Have woo'd ^neas back to bliss, 
Or Troilus gone to hunt for Cressid I 

No, they'd have stay'd at home, like me. 
And popp'd their toes upon the fender. 

And drank a quiet cup of tea : — 
Chi days Uke this one can't be tender. 

So^ Molly, draw that basket nigher, 
And put my desk upon the table-^ 

Bring that Portfolio— «tir the fire — 
Now off as fast as you are able ! 

First, here's a card from Mrs. Grimes, 
' A ball !' — she knows that I'm no daaceiv* 

That woman 's asked me fifty times, 
And yet I never send an answer. 

'DbabJack, — 

Just lend me twenty pounds 
Till Monday next, when I'll return it 
Yours truly, 

HSNBT GIBD8.' 

Why, Z— ds 1 
Tve seen the man but tvrioe — horei burn it 



462 UT LBmEBB. 

One from my Goosin Sophy Daw — 
Full of Aunt Margery 8 distresaeff; 

* The Cat has kitten'd in " the draw,'' 
And ruin*d two bran-new sift dieum,* 

From Sam, *The Chancellor's motto,'— nay. 

Confound his puns, he knows I hate 'em ; 

Pro Kege, Lege, Ghrege,'— Ay, 

* For King read Mob 1' Brougham's old 



From Seraphina Price—* At two ' — 
' Till then I can't, my dearest John, afcir ;' 

Two more because I did not go, 
Beginning * Wretch ' and * Faithless Monster !' 

•DbabSib, — 

* This morning Mrs. P y 

Who's doing quite as well as may be, 
Presented me at half'-past threes 

Precisely, with another bal^. 

* We'll name it John, and know with plessore 

You'll stand' — Five guineas more, oonfonnd Itl— 
I wish they'd call it Nebuchadnezzar, 
Or thrown it in the Thames and drownM it. 

What have we next ? A civil Dun : 
' John Brown would take it as a £arVour '— - 

Another, and a surlier one, 
' I can't put up with sich behaviour.' 

' Bill so long standing,' — ' quite tired outy'— 
' Must sit down to insist on payment^' 

* Call'd ten times,' — ^Here's a fuss about 

A few coats, waiBtooats, and amall miment ^ 

For once FU send an ansvrer, and in- 
form Mr. Snip he needn't *call ' bo ; 

But when his bill's as ' tired of ctanding ' 
As he is, beg 'twill 'sit down ah».' 

This from my rich old Uncle Ned, 
Thanking me for my annual present; 

And saying he last Tuesday wed 

His cook-maid, Molly — vastly pleasant 1 

An ill-spelt note from Tom at school. 

Begging I'll let him learn the fiddle ; 
Another from that precious feol. 

Miss Pyefinch, with a stupid liddk. 
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* D'ye give it up ?' Indeed I do ! 

Confound these antiquated minxes ; 
I won't play * BiUy Black ' to a * Blue; 
Or (Edipufl to such old sphinxes. 

A note sent up from Kent to show me^ 

Left with my bailiff, Peter King ; 
Tli bom them precious stacks down, blow mel 

' Yqqis most sincerely, 

• Captain Swing.' 

Four begging letters with petitions, 

One from my sister Jane, to pzay 
m 'execute a few commissions ' 

In Bond Street, ' when I go that way.* 

'And buy at Pearsars in the City 

Twelve skeins of silk for netting purses; 
Colour no matter, so it's pretty ; — 

Two hundred pens ' — two hundred cuxmb ! 

From Mistress Jones : ' My little Billy 

Goes up his schooling to begin, 
Will you just step to Piccadilly, 

And meet him when the coach comes in ? 

* And then, perhaps, you will as well see 

The poor dear fellow safe to school 
At Dr. Smith's in Little Chelsea!' 
Heaven send he flog the little fool I 

From Lady Snooks : ' Dear Sir, you know 

Tou prconised me last week a Rebus ; 
A something smart and optt^pos. 

For my new Album ?' — ^Aid me, PhoebudI 

'My first is follow'd by my seoond; 

Yet should my first my second sec, 
A dire mishap it would be reckon'd, 

And sadly shock'd my first would be. 

* Were I but what my whole implies. 

And pass'd by chance across your portal. 
You'd cry, " Can I believe my eyes? 
I never saw so queer a mortal I" 

' For then my head would not be on. 

My amis their shoulders must abandon ; 
My very Vody would be gone, 

I should not have a leg to stand on.' 
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Gome, that's despatch'd — ^what follows ? — Stay, 
* Reform demanded by ike nation '•— 

Vote for Tagrag and Bobtail I' Ay, 
By Jove, a blessed Be/armaiion ! 

Jack, clap tbe saddle upon Boee— 
Or, no ! — ^the filly — she's the fleeter ; 

The devil take the rain — ^here goes, 
I'm off — a plumper for Sir Peter I 



NEW-MADE HONOUR. 

(IMITAXBD nOU MASrOAL,) 

A FRIEND I met some half hour since^- 
* Good-morroWf Jack /' quoth I ; 
The new-made Knight, like any Prince, 

Frown'd, nodded, and pess'd by; 
When up came Jem — *" Sir Johriy your Slaved 

'Ah, James; we dine at eighth- 
Fail not — (low bows the supple knave) 

Don't make my lady wait 
The King can do no wrong ? As Pm a sinner, 
He*8 spout an honest tradesman and my dinnen 



THE CONFESSION. 

THERE'S somewhat on my breast, father. 
There's somewhat on my breast ! 
The livelong day I sigh, father. 

And at night I cannot rest. 
I cannot take my rest, farther. 
Though I would fsun do so ; 
A weary weight oppresseth me — 
This weary weight of woe 1 

* Tis not the lack of gold, father, 

Nor want of worldly gear; 
My lands are broad, and fair to see. 

My Mends are kind and dear. 
My kin are leal and true, father, 

Tliey mourn to see my grief; 
But oh I 'tis not a kinsman's hand 

Can give my heart relief! 

'Tis not that Janet's false, father, 

TiB not that she's unkind ; 
Tho' busy flatterers swarm aroond* 

I know her constant mind* 
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*Ti8 not her ooldneas, &ther, 
That chills my labouring breast; 

It's that confounded cucumber 
IVe eat and can't digest 



BONG. 



THERE sits a bird on yonder tree. 
More fond than Cuuhat Dove ; 
There sits a bird on yonder tree. 

And sings to me of love. 
Oh ! stoop thee from thine eyrie down I 
And nestle thee near my hearty ' 

For the momenta fly, And the hour is nighy 
When thou and I must part| 

My love ! 
When thou and I must part. 

n. 

In yonder covert lurks a Fawn, 

The pride of the ^Ivan scene ; 
In yonder covert lurks a Fawn, 

And I am his only queen ; 
Oh I bound from thy secret lair. 

For the sun is below the west ; 
No mortal eye May our meeting spy 
For all are closed in rest, 

My love 1 
Each eye is closed in rest, 

in. 

Oh ! sweet is the breath of mom. 

When the sun's first beams appear; 
Oh ! sweet is the shepherd's strain. 
When it dies on the list'ning ear ; 
And sweet the soft voice which speaks 
The Wanderer's welcome home ; 

But sweeter far By yon pale mild star, 
With our true Love thus to roam, 

My dear! 
With our own true Love to rom ! 

2 H 
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EPIGRAM. 



BRAVE L — , 80 says a knight of the pen, 
' Has exposed himself much at the head of his men ^ 
As his men ran away without waiting to fight, 
To expose himself there's to be first in the flight 
Had it not been as well, when he saw his men quail, 
To have stay'd and exposed himself more at their tail ? 
Or say, is it fair, in this noblest of quarrels, 
To suffer the chief to engross all the laurels ? 
Kol his men, so the muse to all Europe shall sing^ 
Have exposed themselves fully as mucn as their king. 



EPIGRAM. 

EHEU FUQACESL I 

WHAT Horace says is, | 

Eheu/ugaces 
Anni lahuntur, Fosttime, Postume I 
Years glide away, and are lost to me, lost to me ! 
NoWf when the folks in the dance sport their meny toea^ 
Taglionis and Ellslers, Duremays and Oeritos^ 
Sighing I murmur, * mihi praOeritoe P 



SONG. 

jrpiS sweet to think the pure ethereal bein^ I 

X Whose mortal form reposes with the dead, f 

Still hovers round unseen, yet not unseeing, 
Benignly smiling o'er the mourner's bed 1 

She comes in dreams, a thing of light and lightness ; 

I hear her voice, in still, small accents tell 
Of realms of bliss, and never-fading brightness. 

Where those who lov'd on earth toge^er dwelL 

Ah ! yet a while, blest shade, thy flight delaying, 

The kindred soul with mystic converse cheer; 
To her rapt gaze, in visions bland displaying, 

The unearthly glories of thy happier sphere ! 
Yet, yet remain I till freed like thee, delighted. 

She spurns the thraldom of encumbering clay ; 
Then as on earth, in tend'rest love united, 

'J ogether seek the realms of endless day ! 
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AS I LAYE A-THYNKYNGE. 

TBB LAST LINES OP THOMAS IKG0LD8BT. 

AS I Uye a-thynkynge, a-thynkynge, a-thynkynge^ 
Merrie sang the Birde as she sat upon the spiaye ; 
lliere came a noble Knyghte, 
With his hauberke shynynge brighte, 
And hid gallant heart was lyghte. 
Free and gave ; 
\b I laye a-thynkynge, he rode upon his waye. 

\b I laye a-thynkynge, a-thynkynge, a-thynkynge^ 
Sadly sang the Birde as she sat upon the tree 1 
There seemed a crimson plain, 
"Where a gallant Knyghte lay slayne, 
And a steed with broken rein 
Ran freej 
As I laye a-thynkynge, most pitiful to see I 

As I laye a-thynkynge, a-thynkynge, a-thynkynge, 
Merrie sang the Birde as she sat upon the boughe ; 

A lovely Maydo came bye. 

And a gentil youth was nyghe. 

And he breathed many a syghe 
And a vowe ; 
As I laye a-thynkynge, her hearte was gladsome now 

As I laye a-thynkynge, a-thynkjmge, a-thynkynge, 
Sadly sang the Birde as she sat upon the thome ; 

Ko more a youth was there. 

But a Maiden rent her haire, 

And cried in sad despaire, 
* That I was borne !' 
As I laye a-thynkynge, she perished forlome. 

As I laye a-thynkynge, a-thynkynge, a-thynkynge. 
Sweetly sang the Birde as she sat upon the briar; 

There came a lovely Ghilde, 

And his face was meek and mild. 

Yet joyously he smiled 
On his sire ; 
As I laye a-thynkynge, a Cherub mote admire. 

But I laye a-thynkynge, a-thynkynge, a-thynkynge. 
And sadly sang the Birde as it perch'd upon a bier ; 
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That joyous smtle was gicme. 
And the faoe was white and wan, 
As tha downe upon the Swan 
Doth appear, 
As I laye ^th7nkynge--oh I bitter flow'd the tear 1 

As I laye a-thynkynge, the golden sun was sinking, 
O merrie sang that Birde as it glitter'd on her breast 
With a tibousand gorgeous dyes, 
While soaring to the skies, 
liid the stars she seem'd to rise^ 
As to her nest ; 
As I lave arthynkynge, her meaning was ezprest : — 
' Follow, follow me away. 
It boots not to delay,' — 
Twas so she seem*a to saye, 
'HsbbisbbstP 

T. 
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